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fhe men who have alwa7s held the stage ot 

the world have been the great and the heroic. !he 

characters th&t figure prollinentl7 in song and play and 

fiction, as a rule, are those people who, b7 oucrumatanoe 

or position or endowments, are raiaed aboYe the level o~ 

the average, the OODDOD plaoe. !ht people who monopolize 

the ne• ot the da7 are the extraordinar7 people--magnatea, • 

ootton kinge, who have turned philanthropiate; moving 

picture actors or directors, living or dead; prise fighters 

and diplomata; auooesa~l automobile meohanioa, who are 

4&117 oonaul.ted on the best wa7 of saving the world; an4 

all euoh prominent people. 

I sametimes 1r0nder wh.7 it is that the 

ayerage man 1a not given a chanoe at publloit7; the COIIIIILOD 

folks, the man who has done nothing to put him in jail; the 

■an who is not blessed with gem.1111 to astound the world; 

who will never strut acroa■ the stage ot h1stor7 like a 

ooloaaua; the plain, huable, quiet sort crt a JD&Jl, who do•• 

h11 work tai~fu.117, builds his home, raises hia children, 

keeps the taith, and, when his time oomea, passes out 

quietl7 and makes rooa tor other people. 

Ot course, people like the hero1o. We all 

4o. ADA perhaps it ia well that •• 4o, for 1D the hoaage 

that •• pa7 to greatnea■, there 1■ 11:am.■• proll1a• of 

•ulation and prope■a. Bver7 great mall 1■ a ohalleng• to 



leaser people to tr7 to •uJ.ate his example, to climb the 

height■. We like great people beoauae •• lib in thea 

the thinga that • are not. !he7 somehow oomplete the 

Uvea which are iDOolllJ)lete in ouraelvea. 

to worship heroea; children are great hero worshippers; 

and that hero worship inspires within thea ambitions to 

be like the people whom the7 wor&hip. 

When I was a child I wanted to be, tiret, 

a oonduotor; then a policemu; then a fireman--three 

omractere that 10011 ver7 large on the horizon of a ohilcl. 

WheD I got older and life sobered me a bit. I oomprom.ee4 

I suppose those children 11ho1111re more 

tor1na.Date than I was, an4 leas oo-onplace than I waa, who 

had more H&l1ih than M7 folk■ hat, wanted to be butler• 

and chauffeur■; and when the7 grew up aD4 lite aobere4 

them, wq. the7 oompromiae4 on being. I suppo■e, clothing 

manutaoturera, and bant presiclenta, or, if the7 were real 

for't;unate, the7 would become presidents of aortgage 

co-,aniea. 

Of oourae, this ver7 bus7 110rlcl of our• 

haa 0D17 time to notice the heroic, the unuaual, the 

erlraorclinar7. If a au marriea onoe, wh7, he jut 

become• one out of ~t great holt of a1lent hero••• anl. 

aooiet7 aokllowledge■ it, if it aomo.wleclpe it at all, 1D 

••11 tne ill the"lioeme 1aauecl"ool1111111--that ool1Dllll whioh 

1• onl7 read b7 in■vanoe apnta. 
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aooident • ahou.14 marry aeven time■., then he beooaea a 

hero 1ndee4, an4 hie DUle will be blazed forth in heacl lin 

1Jl eTeZ7 liTe nenpaper in the land, &Dd hia pioture will 

appear on the front page aurrounde4 b7 hie entire 

aatrimonial oonatellation. 

!he unusual, the enraordina~. reoeivea 

the tribute ot notioe in the bua7 worl4; and the papers 

nowada711 are full ot UDuaual people, ot unUB11al thinga-

fre&lca and quaoka and J11Vderera and divoroeea and 

diplomata, and all aorta of thinga. But the work of the 

world ia not done b7 these people; the work of the world 

is done b7 tJi••ailent, UDDotioed, un811Dg, unacolaimed 

llilliona who oarr7 the burdens of the world. mie7 seldom 

get the spot light. 

!he 1111a of geniu, m7 friell4a, ma7 be the 

salt of the earth; but ;you oannot make a meal out of aalt. 

!he bread and the meat of life are tho■e 111.llion■ o:l men 

llho plow the tiel4• &114 olear the fore■t■ aD4 dig the 

llin•• and fashion the ateel} the milliou who, 1D tea 

thoUWl4 shops an4 milla and taotoriea, forge and 11014 •DI 

tuhiOD u4 build for the neeb &Dd the o.tor"• ot hae!'l 

li1•; the men and the wo■en who do ,heir 4&117 taata 

without heroio geatur•--1u1etl7, •• a matter of oourae; 

who bu114 home■ and aohoola &D4 olmrohe•; who live h1111ble 

llv•• in •he tlll thoa.ean4 Jlain Street■ of Ollr lall4. 

I aQ1118tia•• think that :perha:pa Jla1D Street 
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roll&Doe of lite 11&7 not be there; the oa-viar of life ma7 

not be there, but there is more to Main Street, m7 friends, 

th&D sprawling, raw atreeta; there 1a more to Kain Street 

th.all squat and ugl7 buildings; there is more to Main 

Street than narro1111ess and intoleranoe and gossip. fhere 

are in the llain Streets of our land the men who work 

through the 4&J8 and the nights to build for themaelvea 

homes and firesides; there are in the Main Streets humble 

woaeD, who, while the7 ma7 l&clt the finer 7 and the polish 

and the glitter whioh embellish life, do, nevertheless, 

poeaese that priaeval strength &Dd sturdinesa of the raoe, 

the women who transmit the great traditions of a great 

people unto their children; who give ot themselves that 

their children ma7 grow up into fine m&Dhood and womanhood. 

!here are in the Jlain Streets 1D the town■ 

and the villages and the haaleta of this land, ho•• which 

are, to m7 mind, the strength of our civilisation; homea 

where men are ta1J8ht dut7 and labor and prayer; and there 

are in the m&DJ' Main Streeta of this land aoula--aoula 

whioh have passed 'through the deep waters of lite; sou.la 

which have been teated in life's orueleat tr1bul&tioDII, 

but who, nevertheless, carry on quietl7, oarr7 on nobl.7, 

until, wearied aD4 a bit tired, the7 lie down ,o • 

de■erved r••t. And. I •7 unto 70u ■en and woaen that 

th••• 0011mon tolb are the deten•• ot eYer7 o1v1lisat1oa, 

the strength of it, the bread and the meat ot it, the bod7 



What ia hero181lT What ia the heroioT 

I• heroiam the aot of a moaent? the flaahT the brilliant 
b7 

illpulse! Ia heroism a thing"which aoaeone, at the spur 

of ao11e oYerpowering eaotion--a soldier, a marty.r, a 

resouer--will then pertora an immemorial aot? Ia that 

the greatest an4 the highest tne there ia of bravery in 

the worl4T Or 1a heroiaa perhaps a muoh more difficult 

thing? Ia heroism perhaps a thing of long enduranoe, of 

in.finite patienoe, of a slow, UDJ1eld1q puh againat 

obetaole an4 harahneaa &D4 failureT Ia it. perhaps a 

thing ef dull monoton7--that monotonoua grind of dut7, a 

oommon d.&117 task, that weaie against the heart beata an4 

the nerves of u.a through the 19are, the long, long yaar■T 

Ian't that p rhaps the high.eat tne of 

oourage known to maak1114T the courage that builda? the 

oourage that oreatea! And is not perhaps the real hero 

of human aooiet7 a JD&ll ot the t1Pe of I■ak, of Huunul'• 

•arorih of the Soil" --the unoouth and ung&M.7, l1111berl7 

barge of a auT -- pr1m1.t1ve, primeval, Al•oat arohaio 

1D the elemental strength of hill; 11110 goea out into the 

virgin forest alone, and there b7 dint of labor and toil 

and d.ru4ger7. through the lqa &D4 the 19ara, builda for 

hiuelf and for aooiet7 a hoae and a field an4 a f•il7, 

and for hia oh114ren an inheritanoe. Isn't he, perhap•, 

in hie enduranoe, 1D hie patienoe, in hie aubalee1Ten•••• 

in hi■ hmll111t7, 1D hie toil--oeaael•••• all••• toil, 
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the hero of life? Of oourae, there 18 no romanoe about 

hia, unless it be the romance of oreation. 

Common people! 00111Don folla!IJ I aometimea 

wonder whether there are auoh thinga as common follca in 

the world. !he more I live and the more I see of men and 

women, the more I believe that there are no ordinary or 

average oolllllloD people in the world; that somehow in eaoh 

human being there is an element of greatness; that s0111ehow I 

1D the soul of ner7 one 'there is a aparlc which holda the I 
aearet of divine fire within itself; that as I aee men and 

wo■en go through their da7s fai thh.117 pursuing the taaka 

allotted to them in lite, bearing up &D4. oarryiJlg on 

through sorrow am 8truggle and trial and misfortune, I 

aa7 unto 1117aelf that perhaps • have beeD mistaken in 

pointing to the exoeptional am the unusual ancl the 

extraordinar7 aa the objeot of tllUlation an4 adoration, 

aucl not to the &Terage and to the 0011110n, to the llilliou 

of thea who clail7 atand there hewing awa7, building, 

cligging, fashioning, molding, forging,--doing the thing• 

of life 1n faith an4 hope 11114 cleep hl1111lit7. 

ColllllOD foll:81 !here are the millions of 

■other■--JOUr mother and m7 ■other--al.l over thia land; a 

bit old fashioned, a stranger would aay, but we who mow 

her and shill'• her lite and her spirit, mow that, be70n4 

fad and fashion, mother 18 of a qual1t7 that ie perhapa 

tiaeleaa and eternal. Her 4.rees ma7 be a little plain, 
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an4 ahe 111&1' lack the aooial grace■ that oome with wealth 

and lei■ur•; tor moat mothers have neither wealth nor 

aervanta nor l•i•ur•; her hands are perhaps more tender 

than soft, for mother mu.at daily do the work and the 

infinite taabl 11hioh but ~or love would be drudgery; oare 

ma7 have drained much of the nrm color out o-.t aother'a 

face; it may be a little pale, a wee bit dra1111, &n4 a 

line here and there, but somehow a face that one loves 

to touah with the lips of adoration. 

Kother 1 a e79a are no longer brilliant or 

sparkling, but smnehow never cold; eyes that aee so much 

beoaue the7 have so often been washed in tear■ . fhat 

is the mother of millions of mcm--J'Ol].r mother and JD.7 

mother. When there ia work to do--the sorubbing and the 

washing and the oooking--there'a mother; where there are 

lessons to learn, quarrels to end, stories to tell, wq-

there'a mother; when our little hearta break, when our 

little bodies aohe, w!q--of course, there's mother; an4 

when we err or sin or fail, wh7, there's mother, with her 

BJIIIJ)&th7 and her understanding n.711. And when we grow 

to Mnhood and womanhood, and life BUDllllona ua to other 

fialda and we leave ho11e, why, there•• ■other--alone, 

praJing through her tear■, her neat deaolat•--• motblr 

of men. J..n4 when, after a life ao apent, a little we&r7, 

a little t1re4, ahe la7e herself doWD to her long reet, 

ldq, ~•r•'• aother etill--a mamo17, a oomeoratioa. 

_,_ 



there is nothing heroio about mother; no 

great tragediea; no fascinating romanoea; but ju.at a 

mother of the millions of men--oommon follca. And there 

is father. ••ther left sohool when he was twelve; father 

is a bit rough; no frill■, no miok-maoka about dad; 

father is not very strong on social graoea; father hasn't 

read the latest novel, and perhaps he has not read many 

of the earlier ones. •ather just rel}d& hi■ newspaper, 

and sometimes he glanoea through a magazine; and hi■ boJII 

and girla, 111hom he is sending through high sohool and 

oollege, so that they may have the advantages Which he 

did not have,--his boys and girls lcnow muoh more than 

father--orthink they do. 

~ather gave his 70uth and his manhood that 

he might build tor himaelf and his wife an4 his children 

a hoae and a hearth; an4 father poured the life blood into 

the food of hi■ oh114ren and the raiment of his famil7. 

hther is ord1nar7, as ordinar7 as the rain and the soil, 

but as eternal as either. 

OollllOD folDI They are aona and daughter■, 

brothers and s1atera--m1111ona of th•; and you will pas■ 

Ba.t if you oould throw open the portals of their soul■ 

and look within, 1111 would eee legend■ &D4. atoriea of 

intini te beaut7 &ll4 Ohara anl. greatnee■; 7ou would read 

rnelatioD■ as to the ■•p1f1oent heroia of oo-•• people! 
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You and I know of aiatera who have aaori

fioed themaelvea for brothers that they ma7 go through 

li1e more euooeeafu.117; sisters who have permitted life 

to paaa them by eo that some dear one may advanoe an4 

auooeed; and brothers and eons who have aaorifioed 

oueera ao that the7 may build up upon the ruiD■ whioh a 

father left. Why, all about 70u, ever7Where, if 70u had 

but e,es to aee and a S1JI.P&thetio soul to interpret, you 

will aee the daily aote of quiet heroiaa--eyerywhere! 

eTer7"'hereI in 7our own hoM, in 7our neighbor's home, 

around the oorner of your home I Comon folks! 

Some tour years l}CO when I returned fro■ 

the battlefields of Jtranoe, I remember speaking to 7ou on 

the epio of the OOJDlllOn man:. It waa there, aaidat 'the 

elemental force■ let loose by the great struggle where I 

first gained an insight into the profound depths of the 

hlUl&n soul; it was there that I saw these &'V'erage, 

ordinary, oommonpl&ce :tolia beooae tran■figured before 

•7 very eye■ into aubliai t7, until I stood humble and 

ohaetened in spirit before the rnelation which wa■ 

Touoheafed unto•• 

I saw theae plow boya and atevedorea and 

truck driver■, the lade from the lllilla, the factories an4 

the aine■--the oomaonplaoe folkll, tile average :tolka; 

wnoouth, perhap■; rough; am I ■aw them respond to the 

ohallenge of the moment; I ■aw th• go over the top and 
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plunge into the night to meet their fate, with noh t 

apontaneit7, with suoh a divine frenz7, with suoh a 

recklessness and abandon. But I was hlDDbled before the 

things whioh I•••· And when I aaw these lads in the 

back of the lines, in the dressing atationa, submitting 

to the exoruoiating agony 1noi4ental to the dressing of 

fresh wounds, biting their lips until the blood fairly 

spurted, and digging their nails into the palms of their 

hands, but never a ory and never a sob to betray the hell 

of torture that they were passing through; and when I ••• 

the milliona of them stapiding there day after day, week 

after week, month after month, through the dull, oru.sh1ng, 

heart-breaking monotony, in the cold or the heat,--standing 

there oarryiiig on, and holding on, and. holding on throqh 

the yeara,--I knew then what real,divine courage there is 

in the soul of every hmau being--the least noticed, the 

least educated, the least cultured. 

~ere are no common folks today, my friends. 

A mania oollllloD only as long as the spark within hie soul 

has not been atruok, the fire has not been oalled to life; 

but it ia there--latent, potent, within the soul of every 

hmn&D being. There are infinite oapaoities for greatneaa, 

for aubllmit7, for aaorifioe. for enduranoe. and when the 

moment oomea moat oommon folks are not found wanting. 

!hat makea a man real proud of being a man; that 18 the 

promise of d1moorao7; that 18 the hope of the ·world. 
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De11oorac7 mows that there 1e precious ore 

in the soul ot every human being that oan be mined b7 

opportunity, and so democraoy aets tor its task not the 

oultivation ot a few, the elect, the best--there are no 

best; but democracy sets for its task the reaching down 

into the vast layers, into the lowest strata, into the 

masses, and there mining the precious gold that is there; 

tor God gave of his spirit equally to each child of God, 

and Hie spirit ie within. 

Common to l.kll I God bless them! They are 

the strength of our lite; the bread and the meat of our 

life. .And when you and I go out into our daily tasu 

and rub shoulders with people, let us try to remember 

that in the man of the atreet-- t he average man that we 

meet, why, within his soul he ma7 be oarrying a glory; 

he may have gone through an experience in life which, 

while unkDown as 19t, transfigured hia. 

He may be one ot thoee silent, hlllllble 

heroes--the sons ot demoorao7; the burden bearers of 

oi-vilisation. He 11 a ohild of Goel I 

-o--
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