Originally Processed With FOIA(s): FOIA Number:
S 2011-2184-F

FOIA
MARKER

; This is not a textual record. This is used as an
i administrative marker by the George Bush Presidential
Library Staff.

Record Group/Collection: ~ George H.W. Bush Presidential Records

Collection/Office of Origin: Speechwriting, White House Office of
Series: Speech File Draft Files
Subseries: Chron File, 1989-1993

OA/ID Number: 13488
Folder ID Number: 13488-013

|
Folder Title:
| Memorial Day Ceremony, Nettuno, Italy, 5/28/89 [2]

Section: Position:

15 4




THE WHITE HOUSE Ly

WASHINGTON g

‘May 23, 1989

INFORMATION

MEMORANDUM FOR THE PRESIDENT QD
CHRISS WINSTON

EDWARD E. MCNALLY Z%%y/

MEMORIAL DAY SPEECH AT THE AMERICAN CEMETERY,
NETTUNO, ITALY

THROUGH
FROM:

SUBJECT:

I. SUMMARY

Attached for your consideration and review are draft remarks
for your Memorial Day address, to be given on Memorial Day Sunday
at the Sicily-Rome American Cemetery and Memorial in Nettuno,
Italy.

IT. DISCUSSION

At 10:00 a.m. (Italy time) on Sunday, May 28, 1989, you are
scheduled to travel to. the American Cemetery in Nettuno, Italy,
to lay a Memorial Day wreath -- commemorating all our veterans
who have fallen in battle.

In part because the military campaign at nearby Anzio
remains controversial, the suggested remarks are not particularly
directed at the Italians, NATO, or even the armed services.
Rather, the remarks were drafted as a Presidential Memorial Day
message, directéd at the heartland audience back home where
families will be preparing to celebrate an American tradition.

] Located just east of Anzio, about an hour's drive from Rome,
the American Cemetery at Nettuno is one of fourteen sites in
foreign countries that were selected after World War IT as -
permanent American cemeteries. A grassy, tree-lined field of
white crosses, the cemetery is somewhat reminiscent of Arlington
National Cemetery. Nearly all of the almost 8,000 soldiers »
buried there are American, and nearly all fought in the 1943-44
liberation of Italy, from the invasion of Sicily to the fall of
Rome. A small number also came from Canada, England, Scotland,

Ireland, Finland, Sweden and Spain.
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PRESIDENTIAL REMARKS: MEMORIAL DAY CEREMONY
: AMERICAN CEMETERY
NETTUNO, ITALY
SUNDAY, MAY 28, 1989
10:00 A.M.

We gather today to mark Memorial Day in America, to honor
the thousands of young men and women, buried here and elsewhere,

| who put themselves in harm's way so that others might live in
freedom.

As we gather, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.
The first days of summef.‘ Soon screen doors will slam, parks
will sound with the crack of the bat, children's voices will rise
in the summer breeze pungent with the scent of barbecue smoke.

And the rites of summer are marked by American traditions.
As morning comes to Indianapolis the smells of coffee and
gasoline will-mihgle in the heat rising off the sun-baked
raceway. Further west, there'll be another race, as the blast of
a ship's whistle sends the riverboats Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer
steaming down the Mississippi off the docks of St. Louis.

" Memorial Day Weekend. By the time today's ceremony
concludes the first rays of sunlight will streak across the
Potomac, flashing first atop the monument to theAfounder of our
Republic, then reaching down to touch the silent rows of white

markers on the green Virginia hillside that is Arlington
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Cemetery. Soon the gathering light will reveal a lone figure --
a man in uniform -- standing guard at the Tomb of the Unknown
Soldiers, a round the clock vigil unbroken.in more than fifty
years. Another moment and the dawn will flood the park that lays
beneath the gaze of Lincoln, embracing éﬁe candles that flicker
each night along the walls of the Vietnam Memorial.

And soon the plaintive sound of taps will rise in the wind
in cities and hamlets all across America, heard by veterans of
four wars, as they gather to salute the fallen. In town after
town the ritual at sunrise will be the same, as first the flag is
faised, then slowly lowered to half-mast.

The thoughts of some will turn eastward toward the sun --
across the ocean and across four decades -- to this grassy plain
above the shoreé of the Mediterranean, where 45 years ago the
U.S. Third Infantry Division -- among the most decorated in World
War II -- led the bloody advance toward the liberation of Rome.

On that Memorial Day Weekend - 1944 -- I was not yet 20,
standing aboard the U.S.S. San Jacinto on the other side of the
world as she cruised from Wake Island toward Saipan; Like
Americans everywhere, thé men aboard our ship had eagerly
-followed news of the Italian campaign.

During fourlloné months of 1944, the combatants of World War
II were locked near Nettuno in a déadly embrace. But before the
week was out, the face of the world's greatest conflict would be
changed, and the fate of the enemy sealed} On June 4th, American

troops entered Rome, the streets lined by cheering Italians. By
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midnight General Mark Clark's Fifth Army stood on the banks of
the Tiber, and the word went out to a waiting America: For the
first time since the landings at Salerno in September 1943, the
enemy was in full retreat.

It was the beginning of the end. And two days later a new
front opened with D-Day, the Normandyﬂianding.

The fight to liberate italy from the tyranny of fascism was
as fierce and heroic as any seen in the war. The danger to each
adversary was such that the outcome of the war itself segmed to
hang at that moment on the valor and the vigor of each man who
struggled near the water's edge. |

One such soldier was Sgt. Sylvester Antolak, an Ohio
farmboy and the youngest son of Polish immigrants. oOn a drizzly
morning forty-five years ago this week, he led Staff Sgt. Audie
Murphy and others in a bold charge through the rain and the ruin
near Cisterna -- one man against a madhinegun nest that blocked
the road to Rome.

Three times he was cut down by fire. Three times he got
back up, tucking his gun under his shattered right arm. By the
time he had disabled the gunners, ten enemy soldiers surfendered
to this man whom their bullets could not stop.

Sgt. Antolak fell near Cisterna thaf'same day. He rests
herelbeneath the cedars of_Nettunq with neariy 8,000 soldiers,
his grave one of two marked with the Congressional Medal of
Honor. Joined by the nameé of another 3,000 missing etched in

the white marble of the chapel, they come from every American
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state, from Texas to Maine, Alaska to Florida. And these white
crosses and Stars of David ring the world -- across the
battlefields of Europe and the juﬁgles of Asia, the deserts of
north Africa, the hillsides of our homeland -- in silent tribute
to America's battles for freedom in thié_century.

It was with the memory of the sacrifices of the American,
British and French soldiers who fell éufing the campaign to
liberate Italy -- and the sacrifices of millions of otﬁer
Europeans and Americans in the cause-of freedom -- fresh in mind
that NATO was created after the war.

As I reflect on this scene, and anticipate the dynamic and
forward-looking Europe of the 1990's, I think of generations of
young people on both sides of the Atlantic who have grown up in
peace and prosperity. With no experience of the horror and
destruction of war, it may be difficult for them to understand
why we need to keep a strong military deterrent to prevent war,
and to preserve freedom and democracy. The answer is here, among
the quiet of the graves.

The cost of maintaining.freedom is brought home to us all
when tragedy strikes -- as it did last month on the USS Towa.
The loss of those fine sailors -- and the tears of their families
and loved ones -- reminded us all of fhe risk and-sacrifice in
human terms that security sometimes demands. Let me add how
impressive were the many expressions of sympathy I received from

leaders around the world, and particularly by the eloquent words




5
of Italy's distinguished President, Francesco Cossiga, as he
shared the sorrow of our lbss.

Sgt. Antolak also understood the cost of freedom. Today in
his hometown of St. Clairesville, Ohio -- population 6,000 -- the
townspeople will gather by the local courthouse to dedicate a
white granite memorial to the county's Medal of Honor winners.
George and Stanley Antolak will be'théré--- to remember their
brother -- their hero, and ours. |

It is the kind of Eéene that will be repeatéd today and
tomorrow in parks and churchyards all across America.

A bit north of Mark Twain's Hannibal -- just up the
Mississippi from that steamboat race I mentioned -- lies the town
of Quincy, Illinois. When World War Ii came, Quincy offered up
her sons in service. Three brofhers == Donald, Preston, and
William Kaspervik -- joined the Army Air Corps. Their story is a
common one -- and yet uncommon in the way of ail those who
answered the call to serve.

The first brbther,_Donald, was killed when two bombers
collided on maneuvers in New Mexico, and their mother grieved.
Preston, the second brother, died just south of here in Sicily,
shortly after Patton's successful invasion. And their mother was
overcome once again.

Ten days later, the third brother, William went down dﬁring
é dangerous bombing mission over the mountains of central Italy.

On the day of his death, his mother received a letter from him,
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urging her not4to worry. When the third telegram came, his
ﬁother could not bring herself to answer the door.

William and Preston Kaspervik are buried here side by side
== in soil they helped to free. Brothers in life, brothers in
arms, brothers in eternity.

Their mother died 20 years ago. But back home in Quincy,
the extraordinary sacrifice of this ordinafy American family is
still remembered. And today; as théy do every Year, the VFW and
the American Legion will honor Quinéy's fallen natives with a
hometown parade down Main Street, high above the banks of the
Mississippi.

As we gather today, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day
Wéekend. And as the sun rises and the summer begins, the images
both here and at home are of countries that are prosperous and
secure, countries confident of their place in the world and aware
of the reséonsibility that comes with that place.

éoon.that lone soldief at Arlington will resume his paces --
21 steps in each direction, the changing of the guard precisely
on the half hour. At Gettysburg, the schoolchildren will scatter
flowers on other unknown graves, blue and gray side by side,
Americans.

On Memorial Day, we give thanks for the blessings of freedom
and peace and for the generations of Americans who have won them
for us. We also pray for the same stréngﬁh and moral resolve
demonstrated by these veterans, as well as for the true and

lasting peace found in a world where liberty and justice prevail.

I —————————




N 7
And_with that prayer, I ask that you join in your own silent
prayers as we place a wreath to commemorate the sacrifice of
those buried here at Nettuno -- and the sacrifice of all men and

women who have given their lives for freedom.

# # #

e gty
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MEMORANDUM TO THE PRESIDENT
FROM: DAN MCGROARTY £XW/%
THROUGH: CHRISS WINSTON »

RE: ARRIVAL STATEMENT - BRUSSELS, BELGIUM

I. SUMMARY

On Sunday, May 28, at 6:00 p.m., you will deliver a .
statement after you have arrived in Belgium. You will be greeted
by Belgian Prime Minister Martens.

II. DISCUSSION

The statement discusses the important role Belgium plays in
the Atlantic Alliance, and the opportunities you look forward to
in the course of the NATO discussions.



McGroarty/Dooley
May 23, 1989
6:00 p.m.

Draft 2

PRESIDENTIAL REMARKS: BRUSSELS ARRIVAL STATEMENT
BRUSSELS, BELGIUM
‘MAY 28, 1989

It is a pleasure to be back once again in Brussels, and I am
especially pleased that my first visit as fresident of the United
States comes as the nations of NATO celebrate 40 years of
alliance -- and the longest period of peace and freedom Europe
has known in the modern age.

Americans and Belgians share the memories of war and hard-
won peace in this century. Flanders, the Battle of the Ardennes,
Bastogne: those names are part of our history as well as your
own -- part of our shared heritage of freedom, and the sacrifices
it requires.

Belgium -- no stranger to conquest and division --
recognized from the first the importance of alliance in the post-
war world. Today, as permanent home to NATO and the European
Comﬁunity, Brussels stands at the center of a Europe free, at
peace, and prosperous as never before -- a Europe that is
steadily moving towards a single market, ‘and unprecedented
political and economic opportunities. 1In Brusselé, the signs of
this European renaissance are everywhere.

Belgium has been a good friend and a valued ally -- one that
has always acted with alliance interests in mina. Early in this

decade, Belgium was one of five NATO nations that made the




difficult.decision to base INF systems on its soil. Those
deployments gave us the leverage we needed to negotiate the'
first-ever nuclear arms reduction treaty. That's the kind of
courageous and realistic approach that explains NATO's success.
NATO is at once ready to ensure the common defense, and, when
Soviet actions -- not just words -- warrant it, to reduce arms
and seek to diminish tensions with the East.

I am looking forward to important discussions with King
Baudouin [BOW-DWIN] and the NATO heads of government. I look
forward as well to my meeting with Prime Minister Martens, my
discussions with President Delors‘of the European Community and
Secretary General Woerner of NATO. )

The future of NATO depends on the Alliance's ability to deai
with our enduring security concerns and our evolving economic
relationship. We look to Belgium to continue to play its
important role in our close and cooperative transatlantic
partnership.

Thank you.
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PRESIDENTIAL REMARKS: MEMORIAL DAY CEREMONY
AMERICAN CEMETERY
NETTUNO, ITALY
SUNDAY, MAY 28, 1989
10:00 A.M. ’

We gather today to mark Memorial Day in America, to honor
the thousands of young men and women, buried here and elsewhere,
who put themselves in harm's way so that others might live in
freedom.

As we gather, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.
The first days of summer. Soon screen doors will slam, parks
will sound with the crack of the bat, children's voices will rise
in the summer breeze pungent with the scent of barbecue smoke.

And the rites of summer are marked by American traditions.

a4 sali h €
Today in Indianapolis the smell of coffee and sweat and E;rzéi;;—
will mingle in the heat rising off the sun-baked raceway.
Further west, there'll be another race, as the blast of a ship's
whistle sends the riverboats Huck Finn and Tom Sawver steaming
down the Mississippi off the docks of St. Louis.

Memorial Day Weekend. By the time today's ceremony
concludes the first rays of sunlight will streak across the
Potomac, flashing first atop the monument to the founder of our

Republic, then reaching down to touch the silent rows of white

markers on the green Virginia hillside that is Arlington
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Cemetery. Soon the gathering light will reveal a lone figure --
a man in uniform -- standing guard at the Tomb of the Unknowns, a
24 hour vigil unbroken in more than fifty years. Another moment
and the dawn will flood the park that lays beneath the gaze of
Lincoln, embracing the candles that flicker each night along the
walls of the Vietnam Memorial. |

And soon the plaintive sound of taps will rise in the wind
in cities and hamlets all across America, heard by veterans of
four wars, as they gather -imn—cities=and—hamlets to salute the
fallen. In town after town the ritual at sunrise will be the
same, as first the flag is raised, then slowly lowered to half-
mast.

The thoughts of some will turn eastward toward the sun --
across the ocean and across four decades -- to this grassy plain

above the shores of the Mediterranean, where 45 years ago the

Alnmong
U.S. Third Infantry Division --4the most decorated in World War
II -- led the bloody advance on Rome.
On that Memorial Day Weekend -- 1944 -- I was not yet 20,

standing aboard the U.S.S. San Jacinto on the other side of the
world as she cruised from Wake Island toward Saipan. Like
Americans everywhere, the men aboard our ship had eagerly
followed news of the Italian campaign.

During four long months of 1944, the combatants of World War
II were locked near Nettuno in a deadly embrace. But before the
week was out, the face of the world's greatest conflict would be

changed, and the fate of the enemy sealed. On June 4th, American
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troops liberated Rome, the streets lined by cheering Italians.
By midnight General Mark Clark's Fifth Army stood on the banks of
the Tiber, and the word went out to a waiting America: For the
first time since the landings at Salerno in Sectember 1943, the
enemy was in full retreat.

It was the beginning of the end. And two days later a new
front opened with D-Day, the invasion of France.

The fight to liberate Italy from the tyranny of fascism was
as fierce and heroic as any seen in the war. The danger to each
adversary was such that the outcome of the war itself seemed to
hang in that moment, on the valor and the vigor of each man who
struggled near the water's edge.

One such soldier was Sgt. Sylvester Antolzk, an Ohio
farmboy and the youngest son of Polish immigrants. On a drizzly
morning forty-five years ago this week, he led Staff Sgt. Audie
Murphy and others in a bold charge through the rain and the ruin
near Cisterna -- one man against a machinegun nest that blocked
the road to Rome.

Three times he was cut down by fire. Threze times he got
r~emlining geod P
back up, tucking his gun under his shattered—rxight arm. By the /><;
time he had disabled the gunners, ten enemy soldiers surrendered
to this man whom their bullets could not stop.

Sgt. Antolak fell near Cisterna that same day. He rests
here beneéﬁér;hflsedars\of Netfano with nearly 8,000 soldiers,
his grave one of two marked with the Congressional Medal of
Honor. Joined by the names of another 3,000 missing etched in

fu‘,:-.f.{ : Qt%iv\* aven  Wrg  Mutload He dnedadd the
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the white marble of the chapel, they come from every American
state, from Texas to Maine, Alaska to Florida. And these white
crosses and Stars of David ring the world -- across the
battlefields of Europe and the jungles of Asia,'the deserts of
ﬁorth Africa, the mountains of the Americas -- in silent tribute
to America's battles for fréedom in this century.

. It was with the memory of the sacrifices of thé American,
British and French soldiers who fell during the liberation of
Italy -- and miliions of other Europeans and Americans -- fresh
in mind that NATO wés created after the war.

as T reflect on this scene, and anticipate the dynamic and
férward—looking Europe of the 1990's, I think of generations éf
young peoplé on both sides of the Atlantic who have grown ﬁp in
peace and proéperity. ‘With no experiénéelof the horror and
destruction of war, it may be difficult for them to understand
wh& we need to keep a strong military deterrent to prevent war.

The answer is here, among the quiet of the graves.

The cost of maintaining freedom is brought home to us all

' when tragedy strikes -- as it did last month on the USS Iowa.

The loss of those fine sailors -- and the tears of their families
and loved ones -- reminded us all of the risk and sacrifice in
human terms that security sometimes demands. Let me add how
impressive were the many expressions of sympathy I received from
leaders around the ﬁorld, and particularly by the eloquent words

of Italy's distinguished President, Francesco Cossiga, as he

shared the sorrow of our loss.




5

Sgt. Antolak also understood the cost of freedom. Today in
his hometown of St.'Clairesville, Ohio -- population 6,000 -- the
townspeople will gather by the locai courthouse to dedicate a
white granite memorial to the pounty's Medal of Honor winners.
George and Stanley Antolak will be there -- to remembef their
brothef - their hero, and ours.

It is the kind of scene that will be repeated today and
tomorrow in parks apd churchyards all across Aﬁerica. ‘

A bit north of Mark Twain's Hannibal == Jjust up the
Mississippi from‘that steamboat race I mentioned -- lies the town

of Quincy, Illinois. When World War II came, Quincy offered up

her sons in service. Three brothers -- Donald, Preston, and
William Kaspervik -- joined the Army Air Corps. They were
ordinary Americans -- and yet extraordinary in the way of all

those who answered the call to serve.

The first brother, Donald, was killed when fwo bombers
collided on maneuvers in New Mexico, and their mother grieved.
Preston, the second brother, died jﬁst south of here in Sicily,
shortly after Patton's successful invasion. And their mother was
overcome once again.

Ten days later, the third brother, William went down during
a dangerous bombing missioﬁ overlthe mountains of central Italy.

On the day of his death, his mother received a letter from him,

urging her not to worry. When the third telegram came, his

mother could not bring herself to answer the door.
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William and Preston Kaspervik are buried here side by side
-- in soil they helped to free. Brothers in life, brothers in
arms, brothers in eternity.

Mama died 20 years ago and their memory has faded in Quincy.
Only their sister-in-law, Lillian Slater, still carries it with
hee. AR AYEA g

Yet later today, as they do every yeér, the Quincy VFW and
the American Legion will lead the hometown parade down Main
Street. At the finish, down by the cemetery near the Soldiers
and Sailors Home, no children, no army buddies remain to salute
the particular memory of the Kasperviks -- to honor the ordinary,
extraordinary sacrifice of this fine American family. On this
distant shore -- so far from home -- they will be remembered by
Lillian Slater -- and -- by us.

As we gather, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.
And as the sun rises and the summer begins, the images at home
are of a country that is prosperous and secure, a country
confident of its place in the world and aware of what that place
will cost.

Soon that lone soldier at Arlington will resume his paces --

21 steps in each direction, the changing of the guard precisely

on the half hour. At Gettysburg, the schoolchildren will scatter
flowers on other unknown graves, blue and gray side by side,
Americans.

On Memorial Day, we give thanks for the blessings of freedom

and peace and for the generations of Americans who have won them
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for us. We also pray for the same strength and moral resolve
demonstrated by these veterans, as well as for the true and
lasting peace found in a world where liberty and justice prevail.
And with that prayer, I ask that you join in your own silent
prayers as we place a wreath to commemorate the sacrifice of
those buried here at Nettuno -- and the sacrifice of all men and

women who have given their lives for freedem .

i

% # #
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Document No.

WHITE HOUSE STAFFING MEMORANDUM

05/19/89 10:00 a.m. Monday 05/22
TE:

ACTION/CONCURRENCE/COMMENT DUE BY:

suUsJecT: PRESIDENTIAL REMARKS: MEMORIAL DAY CEREMONY, AMERICAN CEMETARY,
NETTUNO, ITALY

(05/18 4:00 pm draft one)

ACTION FYI ACTION FYI
VICE PRESIDENT 0 &  MCCLURE v o
SUNUNU o & Newman o g
SCOWCROFT /‘;p/ O  PORTER 2 o
DARMAN O 0O  STUDDERT o o
BATES O O  UNTERMEYER o g
BREEDEN O O  ROGERS o &
CARD 0 W wnston o, 07
CICCONI O D/ PINKERTON "{ 0
DEMAREST 7 o O g
FITZWATER O z/ o ad
GRAY u/ = o
HAGIN o o o a

REMARKS:

Please provide any comments/recommendations directly to Chriss
Winston (Rm. 122 x2930) by 10:00 a.m. on Monday 05/22, with an
info copy to my office. Thanks.

May 23 1989

RESPONSE:

TO: CHRISS WINSTON

?
The NSC concurs on the attached draft with changes as noted.

AN d‘? James W, Clicconi
Bre cowdraft Assistant to the President

and Deputy to the Chief of Staff
cc: James Cicconi Ext. 2702
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. PRESIDENTIAL REMARKS: MEMORIAL DAY CEREMONY
i AMERICAN CEMETHXRY E

NETTUNO, ITAL
SUNDAY, MAY 28, 1989
10: 00 A.M.

i o Prosidooh; sf Gooigaofpiciatass]

Prime Minister, honored guests, ladies and gentlemen:

We gather today to mark Memorial Day in America, to honor

the thousands of young men and women, buried here and elsewhere,

i St 22l )
whéé%%%:ikemse*ves~*a—ha;mLs—wa¥ so that others might live in

freedom.

As we gather, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.
The first days of summer. Soon screen doors will slam, parks
will sound with the crack of the bat, children's voices will rise

in the summer breeze pungent with the scent of barbeque smoke.

R —
//‘ And e rites of summer are marked by American rituals. ~§\h‘_7
yﬂp - : 3 - = - : o e 27:

will mingle in Yhe heat rising off the sun-baked raceway.

the docks of St. IQuis the legacy of Huck Finn axd Tom Sawyer

will be remembered with the annu riverboat race.
Memorial Day Weekend. By the time this ceremony concludes
the first rays of sunlight will streak across the Potomac River,
flashing first atop the monument to the founder of our Republic,
then reaching down to touch the rows of silent white markers on
the green Virginia hillsidéithat‘«?-Arlington Cemete;y. Soon the

gathering light will reveal the lone figure of a2 man in uniform,




standin /guard at the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier, a ¢
tradition that dates back more than fifty years.
Mo Gugle '

And soon the sound ofAtaps will rise in the wind all across
America, heard by veterans, young and old, as they gather in
cities and hamlets to salute the fallen, to slowly raise the flag
to half-mast. Some will turn their thoughts here, to this
peaceful hilltop above the shores of the Mediterranean, where 45
vears ago the U.S. Third Infantry Division =-- the most decorated
. Aol Mt Liboretion )
in the war -- led the bloody advance.ayxRome.

On %&Memorial Day Weekend/;é 1944 -- I was not yet 20,7 —

;f:Zanding aboard the San Jacinto on the other side of the world as
she cruised from Wake Island toward Saipan. Like most Americans,
the men aboard my ship had eagerly followed news of the Italian
campaign.

During four long months of that year the combatants of World
War II were locked near Nettuno in a deadly embrace. But before
the week was out, the face of the world's greatest conflict would
be changed, and the fate of the enemy sealed. On June 4th
American troops ﬂé&xﬁﬁnayirRome, the streets lined by cheering
Italians. By midnight General Mark Clark's Fifth Army stood on
the banks of the Tiber, and the word went out to a waiting
America: For the first time since the landings at Salerno in

September 1943, the enemy was in full retreat.

It was the beginning of the end. :3!u_lyo days later a new

b ;
front opened with D-Day, thegn«ras-i-en-ﬁf——}?mcg No r’”"“? /""4'7
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The fighting in the Italian campaign was as fierce and

. Al ks X 5
heroic as any seen in the war. The danger ary-was |

©f such magnitude that the outcome of the war itself seemed to fur®
hang ;s&that momentyon the courage, skill, and stamina of those
! e
who struggled near the water's edge. In this cemegj%y lies Sgt.
Sylvester Antola i::An/G
. o //}igiqr « ‘ . ‘
Polish 1mm1grabts,A45 yedrs ago this (week W& lost his life not

io farmboy and gest son of

/
far from where w

and -- and won thé Congressional Medal of
Honor.

‘ Audie Murphy was among those who followed as Sgt. Antolak

charged a machinegun nest near the Cisterna beachhead. Three

‘ times he was cut down by fire. Three times he got back up,
tucking his gun under his shattered right arm. By the time he
had disabled the gunners, ten enemy soldiers surrendered to this
man whom their bullets could not stop.

Side by side under another set of crosses lie two of the
three Kaspervik brothers of Quincy, Illinois. All three served
in the Army Air Corps, all three died in action, these two killed
ten days apart in 1944.

All told nearly 8,000 soldiers rest beneath the cedars of
Nettuno cemeé%}y, joined by another 3,000 missing whose names are
etched in the white Carrara marble of the chapel. They come from
every American state, from Texas to Maine, Alaska to
Florida. Twelve are women, 109 are buried beneath Stars of

David, 490 are unidentified -- known but to God. And the white

crosses you see before you ring the world -- across the
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battlefields of Europe and in the mountains of Asia, the deserts
of north Africa, the jungles of Latin America -- silent testimony
to America's battles for freedom in this century.

It was with the memory of the sacrifices of the American, ¢

British and French soldiers who fell during the Ftalian cgagg%EH]Jéﬁff%Lf

and,millions of other Europeans and Americans/--"fresh in mind
that NATO was created after the war.
As I reflect on this scene, and anticipate the dynamic and
| forward looking Europe of the 1990's, I think of generations of
young people on both sides of the Atlantic who have grown up in
; peace and prosperity. With no experience of the horror and

destruction of war, it may be difficult for them to understand

o L Aol g flrnsidlpn. V-

is brought how;/{g us /

| Wil r
[éh{?] | all when tragedy strikes -- as it did last msnth on the USS Iowa. ‘

A
The loss\Qf those fine sailors -- and the teaxs of their families ‘

\
\

why we need to keep a strong military deterrent to prevent war s
|
|

[ and loved oﬁbs -- reminded us all of the risk and sacrifice in

human terms thaE\sgcurlty sometimes demands. Let me add how

impressed I was by the\many expre551ona//1 sympathy I received /
\\ |

from leadefs around the Q&{ld and particularly by the eloquent
\

words/of Italy's dlstlngulshéd\fresident, Francesco Cessiga, as

/ g \

he shared the sorrow of our loss. —

As we gather, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.

btk Cove & A

And as the sun rises and the summer begins, the 1mages/at home
s

-
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confident of its place in the world and awariqééadug¥that placep
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Soon that lone soldier at Arlington will resume his paces --
21 steps in each direction, the changing of the guard precisely
at the half hour. At Gettysbur?)the schoolchildren will scatter

" flowers on other unknown graves, blue and gray side by side,
Americans.

In the kind of scene that will be repeated in small towns
all across our nation, the American Legion in St. Clairsville,
Ohio -- population 6,000 -- will dedicate a white granite
monument in front of the courthouse to Sgt. Antolak, the Medal of
Honor winner buried here. Two surviving brothers will attend.
One of them, George, served in the South Pacific and was awarded
the Purple Heart.

And as they do every year, the Legion in Quincy, Illinois --
just up the Mississippi from Hannibal -- will sponsor a parade
down Main Street to honor fallen natives like the three Kaspervik
brothers.

On Memorial Day, we give thanks for the blessings of freedom
and peace and for the generations of Americans who have won them

i for us. We also pray for the same strength and moral resolve
‘ demonstrated by these veterans, as well as for the true and
|

lasting peace found in a world where liberty and justice prevail.

—
——

And with that prayer, I will join<§;;;; Minister \t::D

in placing a wreath to commemorate the sacrifice of those buried

here at Nettuno.
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MEMORIAL DAY CEREMONY
AMERICAN CEMETERY
NETTUNO, ITALY
SUNDAY, MAY 28,
10:00 A.M.

1989

We gather today to mark Memorial Day in America, to honor
//

the thousands of young men and women, buried here and elsewhere,

who put themselves in harm's way so that others might live in

freedom.
As we gather,

The first days of summer.

will sound with the crack of the bat,

it is dawn in America.

Memorial Day Weekend.

Soon screen doors will slam, parks

children's voices will rise

in the summer ireeze pungent with the scent of barbecue smoke.

Further west,

Memorial Day Weekend.

down the Mississippi off the docks of St.

And thke rites of summer are marked by American trad
@)
. . . &~ O - -

Today in Indianapolis the smell of coffee and sweat and
will mingle in the heat rising off the sun-baked raceway.
there'll be another race, as the blast of a ship's

W whistle sends the riverboats Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer steaming

Louis.

By the time today's ceremony

concludes the first rays of sunlight will streak across the

Potomac,

Republic,

flashing first atop the monument to the founder of our

then reaching down to touch the silent rows of white

markers on the green Virginia hillside that is Arlington
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Cemetery. Soon the gathering light will reveal a lone figure --
a man in uniform -- standing guard at the Tomb of the Unknowns, a
24 hour vigil unbroken in more than fifty years. Another moment
and the dawn will flood the park that lays beneath the gaze of
Lincoln, embracing the candles that flicker each night along the
walls of the Vietnam Memorial.

And soon the plaintive sound of taps will rise in the wind
in cities and hamlets all across America, heard by veterans of
four wars, as they gather Fredtres=omd—tramdess: to salute the
fallen. In town after town the ritual at sunrise will be the
same, as first the flag is raised, then slowly lowered to half-
mast.

The thoughts of some will turn eastward toward the sun --
across the ocean and across four decades -- to this grassy plain

above the shores of the Mediterranean, where 45 years ago the

U.S. Third Infantry Division =-- the most decorated in World War
IT -- led the bloody advance on Rome.
On that Memorial Day Weekend -- 1944 -- I was not yet 20,

standing aboard the U.S.S. San Jacinto on the other side of the
world as she cruised from Wake Island toward Saipan. Like
Americans everywhere, the men aboard our ship had eagerly
followed news of the Italian campaign.

During four long months of 1944, the combatants of World War
IT were locked near Nettuno in a deadly embrace. But before the
week was out, the face of the world's greatest conflict would be

changed, and the fate of the enemy sealed. On June 4th, American
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troops liberated Rome, the streets lined by cheering Italians.
By midnight General Mark Clark's Fifth Army stood on the banks of
the Tiber, and the word went out to a waiting America: For the
first time since the landings at Salerno in September 1943, the
enemy was in full retreat.

It was the beginning of the end. And two days later a new
front opened with D-Day, the invasion of France.

The fight to liberate Italy from the tyranny of fascism was
as fierce and heroic as any seen in the war. The danger to each
adversary was such that the outcome of the war itself seemed to
hang in that moment, on the valor and the vigor of each man who
struggled near the water's edge.

One such soldier was Sgt. Sylvester Antolak, an Ohio
farmboy and the youngest son of Polish immigrants. On a drizzly
morning forty-five years ago this week, he led Staff Sgt. Audie
Murphy and others in a bold charge through the rain and the ruin
near Cisterna -- one man against a machinegun nest that blocked
the road to Rome.

Three times he was cut down by fire. Three times he got
back up, tucking his gun under his shattered right arm. By the
time he had disabled the gunners, ten enemy soldiers surrendered
to this man whom their bullets could not stop.

Sgt. Antolak fell near Cisterna that same day. He rests
here beneath the cedars of Nettuno with nearly 8,000 soldiers,

his grave one of two marked with the Congressional Medal of

Honor. Joined by the names of another 3,000 missing etched in
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the white marble of the chapel, they come from every American
state, from Texas to Maine, Alaska to Florida. And these white
crosses and Stars of David ring the world -- across the
,:? battlefields of Europe and the jungles of Asia, the deserts of
{ north Africa, the mountains of the Americas )-- in silent tribute
to America's battles for freedom in this century. A*p/
It was with the memory of the sacrifices of the American, ?}X
British and French soldiers who fell during the liberation of %*
P
Italy -- and millions of other Europeans and Americans -- fresh

in mind that NATO was created after the war.

As I reflect on this scene, and anticipate the dynamic and
forward-looking Europe of the 1990's, I think of generations of
young people on both sides of the Atlantic who have grown up in
peace and prosperity. With no experience of the horror and
| destruction of war, it may be difficult for them to understand

why we need to keep a strong military deterrent to prevent war.
The answer is here, among the quiet of the graves.

The cost of maintaining freedom is brought home to us all
when tragedy strikes -- as it did last month on the USS Iowa.
The loss of those fine sailors -- and the tears of their families
and loved ones -- reminded us all of the risk and sacrifice in
human terms that security sometimes demands. Let me add how
impressive were the many expressions of sympathy I received from
leaders around the world, and particularly by the eloquent words

of Italy's distinguished President, Francesco Cossiga, as he

shared the sorrow of our loss.
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Sgt. Antolak also understood the cost of freedom. Today in
his hometown of St. Clairesville, Ohio -- population 6,000 -- the
townspeople will gather by the local courthouse to dedicate a
white granite memorial to the county's Medal of Honor winners.
George and Stanley Antolak will be there -- to remember their
brother -- their hero, and ours.

It is the kind of scene that will be repeated today and
tomorrow in parks and churchyards all across America.

A bit north of Mark Twain's Hannibal -- just up the
Mississippi from that steamboat race I mentioned -- lies the town

of Quincy, Illinois. When World War II came, Quincy offered up

her sons in service. Three brothers -- Donald, Preston, and
William Kaspervik -- joined the Army Air Corps. They were
ordinary Americans -- and yet extraordinary in the way of all

those who answered the call to serve.

The first brother, Donald, was killed when two bombers
collided on maneuvers in New Mexico, and their mother grieved.
Preston, the second brother, died just south of here in Sicily,
shortly after Patton's successful invasion. And their mother was
overcome once again.

Ten days later, the third brother, William went down during
a dangerous bombing mission over the mountains of central Italy.
On the day of his death, his mother received a letter from him,

urging her not to worry. When the third telegram came, his

mother could not bring herself to answer the door.
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William and Preston Kaspervik are buried here side by side
-- in soil they helped to free. Brothers in life, brothers in

arms, brothers in eternity.

N T s _ . .
Mama—died20-years ago and their memoryhes—faded—in—Quincy. +515)
<

Only their sister—-in=-law, Lillian Slater;—stiltl Tcarrtes—it—with kg
ket
¥eé—%abe;~Eoday, as they do every year, the Quincy VFW and
the American Leézon will lead the hometown parade down Main
Street. At the finish, down by the cemetery near the Soldiers
and Sailors Home, 6§ children, no army buddies remain to salutg) '2

the particular memory of the Kasperviks -- to honor the ordinary,
extraordinary sacrifice of this fine American family. ?%ilthis
distant shore -- so far from home -- they will be remembered by
Lillian Slater -- and -- by us.

As we gathégrig%L;;'dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.
And as the sun rises and the summer begins, the images at home
are of a country that is prosperous and secure, a country
confident of its place in the world and aware of what that place
will cost.

Soon that lone soldier at Arlington will resume his paces --

21 steps in each direction, the changing of the guard precisely

on the half hour. At Gettysburg, the schoolchildren will scatter
flowers on other unknown graves, blue and gray side by side,
Americans.

On Memorial Day, we give thanks for the blessings of freedom

and peace and for the generations of Americans who have won them
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for us. We also pray for the same strength and moral resolve
demonstrated by these veterans, as well as for the true and
lasting peace found in a world where liberty and justice prevail.
And with that prayer, I ask that you join in your own silent
prayers as we place a wreath to commemorate the sacrifice of
those buried here at Nettuno -- and the sacrifice of all men and

women who have given their lives for freedo&\i)

# # #
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PRESIDENTIAL REMARKS: MEMORIAL DAY CEREMONY
AMERICAN CEMETARY
NETTUNO, ITALY
SUNDAY, MAY 28, 1989
10:00 A.M.
Mr. Prime Minister, honored guests, ladies and gentlemen:
We gather today to mark Memorial Day in America, to honor
the thousands of young men and women, buried here and elsewhere,
who put themselves in harm's way so that others might live in
freedom.
As we gather, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.
The first days of summer. Soon screen doors will slam, parks
will sound with the crack of the bat, children's voices will rise
in the summer breeze punrgent with the scent of barbeque smoke.
And the rites of summer are marked by American rituals.
Today in Indianapolis the smell of coffee and sweat and kerosene
will mingle in the heat rising off the sun-baked raceway. Off
the docks of St. Louis the legacy of Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer
will be remembered with the annual riverboat race.
Memorial Day Weekend. By the time this ceremony concludes
the first rays of sunlight will streak across the Potomac River,
flashing first atop the monument to the founder of our Republic,

then reaching down to touch the rows of silent white markers on

the green Virginia hillside that is Arlington Cemetary. Soon the

gathering light will reveal the lone figure of a man in uniform,
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standing guard at the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier; a 24 hour
tradition that dates back more than fifty years. *®
And soon the sound of taps will rise in the wind all across
America, heard by veterans, young and old, as they gather in
cities and hamlets to salute the fallen, to slowly raise the flag
to half-mast. Some will turn their thoughts here, to this

peaceful hilltop above the shores of the Mediterranean, where 45

years ago the U.S. Third Infantry Division -- the most decorated
in the war -- led the bloody advance on Rome.
On that Memorial Day Weekend -- 1944 -- I was not yet 20,

sfanding aboard the San Jacinto on the other side of the world as
she cruised from Wake Island toward Saipan. Like most Americans,
the men aboard my ship had eagerly followed news of the Italian
' campaign. B
During four long months of that year the combatants of World
War II were locked near Nettuno in a deaaly embrace. But before |
the week was out, the face of the world's greatest conflict would
} be changed, and the fate of the enemy sealed. On June 4th
: American troops liberated Rome, the streets lined by cheering
Ifalians. By midnight General Mark Clark's Fifth Army stood on
the banks of the Tiber, and the word went out to a waiting
America: For the first time siﬁce the landings at Salerno in
September 1943, the enemy was in full retreat.

It was the beginning of the end. And two days later a new

front opened with D-Day, the invasion of France.
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The fighting in the Italian campaign was as fierce and
heroic as any seen in the war. The dangér to each adversary was
of such magnitude that the outcome of the war itself seemed to
hang in that moment, on the courage, skill, and stamina of those
who struggled near the water's edge. In this cemetary lies Sgt.
Sylvestér Antolak. An Ohio farmboy and the youngest son of
Polish immigrants, 45 years ago this week he lost his life not
far from where we stand -- and won the Congressional Medal of
Honor. .

Audie Muréhy was among those who followed as Sgt. Antolak
charged a machinegun nest near the Cisterna béachhead. Three
times he was cut down by fire. Three times he got back up,
tucking his gun under his shattered right arm. By the time he
had disabled the gunners, ten enemy soldiers surrendéred to this
man whom their bullets could not stop.

Side by side under another set of crosses lie two of the
three Kaspervik brothers of Quincy, Illinois. All three served
iﬁ the Army Air Corps, all three died in éction, these two killed
ten days apart in 1944. |

All told nearly 8,000 soldiers rest beneath the cedars of
Nettuno cemetary, joined by_another 3,000 missing whose names are
etched in the white Carrara marble of the chapel. They come from
every American state, from Texas to Maine, Alaska to
Florida. Twelve are women, 109 are buried beneath Stars of
David, 490 are unidentified -- known but to God. And the white

crosses you see before you ring the world -- across the
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battlefields of Europe and in the mountains of Asia, the deserts
i of north Africa, the jungles of Latin America -- silent testimony
to America's battles for freedom in this century.
It was with the memory of the sacrifices of the American,
British and French soldiers who fell during the Italian campaign
-- and millions of other Europeans and Americans =-- fresh in mind
that NATO was created after the war.

As I reflect on this scene, and anticipate the dynamic and

young people on both sides of the Atlantic who have grown up in
peace and prosperity. With no experience of the horror and
destruction of war, it may be difficult for them to understand
why we need to keep a strong military deterrent to prevent war.
The answer is here, among the silent graves.

|
\
\
|
|
forward looking Europe of the 1990's, I think of generations of
The cost of maintaining that deterrent is brought home to us
|

all when tragedy strikes -- as it did last month on the USS Iowa.
The loss of those fine sailors -- and the teafs of their families
and loved ones -- reminded us all of the risk and sacrifice in

human terms that gecurity sometimes demands. Let me add how

impress¢d(§—wag2g§:¥;é§Inany expressions of sympathy I received

from leaders around the world, and particularly by the eloquent

words of Italy's distinguished President, Francesco Cossiga, as

he shared the sorrow of our loss. (&f&ﬁvﬂﬂj{fﬂiﬁgﬁfzqz éGAAjK;>
z:~ As we gather, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.

And as the sun rises and the summer begins, the images at home

Tii;f;a;( are of a country that is prosperous and secure, a country
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" flowers on other unknown graves, blue and gray side by side,

5
confident of its place in the world and aware of what that place
will cost.
Soon that lone soldier at Arlington-will resume his paces --
21 steps in each direction, the changing of the guard precisely

at the half hour. At Gettysburg the schoblchildren will scatter’

\

D

> _b
C
Americans. <::

In the kind of scene that will be repeated in small towns
all across our nation, the American Legion in St. Clairsville,
f

Ohio —-- population 6,000 -- will dedicate a white granite
monument in fronf of the courthouse to Sgt. Antolak, the Medal o
Honor winner buried here. Two surviving brothers will attend.
One of them, George, served in the South Pacific and was awarded

the Purple Heart. | 1

And as they do every year, the ngion in Quincy, Illinois --
just up the Mississippi from Hannibal -- will sponsor a parade
down Main Street to honor fallen natives like the three Kaspervik
brothers.

On Memorial Day, we give thanks for the blessings of freedom
and peace and for the generations of Americans who have won them
for us. We also pray for the same strength and moral resolve
demonstrated by these veterans, as well as for the true ahd
lasting peace found in a world where liberty and justicé prevail.

And with that prayer, I will join Prime Minister
in placing a wreath to commemorate the sacrifice of those buried

here at Nettuno.
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PRESIDENTIAL REMARKS: MEMORIAL DAY CEREMONY
AMERICAN CEMETARY
NETTUNO, ITALY
SUNDAY, MAY 28, 1989
10:00 A.M.
Mr. Prime Minister, honored guests, ladies and gentlemen:
We gather today to mark Memorial Day in America, to honor
the thousands of young men and women, buried here and elsewhere,

who put themselves in harm's way so that others might live in

freedom.

As gather, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.

The first days of summer. Soon screen doors will ské&m, parks

will sound witM\ the crack of the bat, children voices will rise

in the summer breege pungent with the sceng/of barbeque smoke.

And the rites o summer are mark by American rituals.

Today in Indianapolis t coffee and sweat and kerosene

will mingle in the heat ri g off the sun-baked raceway. Off

the docks of St. Louis cy of Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer

will be remembered th the annual riverboat race.

Memorial Day Weekend. By the time this ceremony concludes
the first rays of sunlight will streak across the Potomac River,
flashing first atop the monument to the founder of our Republic,

then reaching down to touch the rows of silent white markers on

the green Virginia hillside that is Arlington Cemetary. Soon the

gathering light will reveal the lone figure of a man in uniform,
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standing gﬁard at the Tomb of thé Unknown Soldier, a 24 hour
tradition that dates back more thaﬁ fifty years.

| And soon the sound of taps will rise ih the wind all across
America, heard by veterané, young and old, as they gather in
cities and hamiets’to sélute theAfallen,'to slowly raise the flag
to half-mast. Some will turn their thoughts here, to this
peéceful hilltop above the shores of the Mediterranean, Qhere 45
yeags ago the U.S. Third Infantry Division -- the most decorated
in the war -- led the bloody advance on Rome.

' On that Memorial Day Weekend -- 1944 —- I was not yéf 20,
standing aboard the San Jacinto on the other side of the world as-
she cruised from Wake Island toward Séipan. Like most Americans,
the_men aboard my ship had eagerly followed news of the Italian
caﬁpaign. |

Dﬁfing four iong~honthé of that year the combatants of Worid
War II were locked near Nettuno in a deadly embrace. But before
the week was out, the féce of the world's gréatest éonflicf would
be chahged, and the fate of the enemy sealed. On June 4th
American troobs liberated Rome, the streets lined by cheering
Italians. By midnight General Mark Clark's Fifth Arﬁy~stood on
the banks of the Tiber, and the word went out to a waiting
'America:: For the first time since the landings at Salerno in
September 1943, the enemy wés in fuli retreat,

It was the beginning of the end. And two days later s new

front opened with D-Day, the invasion of France.
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The fighting in the Italian campaign was as fierce and

“heroic as any seen in the war. The danger to each adversary was

of such magnitude that the outcome of the war itself seemed to
hang in that moment, on the courage, skill, and stamina of those

who struggled near the water's edge. 1In this cemetary lies Sgt.

-Sylvéster Antolak. An Ohio farmboy and the youngest son of

Polish immigrants, 45 jearsAago this week he lost his life not
far from where we stand ~- and won the Congressional Medal of
Honor.

Audie Murphy was among’those,who foliowed as Sgt. Antolak
charged a machinegun nest near the Cisterna béachhead. Three
times he was cut down byvfire. Three times he got back up,

tucking his gun under his shattered right arm. By the time he

‘had disabled the gunners, ten enemy soldiers surrendered to this

man whom their bullets could not stop.
Side by side under another set of crosses lie two of the
three Kaspervik brothers of Quincy, Illinois. All three.served'

in the Army Air Corps, all three died in action, these two killed

~ ten days apart in 1944,

All told nearly 8,000 soldiers rest beneath the cedars of
Nettuno cemetary, joined by another 3,000 missing whose names are

etched in the white Carrara marble of the chapel. They come from

‘every American state, from Texas to Maine, Alaska to

Florida. Twelve are women, 109 are buried beneath Stars of
David, 490 are unidentified -- known but to God. And the white

crosses you see before you ring the world -- across the
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battlefields of Europe and in the mountalns of A51a, the deserts
of north Afrlca, .the Jungles of Latin America =-- silent testimony
to America's battles for freedom in this century.

It was with the memory of the sacrifices of the American,
British and French.soldiers who fell during the Italian cempaign
-=- and mllllons of other Europeans and Americans =-- fresh in mind
that NATO was created after the war.

As I reflect on this scene, and ant1c1pate the dynamic and

forward 1ook1ng Europe of the 1990's, I think of generatlons ofl

‘young people on both sides of the Atlantic who have grown up in

peace and prosperity. With no experience of the horror and
destruction of war, it may be difficult for them to understand
why we need to keep a strong military deterrent to prevent war;
The answer is here, ameng the silent graves. |

The cost of maintaining that deterrent is brought home to us

"all when tragedy strikes -- as it did last month on the USS Iowa.
The;less of those fine sailors -- and the tears of their families
and loved ones -- reminded us all of the risk and sacrifice in

human terms that security sometimes demands. Let me add how

impressed'I was by the many expressions or sympathy I received
from leaders'arbund the world, and particularly by the eloquent
words of Italy's distinguished President, Francesco Cossiga, as
he shared the sorrow of our loss.

As we gather, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.

And as the sun rises and the summer begins, the images at home

- are of a country that is prosperousAand'secure, a country
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confident of its place in the world and aware of Qhat that place
will cost.

Soon that lone soldier at Arlington will resume his paces =--

21 steps in each direction, the changing of the guard précisely _

at the half hour. At Gettysburg the schoolchildren will scatter

" flowers on other unknown graves, blue and Qray side by side,

Ameriqans.

In the kind of scene that will be repeated in small towns
all across our nation, the American Legion in St. Clairsville,
Ohio -- population 6,000 -- will dedicate a white granite
monument in ffont of the courthousé to Sgt. Antolak,‘the'Medal of-
Honor winner buried here. Two Surviviné brothers will attend.
One of them, Géorée, served in the South Pacific and was awarded
the Pﬁrplé ﬁeart. :

And as they do every year, the Legion in Quincy, Illinois --

-just up the Mississippi from Hannibal -- will éponsor a'paradé

down Main Street to honor fallen natives like the three Kaspervik
brothers.

69 Memorial Day, we give thanks for the blessings of freedom
and peace and for the generatidns of Americans who have won them
for us. We also pray for the same strength and moral resolve
demonstrated by these'veterané, as well as for the true and
lasting peace found in a wofld_where_liberty and justice prevail.

‘ Aﬁd with that prayer, I will'join Prime Minister
ih placing a wreath tolcommeﬁorate'the sacrifice of those buried

here at Nettuno. B : -



THE WHITE HOUSE

WASHINGTON

May 20, 1989

MEMORANDUM TO CHRISS WINSTON

FROM: JIM PINKERT(S%};>

SUBJECT: Memorial Day Ceremony Speech Draft

Memorial Day Ceremony

A very good speech, full of concrete images and well-turned
phrases. It offers a full measure of devotion to America's
heroces. A few comments:

Pg. 1, para. 3, line 1 We suggest changing "rites of summer" to
"traditions of summer”™ so as not to use "rites" and "rituals" in
the same sentence.

vé}3,2 We suggest adding "U.S.S." to "San Jacinto."
2,5,1 "It was the beginning of the end" has become a hoary,

old cliche (come to think of it, so has "hoary, old cliche").

4,1,2 We are curious about the reference to the "jungles of
.atin America." If we can avoid any stirring up of the age-old,
ettlesome European -- not to mention, Latin American --
objections to American intervention in Latin America, then we
should delete this reference. Furthermore, "jungles" is
potentially offensive to any Third World country.




WHITE HOUSE STAFFING MEMORANDUM

05/19/89

DATE ACTION/CONCURRENCE/COMMENTOUgBy: 0700 a.m. Monday 05/22

sUsJECT: PRESIDENTIAL REMARKS: MEMORIAL DAY CEREMONY, AMERICAN CEMETARY,

NETTONO, ITALY
(05/18 4:00 pm draft one)

ACTION FYI ACTION FYI
VICE PRESIDENT o & MccLure v o
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REMARKS:

Please provide any comments/recommendations directly to Chriss
Winston (Rm. 122 x2930) by 10:00 a.m. on Monday 05/22, with an
info copy to my office. Thanks.

RESPONSE:
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o by, wntoad by e it wln D

st Lhbariel? Nl oK S,
s and Deputy to the Chief of Statt

Alena [, A/m*r-wy — Ext. 2702
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(McNally/81mon)

4:00 p.m. “nfgc
Draft One Vs
(B:NETTUNO) .

PRESIDENTIAL REMARKS: MEMORIAL DAY CEREMONY
AMERICAN CEMETARY
¥ co.wa.ts C"" “]p /030Am . NETTUNO, ITALY
s«lu_ SUNDAY, MAY 28, 1989
10:00 A.M. -

honored guests, ladies- and gentlemen:

We gather today to mark Memériai Day in America, to honor
the thousands of young men and ﬁomen, buried here aﬁd elsewhefe,
who put themselves in harm'é way so that others might live in
freedom,

As we gather, it.is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.
The>first days of summer. Soon screen doors will slam, parks
w1ll sound w1th the crack of the bat, children's voices will rise
in the summer breeze pungent with the scent of barbeque smoke.

And the rites of summer are marked by American rituals.’
Today in Indianapdiis'the smell of coffee and sweat and kerosene
will mingle in the heat rising off the sﬁn-baked raceway. Off
the docks of St. Louis the legacy of Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer
will be remembered with -the annual riverboatiréce.

‘..Memdrial Day Weekend. By the time this cérembny concludes
the first rays of sunlight will streak across the Potomac River,
flashing first atop ;he ménumént to the founder of our Republic,
then reaching down to touch fhe?rows of silent white markers on

_‘the'green-virginia hillside that is Arlington Cemetary. Soon the

gathering light will reveal the lone figure of a man in uniform,
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standing guard at the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier, a 24 hour
tradition that dates back more than fifty years.

And soon the sound of taps will rise in the wind all across
America, heard by veterans, young and old, as they gather in
cities and hamlets to salute the fallen, to slowly raise the flag
to half-mast. Some will turn their thoughts here, to this
peaceful hilltop above the shores of the Mediterranean, where 45
years ago the U.S. Third InfaniﬂzuPavision -- the most decorated
in the war -- led the @ J(:dvanct.e.}on Rome.

On that Memorial Day Weekend -- 1944 -- I was not yet 20,
standing aboard thﬁ San Jacinto on the other side of the world as
she cruised from fake Island toward Saipan. Like most Americans,
the men aboard (;hip had eagerly followed news of the Italian
campaign.

During four long months of that year the combatants of World
War II were locked near Nettuno in a deadly embrace. But before
the week was out, the face of the world's greatest conflict would

. be changed, and the fate of the enemy sealed. On June 4th
% %/ﬁ{ _7‘)7American troops liberated Rome, the streets lined by cheering
(ebe ’ Italians. By midnight General Mark Clark's Fifth Army stood on
the banks of the Tiber, and the word went out to a waiting
America: For the first time since the landings at Salerno in
September 1943, the enemy was in full retreat.

It was the beginning of the end. And two days later a new

front opened with D-Day, the invasion of France.
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The fighting in the Italian campaign was as fierce and
heroic as any seen in the war. The danger to each adversary was
of such magnitude that the outcome of the war itself seemed to
hang in that moment, on the courage, skill, and stamina of those
who struggled near the water's edge. 1In this cemetary lies Sqgt.
Sylvester Antolak. An Ohio farmboy and the youngest son of
Polish immigrants, 45 years ago this week he lost his life not

far from where we stand -- and won the Congressional Medal of

Honor. R}Lkz
: b
K udie Murphy was among those who followed as Sgt. Antolak

charged a machinegun nest near the Cisterna beachhead. Three
times he was cut down by fire. Three times he got back up,
tucking his gun under his shattered right arm. By the time he
had disabled the gunners, ten enemy soldiers surrendered to this
man whom their bullets could not stop.

Side by side under another set of crosses lie two of the
three Kaspervik brothers of Quincy, Illinois. All three served
in the Army Air Corps, all three died in action, these two killed
ten days apart in 1944,

-ﬁll told nearly 8,000 soldiers rest beneath the cedars of
-/ggztuno cemetary, joined by another 3,000 missing whose names are
etched in the white Carrara marble of the chapel. They come from
every American state, from Texas to Maine, Alaska to
Florida. Twelve are women, 109 are buried beneath Stars of
David, 490 are unidentified -- known but to God. And the white

crosseiﬂyop see before you ring the world -- across the

M%mpa«.}/
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battlefields of Europe and in the mountains of Asia, the deserts
of north Africa, -the jungles of Latin America -- silent testimony
to America's battles for freedom in this century.

It was with the memory of the sacrifices of the American,
British and French soldiers who fell during the Italian campaign
-- and millions of other Europeans and Americans -- fresh in mind
that NATO was created after the war.

As I reflect on this scene, and anticipate the dynamic and
forward looking Europe of the 1990's, I think of generations of
young people on both sides of the Atlantic who have grown up in
peace and prosperity. With no experience of the horror and
destruction of war, it may be difficult for them to understand
why we need to keep a strong military deterrent to prevent war.
The answer is here, among the silent graves.

The cost of maintaining that deterrent is brought home to us
all when tragedy strikes -- as it did last month on the USS Iowa.
The loss of those fine sailors -- and the teafs of their families
and loved ones -- reminded us all of the risk and sacrifice in
human terms that security sometimes demands. Let me add how
impressed I was by the many expressions of sympathy I received
from leaders around the world, and particularly by the eloquent
words of Italy's distinquished President, Francesco Cossiga, as
he shared the sorroﬁjof our loss.

As we gathe?ﬁw&t is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.
And as the sun rises and the summer begins, the images at home

are of a country that is prosperous and secure, a country
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confideht of its place in the world and aware of what that pléce
will cost. '

Soon that lone soldier at Arlington will resume his paces --

21 steps in each direction, the changing of the guard precisely

at the half hour. - At Gettysburg the schoolchildren will scatter.

" flowers on other unknowh graves, blue and gray side by side,

Americans.

In the kind of séene that will be repeated in sméll towns
all.across'our nation, the AmericanALégion in St. Clairsville,
Ohio -- populafion 6,000 -- will dedicate a white granite

monument in front of the courthouse to Sgt. Antolak, the Medal of

Honor winner buried here. Two surviving brothers will attend.

One of them, George, served in the South Pacific aﬂd was awarded
the Purple Heart.

And as they do'evefy year, the Legion in Quincy, Illinois --
just up the Mississippi from Hannibal -- will sponsor a parade
down Main Streeé to honor fal;en natives like the three Kaspervik
brothers. |

.On Memorial Déy, we give thanks for the blessfngs of freedom

and peace and for the generations of Americans who have won them -

for us. We also pray for.fhe same strength and moral resolvé

demonstrated by these vetérans;-as Weil as for the true and

lasting peace found in a world where liberty-and justiéé prevail,
And with that prayer, I wi

in placing a wreath to commemorate the gacrifice 6f those buried

here at Nettuno.

- New et Comas




THE WHITE HOUSE \/

WASHINGTON

May 22, 1989

MEMORANDUM FOR CHRISS WINSTON
DEPUTY ASSISTANT TO THE PRESIDENT
FOR COMMUNIQATIONS

FROM: NELSON LUND
ASSOCIATE COUNSEL TO THE PRESIDENT

SUBJECT: Presidential Remarks: Memorial Day Ceremony,
American Cemetery, Nettuno, Italy

At the request of James W. Cicconi, Counsel's office has reviewed
the captioned draft remarks. We have no legal objections.

We appreciate having had the opportunity to review these draft
remarks.

cc: James W. Cicconi
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PRESIDENTIAL REMARKS: MEMORIAL DAY CEREMONY

‘ AMERICAN CEMETARY
¥ Comng C“"‘gf/owﬁ*‘ NETTUNO, ITALY
Ne [ SUNDAY, MAY 28, 1989

10:00 A.M.

~Pri‘me Minister, htnored guests, ladies and gentlemen:

We gather today to mark Memorial Day in America, to honor
the thousands of young men and women, buried here and elsewhere,
who put themselves in harm's way so that others might live in
freedom.

As we gather, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.
The first days of summer. Soon screen doors will slam, parks
will sound with the crack of the bat, children's voices will rise
in the summer breeze pungent with the scent of barbeque smoke.

And the rites of summer are marked by American rituals.
Today in Indianapolis the smell of coffee and sweat and kerosene
will mingle in the heat rising off the sun-baked raceway. Off
the docks of St. Louis the legacy of Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer
will be remembered with the annual riverboat race.

Memorial Day Weekend. By the time this ceremony concludes
the first rays of sunlight will streak across the Potomac River,
flashing first atop the monument to the founder of our Republic,

then reaching down to touch the rows of silent white markers on

the green Virginia hillside that is Arlington Cemetary. Soon the

gathering light will reveal the lone figure of a man in uniform,




(4 2
(9

’

2
standing guard at the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier, a 24 hour
tradition that dates back more than fifty years.

And soon the sound of taps will rise in the wind all across
America, heard by veterans, young and old, as they gather in
cities and hamlets to salute the fallen, to slowly raise the flag
to half-mast. Some will turn their thoughts here, to this

peaceful hilltop above the shores of the Mediterranean, where 45

years ago the U.S. Third Infantr Di%ision -- the most decorated
¥9°¢Lnt?
in the war -- led the advance on Rome.
On that Memorial Day Weekend -- 1944 -- I was not yet 20,

standing aboard the San Jacinto on the other side of the world as
she cruised from Wake Island toward Saipan. Like most Americans,
the men aboard/ﬁ?réhip had eagerly followed news of the Italian
campaign.

During four long months of that year the combatants of World
War II were locked near Nettuno in a deadly embrace. But before
the week was out, the face of the world's greatest conflict would
be changed, and the fate of the enemy sealed. On June 4th

_>»American troops liberated Rome, the streets lined by cheering

Italians. By midnight General Mark Clark's Fifth Army stood on
the banks of the Tiber, and the word went out to a waiting
America: For the first time since the landings at Salerno in
September 1943, the enemy was in full retreat.

It was the beginning of the end. And two days later a new

front opened with D-Day, the invasion of France.
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The fighting in the Italian campaign was as fierce and
heroic as any seen in the war. The danger to each adversary was
of such magnitude that the outcome of the war itself seemed to
hang in that moment, on the courage, skill, and stamina of those
who struggled near the water's edge. 1In this cemetary lies Sgt.
Sylvester Antolak. An Ohio farmboy and the youngest son of
Polish immigrants, 45 years ago this week he lost his life not

far from where we stand -- and won the Congressional Medal of

Honor. wagl
. 7
K udie Murphy was among those who followed as Sgt. Antolak

charged a machinegun nest near the Cisterna beachhead. Three
times he was cut down by fire. Three times he got back up,
tucking his gun under his shattered right arm. By the time he
had disabled the gunners, ten enemy soldiers surrendered to this
man whom their bullets could not stop.

% Side by side under another set of crosses lie two of the

‘ three Kaspervik brothers of Quincy, Illinois. All three served

i in the Army Air Corps, all three died in action, these two killed
} ten days apart in 1944,

i All told nearly 8,000 soldiers rest beneath the cedars of
-/ggiyého cemetary, Jjoined by another 3,000 missing whose names are

etched in the white Carrara marble of the chapel. They come from

every American state, from Texas to Maine, Alaska to

David, 490 are unidentified -- known but to God. And the white

|

|

Florida. Twelve are women, 109 are buried beneath Stars of
| crosseﬁNyou see before you ring the world -- across the

|

\
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battlefields of Europe and in the mountains of Asia, the deserts
of north Africa, the jungles of Latin America -- silent testimony
to America's battles for freedom in this century.

It was with the memory of the sacrifices of the American,
British and French soldiers who fell during the Italian campaign
-- and millions of other Europeans and Americans -- fresh in mind
that NATO was created after the war.

As I reflect on this scene, and anticipate the dynamic and
forward looking Europe of the 1990's, I think of generations of
young people on both sides of the Atlantic who have grown up in
peace and prosperity. With no experience of the horror and
destruction of war, it may be difficult for them to understand
why we need to keep a strong military deterrent to prevent war.
The answer is here, among the silent graves.

The cost of maintaining that deterrent is brought home to us

all when tragedy strikes -- as it did last month on the USS Iowa.
The loss of those fine sailors =-- and the tears of their families
and loved ones -- reminded us all of the risk and sacrifice in

human terms that security sometimes demands. Let me add how
impressed I was by the many expressions of sympathy I received
from leaders around the world, and particularly by the eloquent
words of Italy's distinguished President, Francesco Cossiga, as
he shared the sorrow of our loss.

As we gathe?ﬁygt is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.
And as the sun rises and the summer begins, the images at home

are of a country that is prosperous and secure, a country
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confident of its place in the world and aware of what that place
will cost.

Soon that lone soldier at Arlington will resume his paces =--
21 steps in each direction, the changing of the guard precisely
at the half hour. At Gettysburg the schoolchildren will scatter
flowers on other unknown graves, blue and gray side by side,
Americans.

In the kind of scene that will be repeated in small towns
all across our nation, the American Legion in St. Clairsville,
Ohio -- population 6,000 -- will dedicate a white granite
monument in front of the courthouse to Sgt. Antolak, the Medal of
Honor winner buried here. Two surviving brothers will attend.
One of them, George, served in the South Pacific and was awarded
the Purple Heart.

And as they do every year, the Legion in Quincy, Illinois --
just up the Mississippi from Hannibal -- will sponsor a parade
down Main Street to honor fallen natives like the three Kaspervik
brothers.

On Memorial Day, we give thanks for the blessings of freedom
and peace and for the generations of Americans who have won them
for us. We also pray for the same strength and moral resolve
demonstrated by these veterans, as well as for the true and
lasting peace found in a world where liberty and justice prevail.

And with that prayer, I wiEI:iggg_EEE;;r;EEEE?Er>

in placing a wreath to commemorate the gacrifice of those buried

here at Nettuno.

Noa) /%0¢C¢39“4[4§ - =y
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PRESIDENTIAL REMARKS: MEMORIAL_DAY CEREMONY
AMERICAN CEMETARY
NETTUNO, ITALY
SUNDAY, MAY 28, 1989
10:00 A.M.
Mr. Prime Minister; honored guests, ladies and gentlemen:
We gather today to mark Memorial Day in America, to honor
the thousands of young men and women, buried here and elsewhere,
who put themselveé in harm's way so that others might live in
freedom.
As we gather, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day Weekend.
The first days of summer. Soon screen doors will slam, parks
will sound with the crack of the bat, children's voices will rise
in the summer breeze pungent with the scent of barbeque smoke.
| And the rites of summer are marked by American rituals.
Today in Indianapolis the smell of coffee and sweat and kerosene
will mingle in the heat rising off the sun-baked raceway. Off
the docks of St. Louis the legacy of Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer
will be remembered with the annual riverboat race.
Memorial Day Weekend.- By the time this ceremony concludes
the first rays of sunlight will streak across the Potomac_River,

flashing first atop the monument to the founder of our Republic,

then reaching down to touch the rows of silent white markers on

the green Virginia hillside that is Arlington Cemetary. Soon the

gathering light will reveal the lone figure of a man in uniform,
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standing guard at the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier, a 24 hour
tradition that dates back more than fifty years.
And soon the sound of taps will rise in the wind all acréss

America, heard by veterans, young and old, as they gather in

cities .and hamlets to salute the fallen, to slowly raise the flag

‘to half-mast. Some will turn their thoughts here, to this

peaceful hilltop above the shores of the Mediterranean, where 45

years ago the U.S. Third Infantry Division -~ the most decorated
in the war -- led the bloody advance on Rome.
On that Memorial Day Weekend -- 1944 ~- I was not yet 20,

standing aboard the San Jacinto on the other side of the world as
she cruised from Wake Island towa;d Saipan. Like most Americans,
the men aboard my ship had eagerly followed news of the Italian
¢ampaign. |

During four long months of that year the combatants of World
War II were locked near Nettuno in a deadly embrace. But before
the week was out, the face of the world's greatest confliét would
be changed; and the fate of the enemy sealed. On.June 4th
American troops liberated Rome, the streets lined by cheering
Italians. By midnight General Mark Clark's Fifth Army stood on
the banks of the Tiber, and the word went out to a waiting
America: For the first time since the landings at Salerno in
September 1943, the enemy was in full retreat.

It was the beginning of the end. And two days later a new

front opened with D-Day, the invasion of France.
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The fighting in the Italian campaign was as fierce and
heroié as any seen in the war. The danger to each adversary was
of such magnitude that the outcome of the war itself seemed to
hang in that moment, on the courage, skill, and stémiﬁa of those
who struggled near the water's edge. 1In this cemetary lies Sqgt.
Sylvester Antolak. An Ohio farmboy and the youngest son of
Polish immigrants, 45 years ago this week he lost his life not
far from where we stand -- and won the Congressional Medal of
Honor.

Audie Murphy was among those who followed as Sgt. Antolak
charged a machinegun nest near the Cisterna béachhead. Three

times he was cut down by fire. Three times he got back up,

tucking his gun under his shattered right arm. By the time he

had disabled the gunners, ten enemy soldiers surrendered to this
man whom their bullets could not stop.

Side by side under another set of crosses lie two of the
three Kasbervik brothers of Quincy, Illinois. All three served
in the Army Air Corps, ail fhree died in action, these two killed
ten days apart in 1944,

All told nearly 8,000 soldiers rest beneath the cedars of
Nettuno cemetary, joined by another 3,000 missing whose names are
etched in the white Carrara marble of the chapel. They come from
every American state, from Texas to Maine, Alaska to
Florida.- Twelve are women, 109 are buried beneath Stars of

David, 490 are unidentified -- known but to God. 2aAnd the white

crosses you see before you ring the world -- across the
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battlefields of Europe and in the mountains of Asia, the deserts
of north Africa, the jungles of Latin America -- silent testimony
to America's battles for freedom in this century.

It was with the memory of the sacrifices of the American,
British and French soldiers who fell during the Italian campaign
-- and millions of other Europeans and Americans_-— fresh in mind
that NATO was created after the war.

As I reflect on this scene, and anticipate the dynamic and
forward looking Europe of the 1990's, I think of generations of
young people on both sides of the Atlantic who have grown up in
peace and prosperity. With no experience of the horror and
destruction of war, it may be difficult for them to understand
why we need to keep a strong military deterreﬁt to prevent war.
The answer is here, among the silent graves.

The cost of maintaining that deterrent is brought home to us

all when tragedy strikes -- as it did last month on the USS Iowa.
The loss of those fine sailors -- and thé tears of their families
and loved ones -- reminded us all of the risk and sacrifice in

human terms that security sometimes demands. Let me add how
impresséd I was by the many expressions of sympathy I received
from leaders around the world, and particularly by the elogquent
words of Italy's distinguished Presideﬁt, Francesco Cossiga, as
he shared the sorrow of our loss.

As we gather, it is dawn in America. Memorial DayVWeekend.

And as the sun rises and the summer begins, the images at home

are of a country that is prosperous and secure, a country
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confident of its.place in the world and aware of what that place
will cost.

Soon that lone soldier at Arlington will resume his paces =-
21 steps in each direction, the changing of the guard precisely
at the half hour. At Gettysburg the schoolchildren will scatter
flowers on other unknown graves, blue and gray side by side, |
Americans.

In the kind of scene that will be repeated in small towns
all across our nation, the American Legibn in St. Clairsville,
Ohio -- population 6,000 -- will dedicate a white granite
monument in front of the courthouse to Sgt. Antolak, the Medal of
Honor winner buried here. Two surviving brothers will attend.
One of them, George, served in the South Pacific and was awarded
the Purple Heart.

And as they do evéry year, the Legion in Quincy, Illinois --
just up the Mississippi from Hannibal -- will sponsor a parade
down Main Street to honor fallen natives like the three Kaspervik
brothers.

On Memorial Day, we give thanks for the blessings of freedom
and peace and for the generations of Americans who have won them
for us. We also pray for the same strength and moral resolve
demonstrated by these veterans, as well as for the true and
lasting peace found in a world where liberty and justice prevail;

And with that prayer, 'I will join Prime Minister

in placing a wreath to commemorate the sacrifice of those buried

here at Nettuno.
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Just to offer another view.. -

(Obviously), I'm confident
that framing the speech with ,
vag we gather: it is dawn in america.”
works.-

1t is not symbolic -- it
is literal -7 as they stand there
at 10:30 in Ttaly, it is dawn in
the eastern United. States =~ the
sun is apout to come up -~ marking
a holiday weekend in which we
honor our war dead, and in which

the days of summer begin. Most of

happening in the United States
after the sun comes up and BAmericans
start their day

Thanks. - -

-- E.McN.
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’ WHITE HOUSE STAFFING MEMORANDUM

DATE: 5/25/89 ACTION/CONCURRENCE/COMMENT DUE BY:
PRESIDENTIAL REMARKS: TRIP TO EUROPE
SUBJECT
ACTION FYI ACTION FYI
VICE PRESIDENT O MCCLURE a /
SUNUNU a V NEWMAN a a
SCOWCROFT O / PORTER a /
DARMAN O / STUDDERT O e/
BATES a J UNTERMEYER a a
BREEDEN O 0O , ROGERS =
CARD . / WINSTON |
CICCONI =) { PINKERTON /
DEMAREST a / O a
FITZWATER a J o o
GRAY O / o g
HAGIN a a a O
REMARKS: The attached remarks have been forwarded to the President:

1. Andrews Departure Statement 6. Arrival -- Bonn

2. Arrival -- Rome 7. Lunch with Queen Elizabeth II

3. Toast with Prime Minister DeMita

4. Memorial Day Speech -- Nettuno, Italy

5. Arrival -- Brussels

RESPONSE:

James W, Clcconi
Assistant to the President
and Deputy to the Chief of Staff
Ext. 2702




THE WHITE HOUSE

WASHINGTON

May 23, 1989

INFORMATION

MEMORANDUM FOR THE PRESIDENT QD'

THROUGH: CHRISS WINSTON

FROM: EDWARD E. McNALLY W
SUBJECT MEMORIAL DAY SPEECH AT THE AMERICAN CEMETERY,

NETTUNO, ITALY

I. SUMMARY

Attached for your consideration and review are draft remarks
for your Memorial Day address, to be given on Memorial Day Sunday
at’ the Sicily-Rome American Cemetery and Memorial in Nettuno,
Italy.

IT. DISCUSSION

At 10:00 a.m. (Italy time) on Sunday, May 28, 1989, you are
scheduled to travel to the American Cemetery in Nettuno, Italy,

to lay a Memorial Day wreath -- commemorating all our veterans
who have fallen in battle.

In part because the military campaign at nearby Anzio

' remains controversial, the suggested remarks are not particularly
directed at the Italians, NATO, or even the armed services.
Rather, the remarks were drafted as a Presidential Memorial Day
message, directed at the heartland audience back home where _
families-will be preparing to celebrate an American tradition.

Located just east of Anzio, about an hour's drive from Rome,
the American Cemetery at Nettuno is one of fourteen sites in
foreign countries that were selected after World War II as
permanent American cemeteries. A grassy, tree-lined field of A
white crosses, the cemetery is somewhat reminiscent of Arlington :
National Cemetery. Nearly all of the almost 8,000 soldiers '
buried there are American, and nearly all fought in the 1943-44
liberation of Italy, from the invasion of Sicily to the fall of
Rome. A small number also came from Canada, England, Scotland,
Ireland, Finland, Sweden and Spain.
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We gather today to mark Memorial Day in America, to honor'
the thousands of young men and women, buried here and elsewhere,
who put themselves in harm's way so that others might live in
freedom.-

As we gather, it is dawn in Americaf Memorial Day Weekend.
The first days of summer. Soon screen doors will slam, parks
wiil sound with the crack of the bat; children's voices will rise
in the summer breeze pungent with the scent of barbecue smoke.

‘And the rites of summer are marked by American traditions.
As morning comes to Indianapolis the smells of coffee and

gasoline will mingle in the heat rising off the sun-baked

:raceway. Further west there'll be another race, as the blast of

a ship's whlstle sends the riverboats Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer
steaming down the Mississippi off the docks of St. Louis.

Memorial Day Weekend. By the time today's ceremony

concludes tﬁe first rays of suhlight will streak across the

Potomac, fleshing'first atop the monument to the founder of our
Republic, then reaching down to touch the silent rows of white

markers on the green Virginia hillside that is Arlington




Cemetery. Soon the gathering light will reveal a lone figure --=
a man in uniform -- standing guard at the Tomb of the Unknown
Soldiers, a round the clock vigil unbroken.in more than fifty
years. Another ﬁoment.and the dawn Will_flood the park that iays
beneath the gaze of Linébln; embracing.éﬁé candles that flicker
each night along the walls of the Vietnam Memorial. ' _

And soon thé plaintive sound 6f ﬁapsAwill rise ih the wind
in cities and hamlets all across America, heard by veterans of
.fouf wars, as they gather ﬁo salute the fallen. 'In town after
;towh the rituéi at sunrise will be the same, as first the flag is’
raised, then slowly lowered to half-mast.

The thoughts of some will turn eastward toward the sun --
across the ocean and across four decades -- to this grassy plain
above the shores' of the Mediterranean, where 45 years ago the
U.S. Third Infantry Division -- among the most decorated in World
War IT -- led the bloody advance toward the liberation of Rome.

On that Memorial Day Weekend -- 1944 -- I was not yet 20,
standing éboard the U.S.S. San Jacinto on the othér side of the
world as she cruised from Wake Island toward Saipan. Like
Americahs éverywhere, the men aboard our ship had eagerly
followed news of the Italian campaign.

During four long months of 1944, the combatants of World War
IT were locked near Nettuno in a deadly embraée. But before the
*weék was 6ut, the:fébe of the wOrla'sigreatest conflict would be
éhangéd, and the fate of the eﬁemy sealed. On June 4th, American

troops entered Rome, the streets lined by cheering Italians. By
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midnight General‘Mark Clark's Fifth Arhy stood on the bénks of
the Tiber, and the word went'out to a waiting America: For the
first time éince the landings at Salerno in September 1943, the
'l enemy was in full retréét. .
é It was the beginning of the end. And two days later a new
| front opéned with D-Day, the Norméndy\landing.

The fight to liberatévitaly from the'tyrénny of fascism was

. as fierce and heroic as any seen in the war. The danger to each
adyefsary was such that the outcome of the war itself seemed to
hané at that moment on the valor and the vigor of each man who
struggled near the water's edge.

One such SOldier was Sgt. Sylvester Antolak, an Ohib
farmboy and the youngest son of Polish immigfants. On a drizzly
morning forty-five years ago this week, he led Staff Sgt. Audie
Murphy and others in a bold charge through the rain and the ruin
near Ciéterna -= one man against a machinegun nest that blocked
the road to Rome.

Three times he was cut down by fire. Three times he'éot
back up, tucking his gun under his shattered right arm. By the

time he had disabled the gunners, ten enemy soldiers sufrendered
to this man whom their bullets could-not stop.

Sgt. Antolak fell near Cisterna that same day. He rests
here beneath the cedars of Nettuno with~ﬂearly 8,000 soldiers,
his grave one of two marked with the Congressional Medal of

-Honor. Joined by the names of another 3,000 missing étched in

the white marble of the chapel, they come from every American
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state, from Texas to Maine, Alaska to Florida. And these white
crosses and Stars of David ring the world -- across the
battlefields of Europe and the jungles of Asia, the deserts of
north Africa, the hillsides of our homeland -- in silent tribute
to America's battles-fof‘freedom in thiétéentury.

It was with the memory of the sacrifices of the American,
British and Frenqh soldiers whd fell éufiﬁg the campaign to
liberate Italy -- and the sacrifices of millions of other
Europeans and Americans in the cause of freedom —-- fresh in mind
' that NATO was created after the war.

As I reflect on this scene, and anticipate the dynamic and
forward-loocking Europe of the 1990's, I think of generations of
young people on both sides of the Atlantic who have grown up in
peace and prosperity. With no experience of the horror and
destruction of war, it may be difficult for them to understand
why we need to keep a strong military deterrent to prevent war,
and to preserve freedom and democracy. Thé answer is here, among
the quiét of the graves.

The cost of maintaining freedom is brought home to us all
when tragedy strikes -- as it did last month on the USS Iowa..
The loss of those fine sailors -- and the tears of their.families
and loved ones -- reminded us all of the risk and sacrifice in
human terms that security sometimes_demands. Let me add how
impfessive WeréAthe,mahy expressions of sympathy I received from

‘leaders around the world, and particularly by the eloquent words
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of Italy's distinguished President, Francesco Cossiga, as he
shared the sorrow of our loss.

Sgt. Antolak also understood the cost of freedom. Today in
his hometown of St. Cla1resv1lle, Ohio -- population 6,000 -- thef
- townspeople w111 gather by the local courthouse to dedlcate a
white granite memorial to the county s Medal of Honor winners.
~ George and Stanley Antolak will be there -- to remember thelr
brother -- their hero, and ours.

It is the kind of scene that will be repeated today and
tomorrow in parks and churchyardslall across America.

A bit north of Mark Twain's Hannibal -- just up the
. Mississippi from that steamboat race I mentioned -~ lies the town
of Quincy, Illinois. When World War II came,.Quincy offered up
. her sons 'in service. Three brothers -- Donald, Preston, and
William Kaspervik -- joined the Army Air Corps. Their story is a
common one -- and yet uncommon in the way of all those who
ansmered the call to serve.

The first brother, Donaid, was killed when two bombers

collided on maneuvers in New Mexico, and their mother grieved.

. Preston, the second brother, died just south of here in Sicily,

shortly after Patton's successful. invasion. And their mother was
overcome once again.

Ten days later, the thlrd brother, William went down during -
a dangerous bombing mission over the mountains of central Italy.

Oon the day of his death, his mother received a letter from him,




6

urgin§ her'not to worry. Wheh the third telegram came, his
mother could not'bring_herself to answer the deor.

William-and Preston Kaspervik are buried here side by side
- == in soil they helped to free. Brothers in life, brothers in
arms, brothers in eternlty. .

Thelr mother dled 20 yearS'ago. But back home in Quincy,.
the extraordinary sacrifice of this ordlnary American family is A
st111 remembered. “And today, as they do every year, the VFW and
the American Legion w111 honor Qulncy s fallen natives with a
hometown parade down Main Street, high above,the banks . of the
Mississippi. |

As we gather today, it is dawn in America. Memorial Day
 Weekend. And as the sun rises and the summer begins, the images
both here and at home are of countries that are prosperous and
eecure,'countries confident of their place in the world and aware
of the responsibility that comes with that'place.

Soon that lone soldier at Arlington will resume his paces --
21 steps»in each direction, the changing of the guard precisely
on the half'hour. At Gettysburg, the echqolchildren will scatter
flowers on other unknown éraves, blue and gray side by side,
Americans.

On Memorial Day, we glve thanks for the ble551ngs of freedom
and peace and for the generations of Amerlcans who have won them
for us. We also pray for the same strength and moral resolve

. demonstrated by these veterans, as well as for the true and

lasting peace found in a world where liberty and justice prevail.




7

N
And with that prayef, I ask that you join in your 6wn silent
prayers as we place a wreath to commemorate the sacrifice of

those buried here at Nettuno -- and the sacrifice of all men and

2
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women who have given their lives for freedom.




