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wunkest .
The gtatement I made about the tax bill
¥t was no tmgraph:l:nul error, I am &0 to say. I knew i
quite well that this par r Bill dealt with individual
income taxes but I had it on“py mind so strongly that we
would be relkiéving the group ch I always associate |
with corporations and do very little for the lower income
bracket- income group, that I of corporatlons whan
I snould mot-have done so. - - =

those who can not meat the food |

T doubt very mich
ir savings from the tax under this |

bills would find that
Bill would help them.

Ag to what you say about !nrgﬂllllth.l.u'i actlons in turning -
invasion money printing pregees o to the Russlans, you

are avidently misinformed. pr d all the money that

was used by all of the Allles, hut the Russlans, preferred

to do thelr own printing and all did was to lend them

the platea. Mr. Morgenthau is°not in any way involved in

the trouble that seeme to have occurred in the War Dept

as what he did was all perfectly well understood and agreed
upon by all the different countries.
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I, think if you knew Pres. Truman you would realize that he
%a honest. Any one can make mistakes and many people do
p but I do not think
\‘n'.ot alwaya know all that they should know, DU
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you could know Pres. Truman and not belleve that what he |
does, he does because he thinks 1t ls right.
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April 1947
1842, West 2I St. Z 7
Los Angeles, Calif.

Mre . Eléaner Roosevelt
Dear Mrs. Roosevelt:

APRIL, tHé Raster month, as the children say,
prings glad promises of new and beautiful things.

April also stirrs for you and me, sad memories
coupled with the good....

One, the death of your husband and mine, who in
different years fought for the same cause.

April I2th, marke the passing of your grand Pal
whose love and service for humanity brought sonmuch hope
and cheer to us all in time of need, and strain and hearts-
aches to him.

My Pal, too, died fighting the same political
group., He was & newspaper editor and publisher. He died
April 13, I9I5.

I wrote the following poem in memory of your Pal
and mine, and send it on to you.

I'll never forget how I felt when the newe came
of P.D.R's passing, ani the words of a young news boy who
handed me a paper. "Oh, what are we going to do now? Whose
going to take care of us, now"
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Sincerely. your long time admirer and friegd, i

THE MESSENGER'S CALL

It was an April dawning that called @Ur'Pal' away,
For it was then, a life beloved was stilled at break of day.

A soft breeze stirrei the draperies, heralding a guest;
1 felt His Presence in the room, bringing a tired heart rest.

I only know the silence of a voice, once, ringing ¢lear;
The absemae of a firm hand clasp that banished every fear.

There was no haste or confusion,..No farewell, spoken;
But his leaving left mwe, lonely,, and heart brokeni

8y....Jesslie May Burdine
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