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Dear lu lnn"li;

I am enclesing o ocomplete oepy of oy
peep PRANKLIN D mmmnm. I thiak
I ghall taks the uﬂﬂmnlhﬂhnnﬂu
limetype amd peesidbly Iln . !l'lr oopies primted
pﬂﬂhlr----u I enm ﬂll @ publishers Ton knew
the big houses -n m;r hﬂ umm-m shy
awny frem pntrr in w !In--—uhn it 1s, well
a 1ittle off oslers I hn a mt amsumt of peetry--

LINOOLN, SONNETS m tos Alue 2
ATt e, rrion a fiier. S S

Porum, eto- Lsuis -mm me muoh pablicity-41018)

the 914 WORLD gave me a feature write up amd s»

forth,but at that time I waw---1f you will parden the
expressisn-~-~imature im my werke Hew I am fifty-five

and have better werk tham I ever have lll--iul“

miugh war verse #f the Burepesn thwatre and the Mﬁl‘...ﬂm

I have never been rvice---1 wrk for the S5 Gan
. L ok
ﬂ-n-mtnwhim*;o-mit-!t B
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FRANKLIA D ROOSEVEL?
o wrote his nsme soroses the earth
Under the battle flage unfurled.
Now he ie gone.
e is not here
Who stosd onm the h‘lll‘lljl of the world.

Loud blow the bugles

«nd loud the drume are beating
For thie men of the armiss

4nd  the navies meeting.

He has gone to snother conferenos
To the lend of white croeses

To his soldiere under the dark
Who wave & greeting.

The loet of Batasn gather

and the dead of Sslermo rise

The men of Pearl Harbor and Iwo
With recognition inm their eyes
a8 he Joine them unler the colors

Where nothing ever really dies.

Hies wpirit is now with the fallen

Under the ocesn and under the loam. 9
kis woul is sgein in the strests of Perie,
kie figure i@ passing through Rome.

Ee hss gone to the world for which he strived.
Ke ip no longer home.
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He dossn't belong to us apart---

He belongs to Franmce end Emglsnd,

fhe Philippines, the Metherlsnds;

He belonge to the world now,

e of the great heart where he stands
¢arrying the morming sun in his hands!l

sow his soul still saile over the watars

peside a funnel or apar.

Where shipe go down the Bea
This man ieg sailing afar.

lie loved the sound of the surf,
He loved the roar of the bar.
Where shipe go down the pea
Hie epirit ie away end free
Over the tides of eternity
Hunting the morning star.

ghere liners and tuge and battleshipe fare

He is out in the salt mist there

The oold wind blowing in his hair

Yo join the men of the fleet.

He loved the eight of the Cepltol dome

The Monument, the Kyde Park loam,

The glory that went with hie White Kouse home---
Pe was ous n the wimA and the Marbor zain

in the Hudeom lmmp and I-;n of Meine,
a uﬂ.hui nl.rllu

3; m ﬁ&- tiane ._1

yor hie ﬂ:n lln ﬂ.-ﬂ was the fleet.
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idies wheel chair is empty
and Fala Raet & master--- :
Who shook the atom bomb
Like a ehower of stare
On the ielands of disaster.
ke tore Leval out by the roots,
Epnded sundstedt's bloody mirth.
From Chungking to Washington
Eie paseing shook the earth.

ile worde out Herlinm down,

and razed Tokio town.

wheno he wae born, time stood still.
When he died, death could nmot kill.
ke lives with the people,
Breathing still.

Yelephones rang around the globe.

The radip hilltﬁ with the tidinge.
S8ailore talked of him on ships
Hailroaders onm the eidinge.

goldiers whispered in foxholes.

Voicee filled Congrese and the street;
Bulletine blaszed from coset to ooast,
a oaptain of the fleet

sk joined his fathers in the dark.
The kudeon river seemed to shake,

The heart of New York seemed to break,
and the birds were still in Central Park.
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o more
o more
NP more
10 take
ud more
0o more
Ho more
HO morae

40 more

Holding

©

Preee conferences,
ooean tripe, or land,
Struggling to wlk,
&n sesieting hand;
olgarettes to smoke,
lietening to a Georgis band;
Playing with the ohildren im the ppal,
beside & Chesapeake gtrand ,
eddresslng Congress
the desk with s oaptain's hend.

With fleg-drsped cesket snd muffled drums

fbite horses, black caisson, back home he comes

doom im

the Heet Hoom lying---

Where Limeolm lay in another day

franklin Hoosevelt, brokenm and gray
Lies like Lincolm, to3, undying.

he flooded the world with powar.

ue gompelled the factories to spinm.

He shook the earth with produetion,
e made dmerica win.

£Oye are now at rest Ln Flandere flelds.

fhey sleep on in an e

gpell.

ihey know thet he h l:cp.z the falth
4ven abbva the guli ﬁ! hell.

Far in that 1 d sod
They oemnot 1::3 3:';-“';

and he
For ri

tu;u opuntry -ﬂ' fn' God.




To the 1little mati.ne sround the globe
Lying in sehee, viotime of Mars,

Y0 the prisonere in internment camps
Ceged behind thiok walls snd bars---

ke wanted to 1ift them from the dust

To bind their outs and heal their soars.
Over the world of hate snd lust

ke wented to throw a fleg of etarsl

Even under the night he ie mot elone.
me iz with Fooh spd Clemencesu and Josn.
we ie with deleon apnd Lineoln still.
ne lp with Weehington under the hill.

nis valor is the eound of the eea,

Hie muelc is the craeh of the waves on the main.
Eis eong ie the etorm in the hille.

His God is the 9T§ of the wind and the rain.

the elesr Bun wae shining in the South
4t Werm Springe. Lo the eottuge room
He eat and worked, oigsrette in mouth
Coneoious thut april wae in bloom.
then he fell ssleep...and the world wae poor--
To see the pesce he died for---snd wae 80 BUre---
Lioger snd falter and shatter. Could it enduret
Out of this troubled world, to where?
Why 444 he come? Where does he fare?
The cendle ie out...but the light fille
8ll the air.
e h;%nn forgotten ue. thell we forget

bhimgheret
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ne, too , wae a soldier of hie race.

He eosrred Baldgne,snd chenged the faoce

0f helf the world. .agein and again

He ghook the Lbhine with eadh bomber train,
Lurned Beegen wehes, made Hchwelnfurt still.
#id Munich weep in the rain.

Ee died too soonm to see Herlin fall.
Parhape it wae God's will after wll.

ne hated all wrong

and ioved ell right---

umier the eea, and on top of the ecea
He tslked with gune.

do preached with shipe

and spoke with liberal lips;

and to foee he hated with every breath,
ee sent them fire and fury,

o8 gent them war and death.

He put Musaolini in the ground

Drove adolf Hitler from the hall.

ke burned Megusaki

4nd broke the Menile wall.

Me coulin't walk seroes washington town,
But bhe shook the EBast,

4nd he shook the Weet

4nd he tore the diotatore downl
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#ie hend hue been on every rifle,
Hie heert in every motor ecaring;
ot a epot of earth but hee heard
apd felt, his snger roaring.

He etesred smerica, ssew 1t inorease,

The fether of the leet great pesoce.

dow he goee sway with the evening utar
4o0d followe the dissppesring sun.
iherever there's s highway

a pathway or a byway

a ehip's way or a ekyway

He will wander t111 earth ie done.
What oould keep thie man at home,

#rom the world he couldn't Ao without?
From the world he chenged with war,

From the world he dreamed 0 much ebout?

Eie spirit touchee the domes of Home,

and the Chsnnel where Wepoleon etood,

Where Hodges, Patoh and Simpeon went,

ihere Hundetedt plunged through the Murtgen wood
Where Patton etepped into history

ihere boye made vietory with their blood---

He Jjouroeye there

Where his men fought well,

Sen Lo, Bastogne, Cherbourg

Where every field hee & taule to tell,

Where every road wee s rosd to hell!l
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e hag touched El Alamein,

and oguureed the Afriesn sande,

To Tunieis by the eea

fhere Hommel jumped out of hie handa!l

He hee journeyed to the Brenner Pass

To the slpe end the green Po dells;

vo Milan and Florenmce, Salerno;

He hee followed the path of Clark's med sheils;
He hue seen the dust of aneio,

He hee heard the Venice bellBsssssss

i driwes. slong

A olgerette in his mouth

Down Unter den Linden

«0d the Wilhelmetraese eouth;

where the nelchetsg burmed

4nd Berlin ehoak

ihere Benito died

and Eitler oloped the book---

The smericen ghoet of Europs

The phantom guthering souvenira
yraveling the pathe hie sdldiere knew
In thaet war of blood and tears,

Looking over campaigne he plenned

Whose BGeES will leet & thousand. yearsl
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He helped turn on the Glasgow lights,
bBe rescued Paris out of the oold;

He brought new life to sll the globe,
But none to himself to keep and hold.

~8 the world went up , he went down

48 the sun went up, hie eun turned gold;
be brought the earth & escond 8pr ing
But none to himself s& time grew old.

Juat eg our srmies were smeshing
Through aris and Lurope winning

Just at the peak of the craching

and the world's new beginning

Just st the top of the long laong hill
Hith labor behind he was glad to give,
at Journey'e end, he had t0 go=---

Just se the world wae beginning to livel

Ee wae chained to hie csne, hie bracee and chair,
The men with the voice, sod the ellvery hair.

He knew of pain and Fate's mad stinge;

But ble love for mankind

ias one of earth's moet besutiful thinge---

Lo et e i ek ek N m

Ho weg our man---

ke. . Wa§ more than kingﬁ,
«0d his heart hed wings.
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Uctobers and esummers will pass over the Monument. ‘
Be will not read the'Christmas csrol age in.
He ie traveling the derk ses listening

For time to &till the gune of men.

Bhe who loved the sunshine snd lsughter

The bright Potomao water

and the saile of white

Is waiting for all his friemds in the gun
To Jjoin him when their labor ie done

4#0d they meet in another room lé;in

By cendlelightecccss

10 8 chiefessssfarewell.s..

10 a man, good night.



a tall rugged mountein, shouldering up sgainet
the esky,

Heud brushing the oloude, figure hardy, solid,
weathered, firm,

Fuclog the storme that beat sgeinst it,

~tending uneheken ae the black might o0f wer put out
the Bun and thunder shosk the world below,

s mMountsin thyiwing back the blaste, ignoring
geles of death

Smaehing egeinet the whirlwind.

4 towering surmit etubbormly fighting the lightning,
Hesipting staunchly the onelsughts of tempeets,
Blocking the battle, and keeping erect sgeinet the
martiel hurricane,
Pushing away the night fiercely, with giant
ehoulders wreetling the thunder,
Ungoiling death fraém smerice, tearing ssunder
the lightning bolte of confliet,
Lifting from the bleock pite, the sun, throwing
it blezing with restored vigor
[ato the morning egein---eo fought the leader of

our time with the darknese.
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Suddenly through the mountein's breset came a
rumble, ominous, Qeadly;

Through the glant paeesgewaye of epirit, s ehock of
thunder, reverbsration on reverberation growing.

all parth etood etill for s moment.

Then the avelenche begen eplitting, rending, tearing.

The mountain rtarted sheking, trembling, wavering,
finselly leaning, falling,

kooking the globe ae it crached.

Desth etruek him dcwn, the sarthquake pushed him over,

the mountain of Hoosevelt, the tall hill of the living
man

Teud in the Desp South.

The yesre have not repeated him;
smeries hae not matched hie birth
Created etrangely only onoe

0ut of the Imtchese County earth.

There wae no second, will not be;

We should not mek for that, or oall;
The nation muet go petiently

With wonder that he ceme.et sll.

He will not draw agaln &2 near,
arieing et our wish or bid;

We should be pleased that he was here,

With thenks we hed him, whide we 4id.
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It's not for us to weigh his fame,
Ele velue, faulte or unique fate;
negardlees of his deeds or name,
We're grateful he wae not too late.
He might huve been delaypd or missed,
Ur born too soonm, loet quiekly, too.
fe're gled he got here guite in time

and when he caome, knew what %2 do.

Lf he had not appesred thst day

Hith ocJurage end determined etand

Whet might have happened, nome ean BaY;
We might have loet & lot---Dur land.
He never was & man to shirk

Or blindly toil to no awvail.

We'll elweye feel he knew his work,

«Irived in time, and did not fuil.

tbe more we etudy him, or try

The less we meem to know of him;

4nd ell of him we shall not find

¥or there ie something etrgnge end dim
Thet darte eway out of hie mind

Toward the far horisomn's rim:

His epirit moving on the wind---

To leave the lawyer brown and tall
Sleeping by the Hudson's wall, '
the ashes that onoe touched the sky,

'ﬂl- dust thet felt the reln eome dowhs.ss.
The only part thet seemed to die.
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Aeceptured, his heart still eBoupes
The epearcher's mind, and moves away
Hefore we t;ﬁﬁh the many ehapes,
Yhe multiplee of soul and alay,

The meny Rooeevelte in one;

et ae we touch him, year with yeur
Some new eide seems to meet us here

and deeper Hoossevelts sppear.

4 thousand perecnslitics in one,
an undisoovered mine of self,

4 varied nature, yet the ssme,
In every volume on the shelf;

in every painting, monument,
bach story, legend, se we look
andther sdoosevelt awakes,

Comee up to haunt a1l in the book. |

He oircled many men he met
ulth mind that ringed them clore,
and wrought
a loop to hold them firm and Bet;
Entwined within his single thought
Just where he wnted them to be
durrounded, ae he strived to knit
The netion s he plotared it, |

mie laebor matohlese, infinite.
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He will not pase thies way agein

Who grows near, growlng far, in time

and oloeser to the race, in death
than he wae ever, in his prime.
Miejudged snd sharply critiolzed,
He had to perish, in release

1o find himeelf immortaliszed
.i:.nﬂ.uz'inﬁ for the centuries,

ho held four years of bloody whr
12 find the thoussand yeare of pesce.

He saw red battlefields aflame

and heard loud thunder in the dawn,
sut when he pesesed, thinge were the saeme,
america still---when he walked on.
Leath came %02 guick for his good-byes
Before the ending ehut the door---

o laok the soul within his eyes
«nd throw the key upon the floor.

ne had not time to pause or sak,

10 shake fond hande--and come no mMore.
those who derided him will die

ihile he grows greaster am his hill.
Hie paeeing wae the deepest loss

Thie natlion ever had, or will.
#o.future cen eome to this land
dithout him in it a8 a part;

a0 treaty eigned without his hand

4o poliey without hie heart;

40 nation growlng ever grest

Mithout hile presence in ite plan:
ameéricos cennot go on slone

Without thie man.
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Danr Mre BRoseavelt!

; Immedintely sfter the denth of the

Preeident twe yeare ago I wae moved to write a falrly long
peem of eome 15 er twenty pegess I hove deme nesthing with it,
letting 1t 'ame' te gee if it retained eny velue. I
am feniine yeu m cepy of the firet page, and the laoet
etonza of page 12 (which wae the fipsl page in the firet
vereion---4lthough eeveral sther poges have now been added).

I hnve ne preepect >f heving 1t publiched, but
thought you would like a few lines. These 'samplee' will

tyll vou of the quality of the psem whioch dses net vary
frem bheminnine t2 end. Perhape you wonld be intereeted

in eseine 1t pohliched. Yours eincerely,

‘,_/,474»7.:_ gv@m

George ‘' B Curran



FRANKELIN D ROOBEVELT

He wrete hir neme sorses the earth
Under the battle flage unfurled.

Now ha 1ie :uml.

Ha 1i# not here

Whe etaod en the hilltepe #f ths warld,

Lond blew the hugles

dpd lemd the Arume are beanting
T;I thie man of ths armiss

4nd the navies meeting.

He hne =zeme te mnmether cenference
Is the land of the white oreeses
T hie #9ldiere under the dark

Uhe wave a gresting.

The loet of Batosn gather

4nd the deed of Salerns rise

ihe men sf Fanrl Harber and Iwe
With recsenitien in their eyes

hg he Jeine them under the delers

Whare nething ever really Alss.

Hie epirit ie new with the fallen

Under the scean and under the lsem,

Hie esnl ie agoin in the etreete of Paris,
Hie figure is paseing throuzh Heme.

He hae zome to the world for which he estrived.

He 1e ne longer home. —
I‘tl.'..ﬁtt“““--
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Ogtobere and summere will paese over the Mpnument.
He will net rend the Chrietmee Carel ngain.
He ie travel ing the dork ees lietening

For time te £till the gune of men.

He whe leved the sunehine and leuchter

Ine hright Pestemao laughter

And the enils of white

Ig waiting for all hie friende in the eun
Is f9in him when their laber is Adsne

dp4 thev meet in snsther rosm again

By onndlelightesssvee

Tp & chief.....farewell....

Iy & man, geed night.
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