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The President Is Dead
-Frances A. Daby-

The President is dead!
No longer cen he teke his friend by the hand.
No longer does he govern our fair land.
Another rules instead.

The President 1s dead!

A Friend is dead!
Nations in grief do mourn him.
Enemies no longer scorn him.
They pay tribute instead.

A Friend is dead!

A Warrior is deed!
Close friends knew what he had to fight.
Trodden peoples knew he stood for right,
And their bleck fears fled.

A Warrior is dead!

A Father is dead!
The whole world sheds a silent tear.
Strong sons are bowed beside his biler,
Yet must look ever ahead.

A Father 1s dead!

The President lives!
And though our hearts with grief are rent,
Father, Warrior, Friend, and President,
To us his strength he gives.

The President lives!

April 13, 1945
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