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Allan B. Goldenthal
58 £ Kingsbridge <Road
Vew fydt‘ a8, <V, g

March 29, 1947

Dear Mrs. Roosevelt,

While overseas in the Pacific theater many mamths
ago, we G.I.'s received the news of our F.D.R.'s pass-
ing with near hysteria; we felt as though the guiding
hand had let go in the midst of darkness, and we were
logt.sss+ss+++8ad and lost.

It took only a short time, however, to realize
that our supposed darkness was only the mist of a peace-
ful dawh..:..+.+that we had been led to safety by our
champion after all, and that careful plans had been laid
by him for months to come.

When that dawn appeared for me, I attempted to
record my feelings in the following little poetic obser-
vation which I would like you to have:
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And now a weary heart
Has stopped,

Whose beat was felt

In all free men

At home, at work, at warj
Whose beat had wrought
A viotory

From oheos at our door,
Whose beat shall blend
With peaceful chimes

On earth and high above.
This heart has gone

But left a soul

The liberty we lLove.




Allan B. Goldenthal

58 £ Kingsbnidge Road
Near ‘y'm‘ a8, V. 'y

Today, I am just another c¢ivilian hoping
that people will , one day, realize the futhlity
of hate, jealousy, and political bickering. I am
certainly not a poet, though I write many personal
observations in a fairly flowing manner, so kindly
do not consider this an attempt to get my 'works'
recognized.

However, I should be very happy to know that
you actually received the preceding poetic attempt.

Yours sincerely with hope
for a satisfied world
satisfied with peace,

ol 8 St/
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