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SLKEP S'IP!In' LY , CR I IP' 

~leap sweetly, tnief, t he bat tle •a r oar 

Will reach yow- au.ra no 100re1 

Swoet dreams , .y Chief , your work is done, 

Good-night , my Chi10t, &ood-niiiht. 

Sleep sweetly, Chief, the daylight told 

Wake~ not your sleep 10 cold; 

Swact dreams, my Ch1~r. tn rest w~ll narnqd, 

Good-night , my Ch1af, cood- n1ght. 

Sleep_sweatly, Chief , your hattle•s won, 

How well life's course you•ve runJ 

Sweet dreacs , il:y Chief, God rest yow- soul I 

Good-night, .y Ch1e1' , aood-night . 

Sleev sweetly , Chief , the world • s accla1a 

Dies not with de•th•a rerrala; 

Sweat dreams , ~ Cbi•f, the aun ridee hi&h, 

Oood- bye, my Chief, &ood-bya . 

Graco de Cecc6 

In &(£1101) of Prank lin Delano Roosnelt 

~o the tuna of 0 Aaer1ca , the Feautiful. • 



A TI!ISUTI! TO FRANKLIN PE!.ANO ROOSEVEI.T 

Oh you who br avely steered the ~p o! State 

Speak cross the chum of the unllno"" land 

To which, ~• noiseless as the dew or night, 

Your weary spirit wingod its silent flight: 

~ fireside glint your voice will speak t o us 

Through "'emeries more p<'ignant thO<~ befor• , 

BUt misted now with unreality: 

Oh you who gave your all to crush the foes 

Of human rights of liberty and peace, 

Help us to chart aright the course you planned : 

Still be our guide across the treacherous seas 

That lasting peace may be the heritage 

or all the future nationalities. 

Grace de Cecca 

At the time of his death this '"'" writto!l 


	0001
	0002
	0003
	0004

