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URHTED STATES OF AMERICA

e ECONOMIC COOPERATION ADMINISTRATION
S OFFCE OF THE UNITED STATES SPECIAL REPRESENTATIVE IN EUROPE

Dear Mrs. Roomevelt:

I shall bf coursee be very happy to call on
you at 91350 p, m, Monday. Thank you very much for askidng

Sincerely,
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UBHTED BTATES OF AMERICA
“!!!!!! ECONOMIC COOPERATION ADMINISTRATION
[ CFRCE OF THE UNITED STATES SMICIAL REPRESENTATIVE IM EUROME ‘1/
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Dear Nres. Hoomevelti: \

The snolosed, written here this week, has beesn iqnt to
the sditor of the monthly Bulletin of the Cosmeos Club in
Washington, whare, I hops, it will sventually appear. In any
case, I wanted you to ses it, and hope that it will pleass you,

For purposes of identifioation, I will add that
I am on leavs from the National Farsmers Union in Washington

to work with ECA as & liaison with European farm Organisations.

Sincerealy,

R by i

& B {thJ .E ﬂ

FOLIMSIS TG HO4 QJUILTY TVMIORIO



PRESERATION

THE ROOSEVELT FUNERAL FROM THE 00SMOS OLUR

The boom of nothing pounds upon the esar,
The sound of silenee washes down the sirees,
A wind of busyness moves the puppet shapes
Saall against the poroh's doom of whitke,

80 he is gone.

]
4 wind blunt and ourved as & knitting needls
Gently hooks the lace of leaves in and out of plase,
And gently pate my thinking in and out of file:

“The Happy Warrior®, a word he made $o go with
a Brown Darby,

A word that was his own fi%, that went with the Big
Grinj

Then, "The Champ®, "The Gay Deceiver", the friemd
of "My Frienda"™, P

"The Traitor to His Class; and alse=--"Mr, Big",

And."hi only thing we need to fear is fear itself™,
dnd, "Now they even attack ay dog Fala®",-
dnd, "A plague on both your houses".

dnd, "A day that will live iam infamy"”.
And, “Freedom from wan¥.......everywhere ia the woerld",

The poroh's doom of white is speckled

¥ith the puppet shapes against pitiful pomp

0f flower banks and eaisson, of ooffin and bier.

411 this breaks in vain against the sold ef fsot,
80 he is goje.

But I reaember, I remember: How the firm frame

0f bone bore up the quiock frail fade of flesh

dgainst the wash and wear of peace and war,

The boom of nothing and the sound of silence die into me,
80 he 1s gone.
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