


TO FRANKLIN DELANO
ROOSEVELT

You—who in the days of strife
Consecrated breath and life
In one stout effort to assail
The might of evil, not to fail;
You—who praised the quick, and
mourned the dead,
To you the Nation bows its head.

You—who fought through many years,
Through years of sunshine, smiles
and tears,

To free all taint from New World sod,
For you the Nations pray to God;
Prays—for all the battles, those you

won,
And those you lost, but still begun.

To you—whom nature tried to maim,
Who never wavered in your aim,
Who strove, and fought, the stony

way,
And lies asleep this April day,
To you—with those who carry on the
race you've run :
We say, sleep on—well done! Well
done!

E. THOMPSON
(April, 1945)
“ Halifax, Nova Scotia.”




October 15, 1945

bring it te the office, and I will try to
atop in sometime during the month of November.
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