





~ . A poem read on the Sweet Chariet Hour Radic Broadoast Memorial
Program for the late President t

He was not an echo = He was & volosp

Magnetic powers = He was the 's choice.
Master of words, his clarion oall was heard

In all the world and hearts were strangely stirred.
A modern Hercules to bear sarth's load,

A giant found mlong our Yankes road.

He loved all men on each side of the sea --

A citizen of all the world was he.

Wa could not share his views on ev'ry plan

But we will cherish mem'ries of the man,

How few of earth's great men have olimbed so high,
Prom a1 the worid sene.gieei mras At piats
From wll the world come L
What sulogics flow forth o'er earth's airways |
And well might men such words to him cddress,

To him who fought for Freedom of the press,
Freodom of spoech == Freedom from want and fear,
Roligious Freedom won at ocost so dear,

He loughed at lines of color, omste or oreed,

And menpured mon by messurs of thelr deed,

Lote mot be blind to virtuss or to feults)

Observe whet hindsre progress, what exalts.

He had his handicaps but found the power

To triumph in the battles of sach hour,

How mony wore his virtuss, faults were few;

Mixed grace and grit in all he had to do,

Yot what seemed genius oft to humen eyes

Was only porseverance in disgulse,

He guined these virtues in his fight for life,
Whish holped prepore him for sarth's larger strife,
Whot was his loss beowme the world's great goin,
Froduced within the orucible of pain,

Vieissitudes of life thot he endured

Dimmed not his vision or his fuith cbacured,

He kept his feet upon our common sod,

His eoyes upon the stars, his trust in Ged,

Hoe chellengoed bigotry whero'er 'twas found,
Danowncod earth's tyrants cll the world around,

He grosped the gountlet "goinst the cumps of wrang,
And teught mankind to sing the Froeman's song.
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