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’ e PauL LOVETT .
415 Central Park West
NEw Yomrx s, N. Y.

Sept. £7, 1946
Lear drs. Eleanor Hoosevelt,
The note you scnt me about
the sketch, "The Living demorisl"- both my wife &and 1
shall always tressure it. When you mentloned 1t ia your

]
column, it made my family wery proud, but ay appreciation |
of your words that day made me feel very humble.
dy sincere thanks,

Very truly yours,
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Teiepbone: MU rray Hill 28775 Cable edddress:Bracbye

GEORGE T. BYE

AaND CEOEPFANTY

/5§35 FIFTH AVENUE
NEW YORK 17, N. Y,

September 24, 1946.

Dear Mr. Lovett:

Urs. Roosevelt has turned over to us 8
copy of your manuscript, "THE LIVING MEMORIAL."

This is an authors' agency and she wanted us .

to see if there is anything that might be done with it.

There is a possibility that the Samuel French
office might went to include this in onme of their little
booklets of sketches and cantatas. It is nicely done and
hase just about the right emount of emotion back of it.

We ere trying to teke a little of the heavy
load off of Mrs. Roosevelt's shoulders and would be willing
to show it to Samuel Fremch for you, chsrging nothing for
our services, but we think that the chances ere slim.

Best wishas. -

g

Paul Lovett, Esg.,
415 Central Park West,
New York 25, N. Y.

e



Megic
JIMMIE

§t. PETER o my boy, you are still alive, wm !

"= § TG - u- "',f'
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THE LIVING LEMORIAL

BARRATOR When American servicemen in the armed forces, Mrmdth

world, first heard of the presidents death, they would hardly

 believe 1t} they did not want to. ﬁﬂﬂ.ﬂﬂhlfﬂul_ﬂf

Men who were so often next door neighbors to death, theasel
refused to think their Commander in Chief had died,

Somehow they felt he was thers, They stfrongly realised
that he had always been with them. lmumum him
clearly, face and eyes, reassuring and mnu.....

But it was true, Gparks flew, lines hummed, messages were
forwgrded, and through our world-wide communicafions system,
official notification was given that President Franklin
mlmu Roosevelt had died at Warm Springs, ﬂmnu. 1625 EWI,
April 12, 1848susans

One small group though, just to the rear of a division
moving up towards Berlin, learmed of the sad news even P
before a bulletin came from headquarters. It was at a field
hospital where the front line medical corps men, carry the
wounded with the idea of "bring "em back alive.' They had
brought in a rifleman, Pvt. Jimie Blake pretty well banged
up., It was mortar fire that got him. With the axim,
'plasma before prayers,' they went to work on him, using
penicillen, and sulfa drugs. Delirious, the kid raved
between life and death, From his lips this is the amazing
‘liﬂlz they pleced together befores, Iﬂ! news hadeeses
Where am I? My body looks like a orushed tomatoe. I heard
the shell coming. I hit the xmmmi ground. But it blew up
right in my face, Don't feel mothin', Can it be?

Oee, here comes Bt. Peterl I guess this 1s it,.
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JIMMIE

lt. PETIERssssnnan
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mnumnmmmm h
But I must sdmit you are far gome, because you are now sitting
in the snte room before the pearly gates of heaven, A sort
of Red Cross hut where you can rest before fimal judgement is
passed whether life has released you, The Aray Medical Corps.
has been doing such wonderful work of late, reclaiming
impossible ceses, that we must be doubly sure, mot to make
the mistake of permitting mortals to pass through the gates. |
Imagine going home and telling the folks that I had visited

Paradisel I'd be terrific, If I could only take back a

travelogue, Millions of people seeing for the first time

on any screen the wonders of heaven, What a boom you'd have

8t. Peter, They'd sure flock here, | |

8t., PETER*People all know it is wonderful here Jimale. But they lose

JIMMIE

themselves; then can't find the way, Make yourself comfortable s
In a worldly fashion, sad to say, I am very busys All those g
mtpaﬂlhhﬁimuﬂﬁlhiidllﬂﬂlhﬂmh
blanche acoess to heaven, 5till I can't complain, I am not
at all as busy as Satan is with your enemies, Woa't you
help yourself, Jimmie, to some fresh coffee and cigarettes?
Thanks, 8t, Peter. You're akfully nice to me. You lmow I
am alaost tempted to cineh the deal of going through the
pearly gates by 'kicking the bucket.' But then I'd feel
sighty sad about leaving my pals, my family, and the
things I love back homessses

mmmuﬁnmmmm'“nmn
let Jiamie -unn-mt.t-u w-mm
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BACK HOME ¢o the things he loves, After all, Isa't the
pet GI heaven, called Heaven, USA? The Medies carefully
cut away Jimmie's clothes- stopped the blood flow- made him

more comfortable as they listendd to his continuous

ramblingSsssesne
EEEIC MUBIC
JIMMIE The war is in full swing. Bt. Peter is checking in soldiers,

sailors, marines, and coastguard in ramks. Here comed some
nurses and Wacs, Gee, pretty too, like my girl, Eileen,
back home... I don't see sny civillians though, There's
a lull now, I'1l find out why, Excuse me, Bt. Peter,-
how come no civilians? Don't they go to heaven anymore? 3

St. Peter-8h, yes, they do. Their procession has mever stopped. Bt im

JIMMIE

order to accémmodate the miliatary traffic, we have set aside
certain hours for civilians. Even for the milikary we have
allocated definite hours for each country, so their buddies
can come to the gate to greet them in & gemeral reunion,
That's a swell band I hear playing inside, The biggest and
best I've heard yet. Everybody seems to be at parade formatio
=just like for a visiting general,

8T, PETER*Yes, Jimmie. The highest ranking one too. Your Commander

Jimmie

in Chief, Franklin Delano Roosevelt.

The President] Impossible, Why, he was just reelected.
Besides he is badly needed, Can't he wait here in the
ante room too., Maybe we can both go back to earth together?

8t, PETER*No, Jimmie, his ecredentials are staasped- honorable discharge

from service through death. With his head high he is now
walking straight towards us, unaided, except by the strength
of his convietions, No regrets, Jimaie- Didu't he say,-
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Bt, PETERsesnnnnn

'What better way for me to die, than in service of my
countryl' I must go now to greet the President,
_JMusIC

NARRATOR

The Medics were stunned by the story pleced together from
Jimmie's rantings, They imew men lingering near death always
spoke the truth. The word passed quickly aroung the
makeshift dressing station. There was a hollowed hush over
the place, Buffering faded before sorrow. They listened
intently to Jimmie as he quietly spoke with reverence,
1n slow Dreathessssssseses :

' MUSIC

J IMMIE

humnﬂfﬂlﬁt—ﬂﬂu.lmwhlﬁ!ﬂﬂv

u.ms,mmuﬁ-un-m-unnhu-m-

bright like the sun shining on a field of wheat- his hair-

combed soft as angels' wings, What does he say? Ureetings,

from the Presideat of the U.B, They both laugh. Bt., Peter »

embraces The Chief and leads him through the pearly gatesS.ss...
__JMOBIC

JIMMIE

Gee, but it is quiet in heaven, A vast formation of more
than a hundred thousand stretches far into paradise, Even the
vand stands awed and still, Our C hief looks around,
deeply touched, He clears his throat, then starts talking,
that same fire side chat-way. (Jimmie repeats slowly)

"My friends-' I hear him well—'my friends-! —Bmiles are

on all the fages--'this is one of the happiest moments I
have ever experienced—-to be amongst my fellow countrymem who
mm-wmmumu*

|

——



MUBIC  JUBILERMwwsws _ MUSIC___

JIMMIE

ST, PETLR*Igs, Jimmie, what 1s 1t?

Jimmie

Bt. PETER*I¢t is impossible to let you in, Jimmie. I really feel that

JIMMIE

“JIMMIE..00s
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LIKE TO MAKE me happy, please, let's not have military
formation, Informally, in heavenly commumnion and rejoleing,
let me meet you all, individually.l.. Bveryone likes that-—
Yaffairs of state in the past have not permitted me this
pleasure- Eternity shall allow this to me now,

Jubilee==Joys of heaven-- now I understand-—— such great

celebration——singing, danoing, backslapping, and handshaking.
There is Colin Kelly~e Butch 0'Eare They'rs all hereses |
from every branch of the service. Oee, but I sure am proud
of these famous figures. Xwsxfijswf The Chief is shaking
hands with all of them.~- Oh, 8t, Peter, Bt. Peterl

Can I get a pass to go into heaven- just inside the gates?
Bo I could do a 1little handshaking myself-- some fine fellows
in there-- I wonder what they are saying to the Chief?

!

you will be going back soon, Must cose the gates. But while
you are here, you might as well put on these headsets, I'll
plug the jack into this telivision sed so you can see,

and 1isten to the Jubiles, without disturbing the routine
around hers. It ia time to check the civilian records,

but I will be back sooms

Thanks, B%. Peter. He is one swell Saint. Wonder who the
President 1s taliing to now? Bomshow, I can't Kefp from callin
FUR, the Presidemt, Wao's he with? Ain't no here?
Not the kind that is recogaized by medals, llﬂlm
uum.mtm-pmn '

I ——
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FiRd, Ho, Ho,~- He's telling the Chief,-there's nox
reason for gripes here—no KP, no K ratioms, no foxholes,
n-l-—lt,l}!juthﬂhmrmmdﬂ-unlﬂl'
in heaven, —definitely no axis fanaties here. The Chief's
shaking the boyhs hand, What's he telling him? -—-These
headsets are good,— '"No one saw what you did -- no ome
mmummiﬁiﬂ-mtuo-u—lnum
though scared—real courage— But seeing you here so sound
and fine looking, I know eclearly what you did. It is good to
be with you. The Chief always understood. ——Bomeone is.
giving the President s @igersbte holder—he sure likes it—
plenty of clgarettes mnd havana cigars up here,—-——

411 over heaven they must have heard FDR checked im, for they

are all flockin' to grest him., It's a robl call of mations.
British, Russian, Ghinese, French, Poles--All of them--—

I never saw the President smile so happlly————
CHORUS AND ORGAN MUSIC®_

JIMMIE

JIMMIB

CHORUS AND organ music roll out Jubilee timelee——eme
Bugle call- long drawm out single note—
What's that bugle call? Everything's stopped. You can hear
a winged feather dropy— it's gotten so quiet.csscess ;
Holy Light.....The Almighty is blessing them all,

MUBIC

A small trail of ambulamces crept up to the dressing
station, bringing more medical supplies and blood plasma.
about the Presidemt?',....Yes, “’Hﬂnn How did they
find out? The m-ﬂlnﬂm‘"
mmmuhm#ww
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OF LIPS pbetween grunts. More blood plasma was injected,

Hever were wounds more carefully dressed and bandages more

deftly applied. mwumm. +

Jimmie was really coming out of his coma, There was no

doubt that he woudd live. He would definitely be sent

back from that Red Cross hut at the pearly gates mf that
he had been raving about.

MUBIC MUSIC

ST, PETER® Jimmie, my boy, I have been notified that you are to go
back to earth. Those Medics wouldn't let you 'kick the
bucket'! as you say, You seem to be in a trance—what is 1t?
4 ren't you happy to go back to your friends?

JIMMIE - Oh yes, oh yes, It's just tha t I can't get over sesing
Roosevelt among his eternal friends, That pieture will
never leave me,

ST, PETER®By the way, he saw you on the way in, and inquired after
your welfare, I told him that modern army medical care
was taking you back to life. He was glad to hear that, and
vowed he would help all he could from heaven too,

JIMMIE Just like the Chief, Oonna tell sll my pals and the folks

at home about that, YA

BERpEYEE-

57, PETER® Jimmie-—he asked 1if you would do him a favor,
JIMMIE A favor? 8ure, anything., What is 1%%

ST PETER® Well it is this matter of a memorial.

JIMMIE  Oh, there'll be many. mmumuﬂ-

5T PETER* That's the point, Jimmie, h“uﬂ.,h“@p
gres tly homored by all that. nmmmﬁﬂr




Jimmie

5T PETER®
JIMMIE

&1 PEIER#

JIMMIE

BT PETERssnes !

the most, but rether, a living memorial. mmm !
14ve 1n the hearts of all Americans. A 1ight of ..,
understanding of the ideals for which he lived and died.

One that must be eternally cared for and cherished by '
each and every American, J

Gee, that means that everbody would have a share im making |
this memorial, not only the grownups, but our kids too, ?
and their kids—

Yes, Jimaie, and 1t «#ill last as long as Man shall 1live.
A living memorial.....Not just something to look at, :
It means a job for every one of usy- to keep that light
burning., Well, you tell the President we always did love
a good job, and he can depend that We'll handle this one ri

That Wowad make A me— x
very happy, All the world »ENFEXEENEIGX XX
will admire that memorial. By its light all people will '
understand and love you better too, Well I must be getting .
back, It has been nice knowing you,.

Bame here, Bt.Peter, Thanks, You say those Medics are

me back?

5T. PETER® I'1l say goodbye now, GOood 1life, until we meet again, |

MUBIC

HARRATOR

 Be was certain, for he had o Feul reason to live. M

!'un—uallmlq-mmwﬂm_mﬁ-ﬂ-.
and rose high when Jimmie opened his eyes and smiled at
the Medies quietly grouped about him, mumuﬁm

n't want hWh”mm
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REST BUT ACTUALLY HE FOUSD IT EASY AND COMFORTING TO TALK,

That light—he felt it and it warmed his heart.....

As Jimmie talked the Medics busied themselves about their
work, working harder than ever, tills sweat poured....
Would you say- THAT MEN WERE SOFT WHOSE TEARS FLOWED FREELY
THROUGHE THEIR POREST######After applying a tourniquet, one of
them raised his back and remarked—— Wasn't it odd that the
President had asked a favor that in the end really made their
own lives richer? Busxsusyy But they understood....

It was just like the Chief, All the men agreed in their

GI way...Franklin Delano Roosevelt—— HE WAS ONE REGULAR GUY.

AL

PAUL LOVETT

415 Central Park West
Hew York, 25, B.1.

Ri. 8-0058.

P Tha——
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