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In Memory of F. D. R. 

Thrice and once again he laboured 
With the State's cares as his own. 
To reap, by death at last prevented. 
The seeds of peace which he had sown. 

Loved by us, by all respected, 
By Ally. Axis, friend and foe, 
As in the midst of bitter combat 
They stop· to bow with slackened bow. 

For him the fearful strife is ended, 
His duty done for evermore ; 
At last his suffering was rewarded. 
He could tell us, "No more war." 

In that coming hour of victory. 
In that peace it shall proclaim, 
We shall not forget his service. 
To liberty we link his name. 
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