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75 Binacarth Road,
Toronto, Canads, Aug, 17, '46,

Mrg. Eleanor Roosevelt,
Hyde Park, N.Y.
U.5.4,

T

Dear Madame;

I am taking the liberty of sending you the
enclosed poem. I wrote it some montha age but, at the
time, felt it might be presuming to send it to youn.

Please just think of it as s humble tribute
from a Canadian admirer of Mr. Roosevelt.

Yours truly,




BY MR. ROOSEVELT'S GRAVE.

I humbly stand beside this snow-white stone
Thet lies, rose compassed, 1n the sunset glow,-
A nation's shrine, '"twill never be moss grown
Put cherished more as generations go.

For here rests ome of Mankind's trueat friends
Who might have ghared 1ife longer, but he choase
The jcurner‘a rougher roads - not his owvm ende -
And bravely battled to correect our woes.

I pense his presence in the closing day

And hear him say,- "I sought no fleeting praise
For any good I worked aleng Life's way,

Heward enough 1f only I 4id raise

The lot of brother men by some degree.”

Thus as I meditate he speaks to me.

G.B.R.
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THE OFEN DOOR

We miss you, Franklin Hoosevelt
A= the daye and months go by.
You were e true Americen,

On you we could rely.

You @reated during the depression,
The C C C, and the W F 4 too,
To glve women, boys, and leboring men,

some honest work to do.

The sewing room,; office work and,
Other projecte in our land,
Eept millions from etarvation,

Your noble acts were grand.

Ahd when World War wae foreed on us,
If it had not been for you.

¥e would have as our dictatore,
Hittler, end the Mikesdo.

Eﬁ; Thitahbﬁi; naver-kuusad.

A patriot more true.

And these are just my humble thoughts,

I now broadcast of you,

— — — e

Sc on the Resurection Morning,
Wnen to the gates of Heaven you go.
The engele with songs will greet you.

And there will be an open door.

Composed Angnst 31,

E
-P

19448,

?

e



	0001
	0002
	0003
	0004
	0005
	0006

