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Frank kxnew what people wanted, little people,
oig people, white pecple, black people, unimpor-
tant people that are important. News men stancing
on the corner, gray naired, clothes suabby and
worn, standing in hot -aathnr sweat sonking up

1d weather, 1ips
plue, tough but good natured bartenders, truek
drivers, overalls, grimy hats and blistered
hands., Movie stars and {amous people with ‘
diamond rings and fur coats, laundry men, butchers,
?ngruaq, elerks. These are tie ones that voted

or him. ‘ !

Fpanle. tried to give tuem a falir chance for 1life,
liverty’ and happirdesd. He 'a-n't alw;ys right in
his 1ideas, but he trled. ;

I always tnew tlhat one cay he would have to die,
but it seemed impossivle. HNot my Frank, who

after three terams of president, still had uis

% sénse of humour and who still could travel F
rou onhe country to the ether, seeking to ereate

a just and lasting peace. With his paralized

legs 1in heavy braces, wa<ing it an effort to

move; getting around in a wheel chair, who, one

of his best com panions was his dog, Fala.

Tuen oné not,April day,-fuur of us girls went
cowntown to get some shoes: for we. We hac spent
the whole day looicing for them, perspiration had
run into our leg make-up and was seeping cown
through our open toed shoes, the air was full of
carbon moni:ide from _owntown Seattle, when we
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Miss Jackie Taylor
M2 - 6lst SW.
Seattle 6, Wash.

saw 'the snoes ', in a wlndow,=---

With one shoe off and cae shoe on, a sudden
hush came over tue store, as the clerk sald,
Mthe president is deadlP——veee——

Souehow I got my own shoes on and scmeone else
said, "don't rou want these shoes?®

Qutside tue sun was still shining, but I don't
«now why. The traffic secemed to have stopped,
people w=re just stanuing around talsing to
perfect strangers, 3aying, %1 wonaer how it
happened, and whut will happen to us now?®

To myselr I thoought, 'not my Frank, he couln't
be dead rl

Around that shabby newsman I saw stuaned people
buying papers, one old woman was crying openly.
Truclc arivers, cleris, housewives, white collar
workers; out this wasn't just Seattle, it was
Caina, Englund, fussiu; graat leaders, little
peopie and big people, .uring papers, :ryving,
and I kxnew otlhiers wecre praying.
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