A favewell tribute te Will Regers and Wiley Pest

Peetress, lirs C. G, Heraden
"Adios™ » '

All we knew is what we read in the papers; but, oh, how musch each ecan tell,
A place in far eff Alaska, twe mem we knew and loved se well,
"Wiley Poat and Will Regers," headlines of the papers read,

"An airplene accident im Alaskal Plane destreyed! Both flyers deadi"

The whele werld's stusmed, No eme can realize, Surely such news can't be trues

Twe such men as Will and Wileyee-setheir werk heree=-eii CAN'T BE threugh.

The papers say they dined with BEskimes, and had fflewn the highest peak}
All whe met them made them weleeme, Sceres of friends they made eaech weeks
Now their flying days are eover, MNeuntain peaks ne nere 6 sean, '

Unexpectedly,God has shown us that He had anether plam,

Se we say, "Adiis. Will Regers." as our eyes are filled with tears,
" The' yeu're gene,we won't ferget yeu, iemory will limger threugh the years,
Memory of Ne Bo Co anmeuneing , 'Will Regers is en the airi’,

lemory of your spleamdid aeting im the pieture called 'State Pairl 7

And the Senate and the Cemgress, why, when they get inte a jam,

We wen't know a thing abeut it. It was Will whe teld on them.

We have memories of a fellew with his hatt half in his faee,
Ghewing gum and wiseechacking, as he gees frem place te plaee
Bjrnliaz geed will te the Nerweigan, the Russian, The Frenchman and Eskimeo$

Making everybedy happy, anywhere he happensed te go.

' But, Will, the eld.alarm cleck has given the signals:-
The eurtain has fallea fer yeou and Pesty
The ni.go frem Charemere, Okinhm, and Ade of flyers,

Adies}




