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Len UtConnor HONUAY, QODTWAry 7, Licu

It was with genuine sadness that fTiends of Gus Bowe heard the news of his

death. FHe was a man of quality and tolerance and sympathy.

There is a tendency when a pfominent person lilke Aucustine Bowe dies-- There is

a tendency to exaggerate his virtues. 1In his case, in all honesﬂy, the difficuity

lies in trving to find the words that properly give credit to bis memory,

for all he did to make this world ~ better place in which to live.

Judge Bowe was a courtly man; a distinctive-looking man. He was comfortable
in the presence of poets, self-assured in the elesancies of Soclaty, lmowledseahle
and devoted in working toward a solution of probdlems that beset persoms in

despalr.

He was chairman of the Chicago CommissionAon Buman Relations when that kind

of interest was not as reépectable as 1t ‘is now. He gave his time to the
Hational Conference of Christians and Jews. He had a deep soclal consciousness
and the courage to take on difficult -assignments which other men of prominence

would studiously avoid.

There was a real greatness in this man. Mayor Daley sald that Chicago has
lost a great citizen, and 4t has. Mr. Daley said that he had lost a personsl
friend. We can echo that; we have, too. It was a privilege to have known

the man for whom the City mourns.

And I am Len O'Connor.

e, e,
. ‘XERO', “XERO
COPY INORY

1
1
i
-

/XERO

zonva
, :



