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F A L L IN G  L E A F

Far beyond the rolling prairie 
Lived the fairest Indian maiden 
Kver seen by m ortal eyes;
She whose cheeks were like the roses. 
T he daughter of a w arrior chief,
Sent to cheer their home in autum n, 
And they called her Falling  Leaf.

From  the depths of a tangled forest, 
On a quiet sum m er day,
Came a stranger lone and weary.
On his long and lonely way;
W eeks passed by and still he lingered. 
“ G entle Falling L eaf,”  he cried — 
W ith a smile of love she promised 
To be his happy bride.

On one quiet day she wandered 
O ’er the prairie waste alone;
Long she watched and waited,
But his fate was never known;
W ith  the sum m er leaves she faded, 
W ith  the autum n leaves she died,
A nd they closed her eyes in slum ber 
On that Blackfoot river side.

Falling L eaf,” the breezes whisper, 
Of the sp ir it’s early flight;
For w ithin tha t lonely wigwam 
T h ere 's  a wail of woe tonight.

—Albert llilletdoux, Junior.

M V T R IP  FROM  A L A SK A  TO CH EM AW A

My home is in the southern part of A laska. Look on the m ap and 
find Kodiak Island; tha t is my home. It was on the m orning of January 
14, 1912, when sister and I left Kodiak; the snow was on the ground. 
W e had been on board the boat for about a week when one m orning 
while I was in bed I felt the boat stop; th is woke me up and I heard 
them talk ing  on board the deck. “ W e are on the ro ck .” they said.


