
Foreword

'l

is the sixth annua'i uoraherThis

of the ''Kueuif 5-- the Year

The Jesse Leeof Jesse Lee Home.

Home is a mission maintained hy

the Woman's Home Missionary

Society of the Methodist

Episcopal Church,

to furnish a' h-ome and to give

industrial training to the

homeless children of Alaska.

One hundred and twenty children

cared for annually and

sixteen adults are employed on

The aim is

are

the staff.

The children attend the puhlic ^

schools of Alaska. The grade

children go to the Mission

The high ●Territorial School,

school pupils are enrolled in

the '.'/illiara H. Seward High

Classes and.theorySchool.

put in actual prastice are . i

employed to .teach industrial

Care- is taken to esta'br--

lish correct health habits.

wo rk,

The importance: of. the duties of

citizenship are stressed,

than all else our home seeks to

of life.

More

show the Christian v\ra>
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Jesse Lee Home, as seen from the logging trail

Dear Alaska
. ‘

■'in the I'lorth ay home-land lies?
Lairest'spot heneath the skies? ■ ■ .
hhe^^e my heart is ever turning as I roam ^ ^
To the dear and simple life, ■ .
Dree from turmoil and from strife, . ' '
0 this land is dear j^^laska and my home,
Tell me of a land where glov/s.
Moonlight bright upon the 'snov/s, ' , ■
kliere the flowers 'bloom the fairest from the 'Locon?
^■^here the rivers and'the rills, .
Blend among the mossy hills,
0 this land is dear xilaska and my home.

Our land of story, te sing thy glory,
Our hearts and voices are rising to ,the
Land'that is fairest, hearts that are

●  We cfown Alaska, dear land of the free.

"“^5 .
rarest,' -

' ■'I'n!,.

Tell me of a land where friends, ,
Are. as 'brothers till ^time ends? '■ ' „
Birst; to last their deep love grips you through and through
Vv'here we stand for all that's- true, '
God and Home and Country too? :

;  0 this la,nd is dear Alaska and my home.
Tell me of a land where gold,
Treasures rare as yet untold,

. ^^.nd all other gifts to man
We are bless'd beyond compare, .
I.n this land of beauty rare,
0 this land is dear .^.lasica and my home.

'neath heaven's dome.

Our land of story, we sing thy glory,
Our hearts and voices are rising to thee?
Land that is fairest, hearts that are rarest,

dear land of the free. i
v?e crown ^Maska,

C-..G o.S'S-'-'Mrs. .. A.
Mrs. L.J.Day
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And they said one to another —
Did not our hearts with rapture glow

'JS/hen along the road he taliced with us.
Those men of long ago.

ti
A

It KA X'

0And still along the roads of life
He draweth near to men;
And as we share his comradship
¥e feel that warmth again.

A'
K-‘*/

Aiu 00, Master, as we hlaze new trails
Or travel swift and sure;
Drav/ near and warm our hearts with love
And make our motives pure.

fS

t
V>
X' Myrtle Canterbury Hatten

(i
.y/%\ -“>;g



/  ■■■ ■»'v
- I ,

il;
I  'V : -’i i-''

>7.^5

'f4 ^l'
!

;.ij f';,v N V
’

{'● ji
/7 ■

; ●<-/ / v'i!●
(■ . '

Vj ■ yA ^■

it
/

// ,1●Ii, \ ●'●
'

Vi Sk ■

f ' n
;i

t//I ; f ‘fM V' ■ ‘■y <  . .●
b‘ ● ^ ‘ ^ f7I. :

/  ii i A■t!>\ H?
)  ■

,  fi] i I
,1 4:v / KN ?I ;-●3iV"'X V '/)

/I
, n

g
/

I/ ●V\v  I5^
J/.

>, ^

9,
ii

'  I V
. 1 ''

Dedication

' We dedicate this,annual number
of our Kueuit to the memory
of those first devoted miss.ion-

. arfes who, armed with courage
and guided with love, blazed jH
the trail 'and made possible
the road upon which we now Itravel May the inspiration
of their lives of service
encourage us to extend the t

i

highway and keep it in good t
t

repair.
I
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THE JEHAPrfACK: TIUIL

I like the wide and common road

ilHiere all may walk at will,

The worn and rutted country road

That runs from hill to hillj

the road through pastures green

Worn by home-coming feet

Of lowing kine and barefoot boy

vVhere twilight shadows meet.

I like

But I like best the Knapsack Trail

Wierein my heart and I

Hay walk and talk in quietness

With angels passing by.

The lonely Trail through forest dim

That leads ,to God-knows~where.

That winds' from tree to spotted tree

'Till sudden—we are there I
(Edwin Osgood Grover)


