
Flower Legend 

 

There was a drought in Texas long ago 

Hills and valleys were parched and dry 

A Comanche chief told his people what to forgo 

A valued gi� must be given to the great spirit in the sky 

 

His small daughter took her beloved doll 

 with its bonnet of bright feathers 

Upon a hill so very tall, with love she gave to the sky 

For a change of weather 

 

That night, rain fell from the Texas sky 

Fields of bright blue flowers spread forth 

I tell you this story, I would not lie 

That, my friend, was the blue bonnets birth 

 

Same Indian Chief, same litle girl 

She played all day watching sagebrush whirl 

Nigh�me came and she found herself lost 

It became cold, the ground covered in frost 

 

The village went out to the trail 

Even the old chief, though he was frail 

He came upon her where she lay, wrapped in yellow and red flowers 

He called then Indian blanket—known to this day 


