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The voyageur smiles as he listens

To the sound that grows apace;

Well he knows the vesper ringing
Of the bells of St. Boniface.

The bells of the Roman Mission,

That cal] from their turrets twain,

To the boatman on the river,

To the hunter on the plain!

Even so, in our mortal journey

The bitter north-winds blow,
And thus upon life's Red River

Our hearts,. as oarsmen, row.

And when the Angel of Shadow

Rests his feet on wave and shore,
And our eyes grow dim with watching,

And our hearts faint at the oar.

Happy is he who heareth

The signal of his release

In the bells of the Holy City,
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