Ballad of the River Called Red
By Neoma A. Laken

The beckoning Red calls to me,


My heart yearns to travel along;

As it bends and twists and moves downstream


I hear its plaintive song.

“Follow me, follow me, I’m going north”,


Says the mighty River Red to me,

Sometimes I’m tranquil, peaceful and calm,


Other times, wild and free.

I am the historic River Red of the North,


Voice of the travelers of old;

Voyageurs and explorers and fur traders,


Those people that were ever so bold.

For eons and eons I’ve flowed to the north,


And forever I’ll lie in my bed;

I am the past and the present and future


Of the valley of the famous River Red.
