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This song, coming close upon the heels of the ac-
cident which it chronicles, achieved controversy when
radio stations in the region refused to give airplay to the
recording. This can be seen as a backhanded compli-
ment to the evocative power of the writing, as it was felt
that the song describes the event' so graphically that
people involved in the tragedy wouldn't be able to
handle it. Passage of time has dulled the controversy
over the song (although a judicial inquiry hasn't com-
pletely extinguished the controversy over the accident's
cause, hinted at in the last verse); nevertheless the song
stands as one of the most vivid and harrowingly descrip-
tive examples in the genre of train wreck songs.

"The Hinton Train Disaster" can be heard on Wiz
Bryant's album Spirit of the North (Boot BOS- 7250).

THE SHORTEST -UVED SONG EVER
WRITTEN AND HOW IT WAS SALVAGED

Eastbo\Uld for Winnipeg, the silver Skeena flies,
Whistling tluough the foothills in the morning sunrise;
The passengers are sleeping, you can hear a baby cry,
When you're nine miles east of Hinton, where the

mo\Ultains touch the sky.

Freight train number 413, westbo\Uld upon the track,
Three locomotive engines, with the freight cars on their

back;
They boarded her at Edson, before the coming dawn,
8:38 a.m., a clear day coming on.

The freight train never waited to clear the one main line,
Now three red lights are flashing, and they've run out of

time;
You can hear a voice a-screaming, "There's a train upon

the track!"
Now there's only silence, as the S\Ul is turning black.

Five locomotives tangled, in the freezing winter air,
70 cars derailed, the dead scattered everywhere,
Charcoal clouds of diesel fuel, smouldering in the sun,
Survivors numbed and terrified, God's mercy on each

one.

Patriotic ballyhoo makes me nervous, and I don't
follow sports. But that Friday night race in Seoul in
September 1988 was different. I went nuts!

Saturday morning, I woke up still high on Ben's
victory, and wrote a one-verse celebration in song called
"Ben's Revenge". That evening, I sang it as my con-
tribution to the Calgary Singers' Circle, a group of
friends who meet monthly to exchange songs. The same
night, Calgary folksinger Lyn Luft performed "Ben's
Revenge" at a coffeehouse for peace. The song went
over well with both groups.

Sunday, the words to "Ben's Revenge" were posted
conspicuously on the wall of a federal election cam-
paign office. Apparently, morale improved.

Monday, the steroid scandal broke. It was bad news
for Ben, Canada, and my song. Forty-eight hours after
being written, "Ben's Revenge" was outdated and un-
funny.

The earth is spinning slowly, through the emptiness of
space,

There's uiumph and there's tragedy upon the human
race;

And the Rockies stand as sentinels, above a sleepy pulp
mill town,

But for the families of the fated trains, the sky has fallen
down.

And the railway men are baffled, as the official death
toll climbs;

Now they say the radio failed, and the song has lost its
rhyme,

And the dead are not forgotten, you can hear their
mournful cry,

When you're nine miles east of Hinton, where the
mountains touch the sky.
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The campaign manager removed the words from the
wall and thanked me for the effort. My friends from the
Singers' Circle phoned to offer condolences. It was no
use. "Ben's Revenge" was dead.

In February 1989, Lyn called and asked for the
second verse of "Ben's Revenge". She wanted to per-
fonn the song at Teacher's Convention the following
day. I told her I'd get back to her with the second verse.
Then, to make good on the promise, I sat down and
wrote it. History had proven that "Ben's Revenge" was
not the right title. So I changed it to "There's Gold in
Them Thar Pills". And here it is.

Rona Altrows

THERE'S GOLD IN THEM THAR PILLS

(nee "Ben's Revenge")

Words @ 1989 by Rona Altrows

Music: "0 Canada" EILEEN McGANN: Elements, Dragonwing Music
DRGN 111

Eileen McGann is one of dtose uncommon Canadian
singers who can effectively traverse dte musical boun-
daries separating traditional from contemporary song.
She has been a welcome performer lately at folk fes-
tivals across Canada, and this, her first record, is equally
welcome.

The presentation of the songs is elaborate - some-
times a little overly so, 1 feel. Six singers provide back-
ing vocals, at different times or in groups together;
seven accompanying musicians are featured, among
them Grit Laskin, Ken Whiteley, Garnet Rogers and
David Woodhead, in addition to Eileen's own guitar.
Yet in general, despite its complexity, the accompani-
ment is not so over-obtrusive as is the case on too many
other records nowadays.

Eileen's songs fall conveniently into five groups.
Three tunes are traditional. Her unaccompanied version
of "My Lagan Love", that mysterious and bewitching
Irish song that mixes reality and fantasy so elaborately,
is splendid. Her version of "I Live Not Where 1 Love" is
good, but 1 fervently wish that she hadn't chosen to
repeat its first verse at the end, since that, for me,
transforms a properly climactic conclusion into a mere
anticlimax. In contrast, the 16th-century variant of the
traditional "Riddle Son~" merits unreserved praise.

Fast off the mark
He left the pack behind,
Sailed for the gold
In nine point seven nine.
Eat your heart out, Carl,
You are hist'ry now;
Join the mass of common men,
For there's not a soul
In this whole wide world
Can catch up with our Ben.
Mark well my words:
Canada, get set,
Next year he's bound to run it faster yet. (repeat)

Well, maybe not-
The truth made children cry;
Ben says he's clean
But test results don't lie.
Mister Dubin, sir,
What is coming next?
Will this scourge on sport be stopped?
Will our legacy
To this nation's kids
Be the pills our athletes popped?
Mark well my words,
You who compete:
Gold turns to rust when minds and bodies cheat. (repeat)


