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A Brief Comment on Two Songs

“The Slaves in my Garage” was composed by David Querido, and we have reproduced his manuscript, complete
with guitar tablature, exactly as he sent it to us. Apart from the short handwritten introduction, David didn’t give us
any more information on the song, but it is fairly self-evident. We have a tradition in Canadian Folk Music of
printing protest songs and environmental songs (as well as traditional songs), and “Slaves” fits both of those
categories of contemporary folksong.

The song you will find on the next page has no pretension of helping to change the world. We printed four of
my environmental songs in a previous issue, and that is enough of the serious stuff from me for a little while. This
song in fact appears here only because we had to expand the issue to forty pages from our normal thirty-six in order
to accommodate Anna’s presidential column, and that left us with a single page to fill. All my other unpublished
songs were too long. Not one of them could be squeezed onto a single page except “Wild Geese Blues.” So here it
is, with at least the merit of relative brevity. | wrote it when the partner of a friend of mine decided to up and leave
town in order to live at the other end of our rather wide country. She took their child with her. He had been working
hard—perhaps too hard—trying to set up his own business while holding down a regular job, and suddenly his
world collapsed around him. He toyed with the idea of pulling up stakes and heading for the East Coast. In the end
he didn’t go, and he did find another partner, so the song is not an accurate reflection of his life-story, but I hope that
it is nonetheless true to life in a more general way. | bet there are plenty of readers who know the feeling of working
for an ungrateful employer. And, as one of the lines puts it, “we all get itchy feet when the beer has gone flat.” Also
there can’t be many of you who haven’t felt the call of that gorgeous fiddle and pipe music in Cape Breton and on
the mainland of Nova Scotia. So, for what it’s worth, here is “Wiild Geese Blues.”

E.D.G.
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