THE EDMUND FITZGERALD

The I egend lives on fromthe Chi ppewa on down
O the big | ake they call @ tchigum

Superior, it's said, never gives up her dead
When the skies of Novenber turn gl oony.

Wth a load of iron ore - 26,000 tons nore

Than the EDMUND FI TZGERALD wei ghed enpty

That good ship and crew was a bone to be chewed
Wen the gal es of Novenber cane early

( Chor us)

Ch say a prayer

For the nen of the EDMUND FI TZGERALD
CGood nmen and wonen, a prayer

For the crew of the EDMUND FlI TZGERALD

The ship was the pride of the Anmerican side

Loaded deep at a mll in Wsconsin

As the big freighters go it was bigger than nost
Wth a crew and the Captain well seasoned.

On good voyage terns with a couple of steel firns

To the port of Detroit they were steering

But later that night when the ship's bell rang tw ce
Could it be the North Wnd they'd been feeling?

The wind in the wires nade a tattl etal e sound
Wen the waves tore a hole in the railing

Then every man knew, as the Captain did, too,
"Twas the witch of Novenber cone stealing.

The sky was |like slate and the breakfast was |ate
As the gal es of Novenber cane sl ashing

When afternoon cane it was all freezing rain

In the face of a hurricane west w nd

When supper tinme cane the old cook cane on deck
Saying "Fellas it's too rough to feed ya"

At seven p.m the main hatchway gave in

He said "Fellas it's been good to know ya"

The Captain knew then he had water comng in

And the good ship and crew were in peril

And when |ater her lights were no | onger in sight
'Twas the end of the EDMUND FI TZGERALD

Does anyone know where the | ove of God goes

When the wind turns the mnutes to hours?

The searchers all say they'd have nade Wi tefish Bay
If they'd fifteen nore mles behind her.



She m ght have split up or she mght have capsi zed
As she pl oughed through the white raging waters
Now al |l that remains are the faces and the nanes
For the wives and the sons and the daughters.

Lake Huron rolls on and Superior sings

In the ruins of her ice water mansion

Ad Mchigan steans |i ke a young nan's drears,
The i slands and bays are for sportsnen.

And farther bel ow Lake Ontario

Takes in what Lake Erie can send her

As the iron boats go, the | ake mari ners know
To beware of the gal es of Novenber

In Detroit the next day nmany gathered to pray
In the Maritime Sailors' Cathedral

The church bell it chinmed and rang 29 tines
For each man on the EDMUND FI TZGERALD.

The | egend lives on fromthe Chi ppewa on down
O the big | ake they call @G tchigum
Superior, they say, never gives up her dead
Wien the gal es of Novenber cone early.

- Gordon Lightfoot



