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Come all

ILL SMIETH LIVES IN AN OLD FARMHOUSI

a mile from Loma's Diner, one of the social centers of South
Colton. In the scrubby hills at the northwestern edge of
the Adirondacks, it’s the kind of hamler you don't look
twice it \\lu n \\}1- --~]‘1|11'_: }‘\ on llh W t.HI\' hl'_'l]\\ "
there's no chic nustic-fumiture shop or charming Victo
rian inn, just a convenience store and the brown-sided
.Jlmx'l, hﬂll!ln'.l in I Wik \|~

Sixty-one vears ago, when Smith, the youngest of ten children, was

bom in a farmhouse three miles from here, this country was all dirt roads
Hhi Pasture I .m1ll1t'\ were ] Irge, o ensure I]h‘h' Were ¢iu '|1-_fl| h.nn'- o
help with the farm chores. Men spent part of their time working in the
woods, women tended the animals, and most evervbody sang or fiddled
ind square danced until dawn on Saturday nights in the local grange
hall or the schoolhouse at Cooks Corners

Smith's father was a jobber for the logging camps, hiring our with a
team of horses to work as far away as Cranberry Lake. His mother took
care of the kids, kept the books for a lumber company, milked the tam
ily’s fifteen cows, fed the pigs and horses, and tended the large vegetable
garden. But no marter what she was doing, “she always sang,” he says
“We'd sit around at night on the porch and sing songs, her and 1"

Some songs she learme d trom the lumbermen who staved at the farm
house tor a day or two on their way into or out of the woods. “Mother
would give them a handout and say, *Sing a song."” They'd sing not only
logeing songs like “Once More A-Lumbering Go™ and “Tebo” but also
old songs—bhallads like “The Dyving Soldier” and “Barbara Allen™—and
cowboy songs. “There was a relationship between loggers and cowboys
ind gold miners and wandering-type people,” says Smith. “They were
never warm, they were never dry, and they went from one place to
another.”

His mother also learmned songs from Grace Green, who lived down the
road and had eighteen children. “She used to sing a song about a guy
that got lost and died in a sandstone cave in North Carolina,” but both
women had different styles, notes Smith. Grace Green “sang a cappel
la. She could belt it right out,” whereas his mother “sang more tune
songs. She'd whistle a melody. I'm the same way, there's always a tune
going in my head.”

Smith opens up a blue-green notebook in which he's listed “a small

sampling” of the songs he knows. In big scrawling scnipt he’s written

them down by categ P irlor songs, ethnic songs, tarmer songs, log
ging songs, tragedy songs, prison songs, hobo songs, square-dance songs,
Adirondack songs, funny songs, love songs

Singing wasn't an activity limited to the home. On weekends Smith
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