
 

Appendix 

to CBSC Decision 00/01-832 

CJKR-FM re the song" Highway Girl (Live)" by the Tragically Hip 

 

   
I.          The Complaint  

The following complaint dated April 5, 2001 was sent to the CBSC:  

Dear Canadian Broadcast Standards Council; 
  
On Monday April 2 while listening to Power 97 CKJR [sic] FM 
radio in Winnipeg Manitoba at approximately 11:02 or so I was 
outraged to hear a song about a couple that wanted to shoot 
themselves and then in clear language an F- - - sharp that’s it.  
As a tax paying Canadian citizen I demand that legal action be 
taken re this disgusting language on public radio. 
  
I spoke to [...] the program director on Tuesday April 3 regarding 
this situation.  He told the name of the song which I forgot and 
the group “The Hip”. 
  
He also told me that it’s the most requested song on their list.  I 
demand as a tax payer (a rather ticked off one right now) that 
something be done about this.  

  

II.         The Broadcaster’s Response  

The Program Director of CJKR-FM responded to the complainant’s 
letter on May 14, 2001 with the following:  

The Canadian Broadcast Standards Council (“CBSC”) has asked 
us to respond to your letter of April 5, 2001.  In your letter, you 
raised concerns regarding a song that was aired on CJKR-FM 
(“Power 97") on April 2, 2001.  
We believe that your complaint related to the song, Highway Girl 
(Live), by Tragically Hip aired on the Power 97.  Power 97 is a 
mainstream rock station targeted toward 18-34 year olds, in 
particular males.  Audience testing conducted by an independent 
research firm suggests that Tragically Hip is the most popular 
band on Power 97.  Tragically Hip is also regarded as Canada’s 
favourite rock band.  In fact, this past summer, the Tragically Hip 



played a free concert in front of 80,000 fans at “The Forks” in 
support of War Child Canada. 
  
Power 97, in support of that concert, aired a “Hip Pay to Play 
Weekend” which did as the name suggests: enabled the listener 
to, by offering a donation to War Child Canada, request the Hip 
song of their choice.  The Tragically Hip’s Highway Girl (Live), 
the song named in your complaint, was the most requested song 
that weekend by a margin of more than two to one, raising over 
$4,000 for War Child Canada. 
  
We believe that Power 97's listenership is well versed in what to 
expect from a Tragically Hip live track.  Lead singer Gord Downie 
is celebrated for his “rants” that often take place during their live 
performances.  We regret that these “rants” in the Song offended 
you.  Many of Power 97's listeners find the Program humorous.  
Humour and taste are extremely subjective elements and relative 
to the point of view of an individual.  We appreciate that the Hip 
songs, like many contemporary rock hits can sometimes be 
controversial in nature and not for everyone’s taste. 
  
As a member of the CBSC, we take all steps to abide by their 
Codes.  We regret that the Song has offended you for that was 
not our intent. 
  
We trust that the foregoing responds to the concerns raised in 
your letter regarding the Program.  At Power 97, we recognize 
the importance of listener feedback and appreciate all 
comments.  We thank you for taking the time to share your 
concerns with us and hope that you will continue to enjoy the 
vast array of programming we offer on Power 97.  
  

III.        Additional Correspondence  

The complainant attached the following letter to his Ruling Request 
dated May 16, 2001:  

Dear CBSC:  

            I find CKJR’s [sic] response inadequate.  

I want that song in question off the air as it is absolutely 
disgusting. 

  

IV.       Notes and Transcripts of the Broadcast in Question  

The song “Highway Girl (Live)” by The Tragically Hip played at 
approximately 11:02 am on April 2, 2001.  



The lyrics of the song are as follows (as taken from The Tragically 
Hip’s website <www.thehip.com>):  

Highway Girl 
  
I’m going down to see my highway girl 
She just got back from around the world 
I’m gonna get me a gun, I’m gonna stand on guard 
In a little white booth in her front yard. 
  
Throwing rocks at her window what could she do 
If you throw enough rocks one might break through 
Well she looked out her window when the police came 
To see a big tin man dancing in the rain. 
  
Oh my little highway girl 
Oh my little highway girl 
  
She said, Don’t you think babe you push a bit too fast 
I said, Slowing down don’t make it last 
And a memory’s never gonna set you free 
Go out and see that world and bring it home to me 
  
Oh my little highway girl 
Oh my little highway girl 
Oh my little highway girl 
Oh my little highway girl  

In the middle of the song, after the first chorus, the lead singer 
performs one of his signature ‘rants’; that is, he tells a story or 
recites a poem in a stream-of-consciousness style.  

He begins this particular rant by talking about the girl’s apartment.  
He then paraphrases lyrics from another Tragically Hip song 
(“Locked in the Trunk of a Car”):  

We were dumping the body and we’d laugh.  We found a place 
that was dark and rotten, a place where the police helicopters 
would never spot us.  I destroyed the map that we’d so carefully 
dotted.  Every day we’re dumping a body. [unintelligible].  

The story then continues as follows:  

Every single day.  And we’d laugh about it.  That’s when I knew it 
was time that we both killed ourselves together.  Together we 
were nothing but a menace.  Apart we were nothing but lonely.  I 
read too much.  I thought we should kill ourselves.  She doesn’t 
read a thing.  She believed me.  Are you really the messiah?  
Yes I am.  She was younger than me too, she was younger than 
me.  And I said to her, I said, “You know Pauline, no one stamps 
on a burning bag of shit anymore.  Nobody.”  Are you really the 
messiah?  Yes I am.  Believe it.  So we opted to kill ourselves, as 

http://www.thehip.com/


I said, but had one rifle and one bullet, so I told her to put her 
head down close to the barrel and I put the barrel sort of into her 
mouth and I’d be right behind it with my head right behind hers 
and I said her life would end instantly; mine might have a few 
extra minutes of agony and suffering. 
  
She couldn’t pull the trigger, so we attached a string to it around 
the lamp and to the door knob.  The first person to come into her 
cheap fucking apartment would blow both our heads off. 
  
We got, we got to thinking; we changed our minds.  You know, I 
mean, we got scared.  And, ah, and, and kind of chickened out 
[unintelligible] and we’d laugh, you know, we’d laugh together.  
What were we thinking?  We’re not, together we’re not that bad.  
We don’t need to kill ourselves.  We don’t need to kill ourselves.  
And then the D-train rattled overhead and knocked the door ajar, 
the joor adar, the door ajar, the door ajar, the jar adoor.  And 
then the faulty lock, the door swung open.  And killed her.  That’s 
my story and I’m stickin’ to it.  

After more of the actual song, towards the end, the singer 
paraphrases another one of his own songs (“At the Hundredth 
Meridian”) with the line  

And get Ry Cooder to sing my eulogy, all right? 

   

  

   


