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DAYS AT DAWN

1. Go On Back To Momma
2. She Was A Lady 1. Daddy Lonesome
3. 1 Will Be Your Friend 2. Morning That Looks Like Rain
4. Heart Of The Roll 3. Pharisee
5. 1 Would Be Confessed 4. Horseman ;
6. Spanish Hope 5. Leave The Bottles On The Floor
7. Blind Man’s Stepping Stones
8. Lord Offaly 6. Singer In The Band
9. The Prisoner 7. You Wear It Like A Crown
8. Twenty Golden Years Ago
10. The Gypsy 9. Sad Dark Eyes
11. Cross The e 10. As | Used To Know Her
12. Na-Na 11. You've Only Been A Stranger
13. Down By The Dockyard 12. Please Come I:Iome
14. Bells Of Time ,'3- Sweet Lil
15. Lady Margaret 14. in’s Just A State Of Mind
15. Epitaph

16. | Only Know Your As A Stranger
17. As 1 Used To Know Her
18. Love Like A Lady
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‘LORD OFFALY

I} GO ON BACK TO MOMMA (From the film"Gold 3 to momma / and tell her its alr r that you showed us / what
was really wrong and right / go on back to momma / and say we understand / but wed rather have our freedom / ¢ you steal it from our hands*
i am what god has made me / and theres nothing you can do /i really dont know why you try / for your chances are so few / 1o take away my freedom
/ well you have no chance at all / for my freedoms in my mind / and you cant break down the wall /* * /look what you done to jesus / you who .come
here in his name / you wha stuck the thorns into his hands / you who cant find one to blame / i dont need you 1o show me / the road i should be on
for the writings on the wall for you /and your time will soon be gone / * * /.

y A L. (4:25) she was a lady / its easy 10 see / with rings on her fingers / she used to be / the queen of the mansion / the belle of the
lmll now she just sits }|u nobody ealls / the bottle before her / glass in her hand / wearied and wasted / through nothing shed planned / the rags on
her shoulders / tell their own tale / shé rests on her memories / lonely and frail / *she was a lady / dont call her names / lady of yesterday / lady in chains
/ lady in chains / see how it rains / se¢ how it rains* / there once was 4 sailor / came over from france / could play any music / could sing and could
dance / taught her to love him / then left her alone / forsaken by family / trned from her home / she was a lady /'she lived in style / they travelied to
sce her / for many a mile / ah but now she just sits here / drinking her wine / if you buy her a glass or two / she wont think you unkind / * */
3) 1 WILL ALWAYS B UR FRIEND (4:00) *oh i would not be your enemy / thered be no need 1o pretend / if you will only love me /1 will
always be your tnuul iwi xH alwa 1\»m your {riend * / remember how it used 10 be /.the writing on the wall / the nights 1 used to wait outside of your
back door / remember how we used 1o nail £ old ruby 1o the floor / it could:all be just the way it was before / the night is long / my love is strong / could
you so soon forget / pretend wed never mel /* * / preachers in the alleyway / and judies down the hall / your daddys in the boozer gettin stoned / do
you remember how it used to be / when youre sittin home alone / with all your souvenirs your silent telephone / the night is long / my love is strong
could you so soon forget / pretend wed never met/ * */so why dont you turn on the light/ arid open up your door / and well pretend its just the way
it was before / you wont be fooled ag suwont belonely anymore / and its the only v
strong / could you s0 soon forget / pretend wed never met /* * /.

3) HEART OF THE ROLI her mother was a seamstress / her daddy worked in wood / she went to church on sunddy /just like every good
girl should / but who is her confessar now she wears the devils hood / is thereanyone 1o hear her / #heart of the roll /heart of the roll /heart of the roll

heart of the roll / heart of the roll / of the roll / sadie my ladie / shes the heart of the roll* / she could have been a sculptor / or made a master-
picce in paint / she could have been a poct /she could have been a saint / but is she ar he can make the mid-
night shine / * * / so if youre passin by her window / why dont you take a look inside / she might need the conversation / or a friend 10 be her guide /

you for a ride / shell just make the miduight shine /% * /

and she wont try to steal your soul when she tak

) EWOULD BE CONFESSED (5:08) come all you weary mistrels /
/ ive been alone for much too long / my \\.\vnh rin days are through /1 wish someone would ask mie in /id welcome it from you / A1 have not been con
tented / 100 long ive be 58 Wi ly love me /i would be confessed” / ive sat beside the devil /ive gambled on a fall / ive sting
for drinks in houses / where i got no thanks at all / and everything ve done was left / to do some other day / when the talkins done the drinks areé gone
theres nothin Jeft to say/ * * / ive watched the days go slowly /ive seen the scasons fall /and hidden in the doorways /10 shelter from the cold /1 have

made my life in riddles / and lived inside the lies / now id like to step inside awhile / throw off my disguise /% %/,

( vesare empty black as night /my heart is filled with hate / my name is faded from this Jand
u before my curtain falls / all mén shall hear my moans / my vengeance sing the waters oer / the blind mens stepping
and every man was blinded / his lineage for 1o save / then thrust upon the waters ¢
lked / the blind mens stepping stones / for scorna boy this deed done/ with needles smooth
and dread / the eyes of every Iynott pierced / the light from every head /and yet your curse still walks abroad / he dwells within your homu / the son |

[ and ulrsul be
stones / for nmnnnml or the loss of life / this choice the barratts gave
10 tread the dark unknown / and only emon lynott

of emon lynott curse / the blind mens stepping stones / the lynott that you now ha 1/ no lynott was at all / but fathered by macwil /heir of
connaught lord of all / tirawley will remember long /how loud the barratts moan / my vengeance sing the water oer/ the blind nm)»sup,ung, stones

the deed is done the debt is paid / and all was here is dust /tirawleys welshmen all the same / now beg for crumb and erust / for cromwell bas laid
plans so bold / and all men stand alone / for cromwells vengeance is not for / the blind mens stepping stones.

) **LORD OFFALY (6:33) iam the lord of offaly / sitken thornas is my fiame /no sword {or henry will'i hold / my heritage i claim /1o trast no more

in foreign kings / whose word i treat with
long 1 have been blind / this sword of state i give and more / the curse of geraldine / the chanting ofmy

y youll ever know for sure / the night is long / my love is

warning take by me 7 ive been oo long upon this road /10 sing in harmony

/ my father lie in londons tower / the prey of henrys pawns / here in your council chamber / where |
rper / foretells what must be done / my army

As the boat bound for Liverpool
Sings out her song

‘The cobble-stones echo the silence
Once she stood proud

And she held her head high

Her mills and her factories growin®
“Til hate come 1o rule her

Andl men told her lies

And father fought son never knowing
I'he gun became master

And prejudice ruled

A home made for madmen

A haven for fools

Still she's builr her own wasteland
In her churches and schools

Dead as the children she'’s buried

ArC NO $aiNIs or teachers
ason here nor rhyme
k robed missionaries of death

I'he bells of time

Down along the border

Upon a lonely night

I saw o man in flowir

His hair was snowy white

He said he was five hundred years
And his hands were cold as ice
From touching all the dead men
Who'd played the highest price
For living on his mountains

And running in his grass

He said he'd come to take his payment
Before the hour was passed

He was tired of seeing thicyes upon

What once was hisalone

And ashes in his valleys

Where once the flowers had grown

He said he'd seen the foreign Kings

Come marching through' the mud
O carye their image on the land

And write their mames in blood

And leave u legacy of hate

Upon this sleeping lund

That she might mever ris¢ again

“Io bite the feeding hand

He'd seen the haly'd churehes rise:
He'd watched the heroes fall

1o lie beneath their banners

While Judas stands so tall

Where behind Cagsar’s Searlet sword
A smiling Jesus Stands

No thorns upor his hooded brow

No holes into his hands.

0 cross upon his shoulder
There is no mark of shame
Upon the sellers of the truth
So none may know their name

As I walked among the green fields
One eyening in May
ied the fairest damsels
All au their sport and play
Such beauty as beguiled me

The one was Lady Margaret
The other Evelainne

I passed beside their garden
As T daily went my way
the cattle
I laboured for my p:

And as thie sun was setting low

i 1ghter ran like wine
And made the young men tremble
And made them lose their minds

My father often 1old me

Never enter through their gate
ot many young men had before
And none did know their fate
[hey say cach has the devil's eye
And none 1o merey show

Who ent

Where no earthly man ‘should g0

They say they loved a soldier

Who did take of both in turn

And when he had been saistied

He both nl'lhun did spusn

And they placed their curse upon himn
Til they xlmlmd his life away

And on every man who enters

‘They take their vengeance (o this day

ough for three score years Uve lived here
With my border and my gu
Their Jaughter still comes tambling
At the seting of the sun
And their beauty sull beguiles me
As they play their childre;
The one is Lady. rgaret
The other is Evelainne

As I walked among the green ficlds
{ne evening in Ma Yy

sould I but touch your mouth one time again
“Lvould brighten up the darkest day
Like some lost hero in a storyboc
“Tvould light my way
And we could listen 10 the wind again
Sing it's soft and sad refrain
But the song don’t sound the same no more
Like it was before
And the morning looks like rain
The morning looks like rain

October rapping on my doorstep

1ls my heart with fears
“Iil Autumn’s rushing Ieaves all fall
Winter’s ghost appears
For Winter’s cold and it won't be the
With no-one to call my name
Upon my window taps the time

er ending rhyme it seems

And the morning looks Jike rain
The morning looks like rain

1 you could see behind my ¢
he thoughts that’s Jeft in
Just like a ship without a sail
No-ong to ¢
When the evening’s dark 1 sit alone to dine
And I pour my
“Though the radio said ¢
The sun still stays away from me
And the morning looks like rain
And yet if 1 could touch your face
And make you take your place with me
I'hen the morning wouldn’t rain
o the morning wouldn't r

Hey Daddy Lonesome
Slip me a rhyme
M itcasy 10 remember

Pve been sittin® here these last few days
Tryin’ 1o ger myself wogether.
vthing 1 try to do
ngin' like the weather
by my side

And when she'd listened to my songs
She'd sing them just o please me

Hey Daddy Lonesomé
Slip me a rhyn

Make it easy 1o remeniber
Hey Daddy Lonesome
Make it in'time

1 won't let you down
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When Belfast-born singer/songwriter David McWilliams
died at his Balls lg hmm on S January 200
of 56, the sad e
deal of cove
PLdll\ Spm«.u, Mt\hll ms
ten figure by the t me ui hl\ du[h

More popular than the Beatles? Even in death, it
seems, McWilliams couldn't escape the kind of ludicrous
hype that had bedey rly career, when his man-

ger and label boss Phil Solomon had
fatuously queated that his 1967
debut album ‘will change the
course of musi Still; despite
such ridiculous, counter-pro-
ductive claims, there's little
doubt that the ret
McWilliams was a signifi-
cant, substantive talent in

r/songwriter field. DAYS AT DAWN assembles for the first time his

for Lhe Dawn label in the early 1970s, a petiod when the outra-

geous media assault that had accomps nied his earliest recordings ha

down and he w ¢e to make a s of quietly impressive albums at his own

leisurely pace and without outside interference.

Born in July 1945 in Creg a;,h. Belfast, David McWilliams was initially unplm
as an apprentice engineer in a torpedo factory. However, Llu Lmug,mu of dr
Bob Dylan .md Donm an emoumged Ehe teenage Iri

tle, vaguely poli ed mate wi[h Lhc acoustic guimr accompaniment that was de rigueur amongst
folkie singer/songwriters of the era.

Recording a demonstration tape as a showcase for his songs, McWilliams attracted the attentions of CBS,
who issued his debut single (God And My Country’) in September 1966, Though the release sank without
trace, McWilliams was picked up by entreprencur Phil Solomon, who handled fellow Irish acts like Them
and the Bachelors and had recently set up his own jor Minor label. Installing himself as McWilliams's
manager, bulomon plaued his PIOK J Ike Leandu fr h from or}«mv with the
ring Home',

DAYS AT

Embarking on a now-notoriously over-the-top publicity campaign that incorporated front-page adve
ments in Lhe music weeklies and pin-up status in the teen magazines, Solomon attempted to convince the
world that the diffident McWilliams, who protested that he'd be just as happy wandering around [

pubs as making a fistful of dollars, was the proverbial Next Big Thing: Certainly bolomon $ proactive pro-
motional ought McWilliams to a wider audience: the singe; three album all t.hdIl\.d thou&h
the atypically pup oriented "The Days Of Pearly Spericer' - a thllhm concoction o

phone: (vlc vocal and Leander's dramati¢ strings - became an mn\pl‘ ble mi

blanket coverage from pirate stations like Radm Caroline (purely coincidentally, of course, 8 ulom(m was a
director ot Caroline). It should noted, however, that 'The D OI Pearly bpcnccr' was a maiur lm thr

out Europe, although it wasn't until an inferior reading from )

in 1992 that it finally reached the UK charts.

able that Solomon would
single 'Oh
3 ()f Pcarl

Having thrown so much money at his client with only minor in
ience with- MeWilliams, and the artist's final release, the
re Yo My Friend?, would be his last release (save i f
for nearly three years. However, after une;
'd‘"’leS Foxlllng Home!), McWilliams's next ummmrdud burs[ uf activity came uh;n he

aressive offshoot, Dawn, later that sam

pax.t o1ie were the bm%h ﬂo\xex po;. 0 y
3 k H.Jmmao Street, to be replaced by a more mtrover(-
1t the sympathetic

ed approach that rraded those ear
support of some of the leading session musicians of the early 1970s

Lord Offaly came first, released in July 1972 to general apathy from the record-buy-

ing public (or, mor the nonsrecord buying public).

Dupite its lack of sugces a m(uune ollection of songs, cus

uch as religion (Go

nauon with

sy') that had

informed uher songs lll\(_ Ihc Da} Ot PLJI‘I\' \pcnccr and
Rcdunddm\ Blugs',

An Al Stewart-style instrumental, 'Spanish Hope', widened the net, but the
album'’s undoubted centrepiece was the title track. A highly successful
attempt at writing an epic Celtic folk ballad, 'Lord Offaly’ related the tale of

the 16th Century rc.bcllmn of the House of Geraldine. led by Silken Thomas

the son of the ninth Earl of Kildare, who declared himself an

L'lxsh king after his father had been imprisoned in the Tower of

London. pr was crushed, ollowers were defeated and the stronghold

of Maynooth ukux by Khé English, while Thomas wis summartily executed in London.
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