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DAYS AT DAWN 

 

When Belfast-born singer/songwriter 

David McWilliams died at his Ballycastle 

home on 8 January 2002 at the age of 56, 

the sad event didn't, in all honesty, 

receive a great deal of coverage. Despite 

composing and recording the cult classic 

The Days Of Pearly Spencer', McWilliams 

was a largely forgotten figure by the time 

of his death. Nevertheless, that didn't 

stop an enthusiastic cub reporter on the 

local newspaper from claiming during the 

course of a brief obituary that "at one 

stage he was more popular than the 

Beatles." 

More popular than the Beatles?!?! Even in 

death, it seems, McWilliams couldn't 

escape the kind of ludicrous hype that 

had bedevilled his early career, when his 

manager and label boss Phil Solomon had. 

fatuously suggested that his 1967 debut 

album "will change the course of music". 

Still, despite such ridiculous, counter-

productive claims, there's little doubt 

that the retiring McWilliams was a 

significant, substantive talent in the 

singer/songwriter field. DAYS AT DAWN 

assembles for the first time his body of 

work for the Dawn label in the early 

1970s, a period when the outrageous 

media assault that had accompanied his 

earliest recordings had died. down and he 

was free to make a series of quietly 

impressive albums at his own leisurely 

pace and without outside interference. 

Born in July 1945 in Cregagh, Belfast, 

David McWilliams was initially employed 

as an apprentice engineer in a torpedo 

factory. However, the emergence of 

artists like Bob Dylan and Donovan 

encouraged the teenage Irishman to 

persevere with his own musical 

aspirations, and he was a regular on the 

local folk club circuit, framing his own 

gentle, vaguely politicised material with 

the acoustic guitar 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 entrepreneur Phil 

Solomon, who handled fellow Irish acts 

like Them and the Bachelors and had 

recently set up his own Major Minor label. 

Installing himself as McWilliams's 

manager, Solomon placed his protégé 

with producer/arranger Mike Leander, 

fresh from working with the Stones and 

shortly to arrange (much to George 

Martin's chagrin) the Sgt Pepper track 

'She's Leaving Home'. 

Embarking on a now-notoriously over-the-

top publicity campaign that incorporated 

front-page advertise ments in the 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 Ireland's 

pubs as making a fistful of dollars, was 

the proverbial Next Big Thing. Certainly 

Solomon's proactive promotional skills 

brought McWilliams to a wider audience: 

the singer's first three albums all charted, 

though the atypically pop-oriented 'The 

Days Of Pearly Spencer' - a thrilling 

concoction of social comment, mega- 

phone-style vocal and Leander's dramatic 

strings - became an inexplicable miss in 

September 1967 despite blanket coverage 

from pirate stations like Radio Caroline 

(purely coincidentally, of course, Solomon 

was a director of Caroline). It should 

noted, however, that 'The Days Of Pearly 

Spencer' was a major hit through- out 

Europe, although it wasn't until an 

inferior reading from Marc Almond took 

the song into the Top Five in 1992 that it 

finally reached the UK charts. 

Having thrown so much money at his 

client with only minor reward, it was 



 

2 
 

inevitable that Solomon would eventually 

lose patience with McWilliams, and the 

artist's final Major Minor release, the June 

1969 single 'Oh Mama, Are You My 

Friend?', would be his last release (save 

for an early reissue of 'The Days Of Pearly 

Spencer') for nearly three years. However, 

after unexpectedly resurfacing in early 

1972 with another one-off CBS single 

('Maggie's Coming Home'), McWilliams's 

next concentrated burst of activity came 

when he signed to Pye's progressive 

offshoot, Dawn, later that same year. 

Over the next two years McWilliams 

would release three albums and a brace 

of singles through his new paymasters, 

albeit with little or no commercial 

impact. Gone were the brash flower 

pop/folk musings of songs like 'The Days 

Of Pearly Spencer' and 'Three O'Clock 

Flamingo Street', to be replaced by a 

more introverted approach that traded 

those earlier period-piece string and 

orchestral arrangements for the 

sympathetic 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-

buying public (or, more accurately in this 

case, the non-record buying public). 

Despite its lack of success, the album 

stands as a mature collection of songs, 

customised by some familiar McWilliams 

lyrical themes such as religion ('Go Back 

To Mamma', 'I Would Be Confessed') and 

an enduring fascination with society's 

underclass ('The Prisoner', 'She Was A 

Lady', 'The Gypsy') that had also informed 

earlier songs like The Days Of Pearly 

Spencer' and 'Redundancy Blues'. 

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 rebellion of the House of 

Geraldine, led by Silken Thomas (aka Lord 

Offaly), the son of the ninth Earl of 

Kildare, who declared himself an enemy 

of the English king after his father had 

been imprisoned in the Tower of London. 

The uprising was crushed, his followers 

were defeated and the stronghold of 

Maynooth taken by the English, while 

Thomas was summarily executed in 

London. 

Though the title track was clearly too 

low-key and complex to be considered as 

a single, the album did boast such radio-

friendly soft rock tracks as the album 

opener 'Go On Back To Momma' and the 

up-tempo 'I Will Be Your Friend'. However, 

Dawn decided not to issue a single in 

support of Lord Offaly, though 'Go On 

Back To Momma' did appear in 45rpm 

format, albeit as the B-side to 'Gold', 

released on the tiny Mother label in 

March 1973 to support the film of the 

same name, which had been made and 

released the previous year. Gold - 

apparently a satire on the American way 

of life - was masterminded by Irish 

entrepreneur Ronan O'Rahilly, better 

known as the man who owned Radio 

Caroline: presumably McWilliams was 

returning a favour after O'Rahilly (who 

obviously had a close relationship with 

the singer's former manager Phil Solomon) 

had supported those early Major Minor 

releases. In fact the soundtrack album, 

which also featured contributions from 

the MCS and former Dawn 

singer/songwriter John Kongos, featured 

a third from song McWilliams, the 

otherwise unavailable 'Move Over 

Gabriel'. 

The soundtrack to Gold had no more 

success than the film, and McWilliams 

was back within the Dawn fold in time for 

a second album, The Beggar & The Priest, 

which appeared in April 1973. By this 

stage the singer had been influenced by 

the burgeoning country rock sound, and 

some Nashville-style arrangements and 

pedal steel guitar licks (courtesy of Pete 

Willsher, one of the most in- demand UK 

session guitarists of the early 1970s) 
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shaped the album's overall sound on 

tracks like the Dylanish 'Leave The Bottles 

On The Floor' and Cross The Line', which 

reflected the emergent country pop 

sound of the Eagles. 

Elsewhere, however, the results were 

more mixed. The energetic Horseman' 

was impressive enough, but 'The Pharisee' 

suffered from an overpowering string 

arrangement that recalled the florid 

excesses of the Mike Leander days. Those 

largely superfluous strings also marred 

what was clearly the album's outstanding 

track, Lady Margaret', which otherwise 

boasted a taut folk rock arrangement that 

followed in the footsteps of the title 

track to Lord Offaly. Once again, Dawn 

elected not to issue a single from the 

album. 

On 28 June 1973 McWilliams returned to 

Pye Studios to cut skeletal demos of three 

new songs ‘I Only Knew You As A Stranger’ 

(later reworked as 'You've Only Been A 

Stranger’ and the Donovan-style ‘Love 

Like A Lady’ All three songs would be 

revisited over the coming year or so with 

full band arragements, but our anthology 

provides this trio of tentative recordings 

with their first release. 

Of the new tracks ‘Love Like A Lady’ was 

clearly the punchiest, and a revamped 

version of the song duly became the A-

side of McWilliams's first Dawn single in 

October 1973, when it was backed by a 

track from The Beggar & The Priest, 

'Down By The Dockyard'. Country rock 

with a solid pop chorus, the single 

disappointingly failed to make an 

impression in the market place despite its 

apparent commercial potential. 

But the Dawn label was slowly moving 

away from its early album-oriented 

stance to embrace the singles market, 

and in April 1974 they issued a second 

McWilliams single. Unfortunately, the 

featured track was the relatively 

anonymous 'You've Only Been A Stranger' 

(together with an otherwise unavailable 

flipside, 'Ships In The Night), a song that 

would reappear the following month on 

McWilliams's latest album, Livin's Just A 

State Of Mind. 

Curiously, Livin's Just A State Of Mind 

found McWilliams retreating from the 

country rock influences of his previous 

release, and only a mawkish arrangement 

of 'As I Used To Know’ Her bore any trace 

of the singer's brief flirtation with the 

genre. Instead the album's tasteful, 

piano-led pop rock sound seemed to be 

pitched somewhere between Jackson 

Browne and Elton John on tracks like 

'Sweet Lil' and 'You Wear It Like A Crown', 

with the former particularly reminiscent 

of Elton's work circa Madman Across The 

Water. 'You've Only Been A Stranger', 

meanwhile, turned out to be one of the 

album's least commercial offerings, and 

Dawn would surely have been better 

advised to consider the more pop-

oriented ‘Twenty Golden Years Ago' or 

even the classily-constructed folk rock 

title track as a single. 

Livin's Just A State Of Mind proved to be 

the final David McWilliams offering for 

Dawn, though the company utilised a 

handful of his songs on a couple of label 

samplers over the next year or two - 

'Leave The Bottle On The Floor' appeared 

on the October 1975 compilation Has It 

Dawned On You?, while 'Livin's Just A 

State Of Mind' and 'Sad Dark Eyes' were 

featured on the cassette-only Dawn 

Attack in April 1976 (which, for anyone 

interested in such trivia, turned out to be 

the last Dawn release before the label 

was swallowed up by parent company 

Pye). 

After the expiry of his contract, 

McWilliams once again lapsed into a 

period of prolonged silence, and for a 

while it appeared that the outside world 

might have heard the last of him. 

However, three separate reissues in the 

1970s alone of The Days Of Pearly 

Spencer kept his name in the trade 

magazines, and in 1977 he staged an 

unlikely return to form with the highly 
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commercial pop/folk single ‘By The Lights 

Of Cyrian', released by EMI in one of those 

new-fangled, punk-inspired picture 

sleeves. 

'By The Lights Of Cyrian' was heavily 

played on Radio One but, like 'The Days 

Of Pearly Spencer', was ultimately no 

more than another turntable hit. It was to 

be his last real stab at fame, although 

McWilliams continued to sporadically 

record (a new album had apparently been 

cut just prior to the death), while Marc 

Almond's typically camp rendition of his 

most famous song has, over the last 

decade, prompted the release of a couple 

of anthologies of the Irishman's years with 

Major Minor. DAYS AT DAWN, we hope, 

completes the picture of a man who may 

never have been more popular than the 

Beatles, but was nevertheless a genuinely 

talented writer and performer. 

DAVID WELLS, February 2002 

 

 

ORIGINAL LYRICS FROM 'LORD OFFALY' 

SIDE ONE 

I) GO ON BACK TO MOMMA (From the film "Gold") (3:30) *go on back to momma / and tell 

her its alright / tell her 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 / than see 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 / to 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 who 

stuck the thorns into his hands / you who cant find one to blame / i dont need you to show 

me / the road i should be on for the writings on the wall for you / and your time will soon 

be gone / * * /. 

2) SHE WAS A LADY (4:25) she was a lady / its easy to see / with rings on her fingers / she 

used to be / the queen of the mansion/ the belle of the ball / now she just sits here / 

nobody calls/ the bottle before her/glass in her hand/ wearied and wasted/through 

nothing shed planned / the rags on her shoulders / tell their own tale/she 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 / see how it rains* / there once was a 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 / turned from her home / she was a 

lady/ she lived in style / they travelled to see 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) I WILL ALWAYS BE YOUR FRIEND (4:00) *oh i would not be your enemy/thered be no need 

to pretend/ if you will only love me / i will always be your friend/ i will always be your 

friend */ remember how it used to be / the writing on the wall/ the nights i used to wait 

outside of your back door/remember how we used to nail / old ruby to 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 met /* */ 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 again / you wont be lonely anymore/ and its the only way youll ever 
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know for sure/ the night is long/ my love is strong / could you so soon forget / pretend 

wed never met / ** /. 

4) HEART OF THE ROLL (3:25) her mother was a seamstress / her daddy worked in wood / 

she went to church on sunday / just like every good girl should/but who is her confessor 

now she wears the devils hood/ is there anyone to hear her/heart of the roll / heart of the 

roll / heart of the roll /heart of the roll / heart of the roll/ heart of the roll/ sadie my 

ladie / shes the heart of the roll*/ she could have been a sculptor/ or made a master- 

piece in paint/she could have been a poet / she could have been a saint/ but is she any 

poorer in your eyes for what she aint / she 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 to be her guide/ and she wont try to steal your soul when she 

takes you for a ride / shell just make the midnight shine / * * /. 

5) I WOULD BE CONFESSED (5:08) come all you weary mistrels / a warning take by me / ive 

been too long upon this road / to sing in harmony / ive been alone for much too long / my 

wanderin days are through / i wish someone would ask me in /id welcome it from you/*i 

have not been con- tented/too long ive been unblessed / but if you would only love me / i 

would be confessed* /ive sat beside the devil/ive gambled on a fall / ive sung for drinks in 

houses/ where i got no thanks at all/ and everything ive done was left / to do some other 

day / when the talkins done the drinks are gone /theres nothin left to say /**/ive watched 

the days go slowly/ ive seen the seasons fall/ and hidden in the doorways/to shelter from 

the cold / i have made my life in riddles / and lived inside the lies / now id like to step 

inside awhile/throw off my disguise /**/. 

SIDE TWO 

I) *SPANISH HOPE (INSTRUMENTAL) (3:50) 

2)**BLIND MENS STEPPING STONES (5:56) my eyes are empty black as night / my heart is 

filled with hate / my name is faded from this land and cursed be my fate / and yet before 

my curtain falls / all men shall hear my moans/ my vengeance sing the waters oer/ the 

blind mens stepping stones/ for manhood or the loss of life/ this choice the barratts gave/ 

and every man was blinded / his lineage for to save / then thrust upon the waters / to 

tread the dark unknown/ and only emon lynort walked / the blind mens stepping stones/ 

for scorna boy this deed was done / with needles smooth and dread / the eyes of every 

lynott pierced / the light from every head / and yet your curse still walks abroad / he 

dwells within your homes/the son of emon lynott curse/ the blind mens stepping stones/ 

the lynott that you now have slain / no lynott was at all / but fathered by macwilliam / 

heir of connaught lord of all / tirawley will remember long/ how loud the barratts moan/ 

my vengeance sing the water oer / the blind mens stepping 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 crust / for cromwell has laid plans so bold/ and all men stand alone / for 

cromwells vengeance is not for/ the blind mens stepping stones. 

3)**LORD OFFALY (6:33) i am the lord of offaly/silken thomas is my name/no sword for 

henry will i hold/my heritage i claim / to trust no more in foreign kings/whose word i treat 

with scorn/ my father lies in londons tower / the prey of henrys pawns / here in your 

council chamber / where long i have been blind / this sword of state i give and more/ the 

curse of geraldine / the chanting ofmy harper / foretells what must be done / my army 

lies in maynooth now/ my battle flag is hung/what cruel fate befalls to see / all ormand 

raised in arms/ the butlers seek advancement / may the lord keep us from harm / my 

castle is surrendered / my army scattered far / and all as prisoners murdered/ that no 

hero here may flower / alone i wait in ferment/ no trial will i see / by church and crown 
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im outlawed / and tyburn waits for me / but still my curse i lay on thee / that all who are 

of thine/ will long remember offaly / and the house of geraldine. 

4) THE PRISONER (4:00) i am a poor prisoner / arrested and tried / for a crime i 

committed/ and the law i defied / in hunger i stole / some lords bread and wine / was sat 

on his table / that his household might dine / i was held by his bondsman / as i left by the 

gate / sayin stand or i shoot / on your head your own fate/ you have robbed of my 

master/his wine and his bread / and the fruit of your folly / be on your own head / i was 

hungry i cried / and what harm did i do / for your master has more than he ever will use / 

and i have no money/ like he has to hand / condemned by the law / they have stolen my 

land / he listened in silence / but he paid me no heed/ and no point in my pleading/ would 

he ever concede / so before judge and jury / to pay for my crime / and to hope in their 

wisdom / some pity theyd find/ the judge found me guilty / in all points of law / and vile 

impli- cations/from my case did draw / he called me a rebel / and then did conclude/he 

sentenced me/seven long years servitude / and now im a prisoner / though i know not why 

/ in royal detention / til the queens peace i buy / but no more ill be told / im unbonded 

and free / and when i am discharged a rebel ill be. 

5) THE GYPSY (3:40) wake up and sing me some new love song/youve lain here beside me 

all the night long will you remember will you return or leave me to sorrow and yearn/ i am 

a poor boy i have no gold/all i have owned has been bargained and sold/but i will give you 

the sun and the stars / i will show you what you are/nancy will you come / will you follow 

after me / my coach it is waiting / away we will be/ will you leave your bus- bands castle 

/ his land and estate / and follow a rollin gypsy / once i was rich as the king with his 

crown/ carriages and coaches and servants dressed in brown / but i was robbed by a bold 

highwayman / left without a penny in my hand/now just like he a robber i may be / who 

rolls along the high- way and sleeps among the trees/but i have a heart as true as any lord 

/ and more than many can afford/no i will not follow after you/your story is all lies / and 

your heart it isnt true / i will not leave my husband / his land or estate / to follow a rollin 

gypsy / you are a highborn lady yet with me you have lain / knowing you would never ever 

see me again / so before i go my duty must be paid / for all that i have done and left 

unsaid / i will take my payment from the riches that you wear / the rings upon your fingers 

and the jewels in your hair / you can keep your husbands castle / his land and estate / 

farewell my lady nancy/nancy don't you follow / follow after me / for i am a rover / and 

my heart is fancy free / and now i have your jewels) to buy me food and wine / i am the 

rollin gypsy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

7 
 

ORIGINAL LYRICS FROM 'THE BEGGAR AND THE PRIEST' 

Cross the Line 
Cross the line with your brother 

Cross the line, cross the line 

Cross the line with your brother 

Cross the line 

For the line which is drawn 

Will be for either king or pawn 

So cross the line with your brother 

Cross the line 

Take my armour in my hand 

And cross the line, cross the line 

Take my children take my land 

And cross the line 

For though they feed upon my fears 

And they flourish in my tears 

Well their time is drawing near 

So cross the line 

For your hammer in your hand 

And cross the line, cross the line 

For your hammer in your hand 

And cross the line 

For though their truths are edged with 

steel 

They can't make a man to kneel 

If he should call dogs to heel 

So cross the line 

 

So if you need a helping hand 

Cross the line, cross the line 

If you need a helping hand 

Just cross the line 

Won’t you get up off your knees 

 

And stand up where you should be 

It’s sure a feelin’ to be free 

So cross the line 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Na-Na 

Remember how we used to play 

All along the river tracks 

And throw stone at all the lovers 

Till they got up and threw them back 

And the old lady at the corner 

When she flew into a rage 

Said that you should be lock up inside 

Of a great big iron cage 

Now you ain’t what you used to be 

And I just ain’t the same 

’Cause every time we fool around 

Well I can feel that it ain’t no game 

I wish that I could know you 

Like I used to do before 

But since we kissed it’s turned around 

And open’d up another door 

Hey Na-Na get up and get outta this place 

You know you ain’t no child 

Na-Na get up and get outta this place 

Before you drive me wild 
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Down by the Dockyard 

Down by the dockyard 

The water’s lie still 

Dead as the city that bounds her 

The old woman 

Wrapped in her long faded shawl 

In the doorway she waits for tomorrow 

Once there was laughter 

Behind the old walls 

Now just the grey face of sorrow 

The houses are empty 

The neighbours all gone 

The stones are still standing 

But they’re standing alone 

As the boat bound for Liverpool 

Sings her song 

The cobble-stones echo the silence 

Once she stood proud 

And she held her head high 

Till hate came to rule her 

And men told her lies 

And father fought son never knowing 

The gun became master 

And prejudice ruled 

A home made for madmen 

A haven for fools 

Still she’s built her own wasteland 

In her churches and schools 

Dead as the children she’s buried 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bells of Time 

Down along the border 

Upon a lonely road 

I saw a man in flowing robes 

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 thieves upon 

What once was his alone 

And ashes in his valleys 

Where once the flowers had grown 

He said he’d seen the foreign kings 

Come marching through the mud 

To carve their image on the land 

And write their names in blood 

And leave a legacy of hate 

Upon this sleeping land 

That she might never rise again 

To bide the feeding hand 

He’d seen the halo’d churches rise 

He’d watched the heroes fall 

To lie beneath their banners 

While Judas stands so tall 

Where behind Caesar’s scarlet sword 

A smiling Jesus stands 

No thorns upon his hooded brow 

No holes into his shoulder 

There’s no mark of shame 

Upon the sellers of the truth 

So none may know their name. 
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Lady Margaret 

As I walked among the green fields 

One evening in May 

I spied the fairest damsels 

All at their sport and play 

Such beauty as beguiled me 

I ne’er did see again 

The one was Lady Margaret 

The other Evelainne 

 

I passed beside their garden 

As I daily went my way 

From work among the cattle 

Where I laboured for my pay 

And as the sun was setting low 

Their laughter ran like wine 

And made the young men tremble 

And made them lose their minds 

My father often told me 

Never enter through their gate 

For many young men had before 

And none did know their fate 

They say each has the devil’s eye 

And none to mercy show 

Who entered in their garden 

Where no earthly man should go 

They say they loved a soldier 

Who did take of both in turn 

And when he had been satisfied 

He both of them did spurn 

And they placed their curse upon him 

Till they drained his life away 

And on every man who enters 

They take their vengeance to this day 

Though for three score year’s I’ve lived 

here 

With my border and my gun 

Their laughter still comes tumbling 

At the setting of the sun 

And their beauty still beguiles me 

As they play their children’s games 

The one is Lady Margaret 

The other Evelainne 

As I walked among the green fields 

One evening in May 

I spied the fairest damsels 

All at their sport and play 

Such beauty as beguiled me 

I ne’er did see again 

The one was Lady Margaret 

The other Evelainne 

The Morning Looks like Rain 

Could I but touch your mouth one time 

again? 

It would brighten up the darkest day 

Like some lost hero in a storybook 

It would light my way 

And we could listen to the wind again 

Sing its soft and sad refrain 

But the song don’t sound the same no 

more 

Like it was before 

The morning looks like rain 

October rapping on my doorstep 

Fills my heart with fears 

“Till Autumn’s rushing leaves all fall 

Winter’s ghost appears 

For winter’s cold and in won’t be the 

same 

With no-one to call my name 

Upon my window taps the time 

A never ending rhyme it seems 

And the morning looks like rain 

And yet if I could touch your face 

And make you take your place with me 

Then the morning wouldn’t rain 

No the morning wouldn’t rain 
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Daddy Lonesome 

Hey Daddy Lonesome 

Slip me a rhyme 

Make it easy to remember 

I’ve been sittin’ here these last few days 

Tryin’ to get myself together 

But everything I try to do 

Keeps changin’ like the weather 

And yet when she lay by my side 

It all came fast and easy 

And when she’d listened to my songs 

She’d sing them just to please me 

Hey Daddy Lonesome 

Slip me a rhyme 

Make it easy to remember 

Hey Daddy Lonesome 

Make it in time 

I won’t let you down 

The music and the poems ran 

They tumbled like a fountain 

And I could make all things to pass 

And master any mountain 

Now every time I lift my pen 

The words don’t have much meaning 

My guitar strings are out of tune 

I wonder am I dreaming 

Hey Daddy Lonesome 

Slip me a rhyme 

Make it easy to remember 

Hey Daddy Lonesome 

Make it in time 

I won’t let you down 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Pharisee 

As I was walking along the road 

My raincoat gathered’ round 

I met a pretty lady 

Comin’ from the town 

She had a basket on her arm 

And she stumbled as she ran 

So when she came before me 

I commanded her to stand 

“I cannot stop or stand” she cried 

“Though that’s the way I feel 

But I dare not wait one moment 

For the sheriff’s at my heels” 

“Why do they seek one such as you” 

I asked her in alarm 

“Because I killed the preacher 

Though I meant to do no harm” 

“For he followed me alone last night 

And he tried to make no sound 

And he tried to take me 

Upon the cold wet ground” 

“But as he fell upon me 

I struck out at his head 

And when he lay beside me 

I saw that he was dead” 

“And they will not listen to me 

When I tell them what was done 

Devil to me, to them, he was 

A saint to everyone” 

“For he gave sermons every night 

For all the world to see 

Against a man who’s known so well 

Would you believe in me?” 

So I took her to my house that night 

And I hid her through the day 

And when the search had ended 

I sent her on her way 

For I don’t despise the pauper 

And I don’t despise the priest 

Bur I do despise the PHARISEE 

Who prays out in the street 
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The Horseman 
It was on a cold and windy night 

We sat waiting for the dawn 

Huddled close up to the fire 

And the shutters all were drawn 

When we heard hoof beats comin’ 

And a whinny in the night 

And the moon hung on the mountain 

seemed to shiver 

The horse pulled up inside the yard 

And the horseman he leapt down 

We could hear him running to the door 

As his boot heels beat the ground 

And we heard him breathing heavy 

Through the bitter howling wind 

As he hammered roughly at the window 

Open up your lattice 

Let your voices all be still 

For the hounds are at my heels 

And there’s yeomen on the hill 

I need a horse and water 

For my mare is spent and lame 

Leave the Bottles on the Floor 

late last night my bride came by 

Leave the Bottles on the Floor 

Leave the Bottles on the Floor 
late last night my bride came by 

to tell me that she'd let me high 

she didn't even make me cry 

I wasn't even worried 

 

I told her not to mind at all 

that I would take it and play ball 

I hope she don't have far to fall 

when she finds out 'bout Mavis 

 

leave the bottles on the floor 

'cause I won't live here anymore 

I'll be livin' right next door 

with Mavis 

 

we used to play at kings and queens 

and play at ball upon the green 

and man you should have heard her sing 

to think it might be over 

 

now Mavis she knows where I been 

and she don't try to fence me in 

and she plays ball and she drinks gin 

I think it's her I'll marry

We held our hands against our ears 

That we might not hear his plea 

That we’d been called by heaven 

At last to pay our fee 

For the favours he had given 

And the duties he had paid 

Like Peter in the market we denied him 

Now the night wind it is silent 

And the dogs the only sound 

Baying on the mountain 

At the quarry they have found 

And we who turned away are left 

To live each waking day 

Ashamed to see our faces in the mirror 

Now it is a cold and windy night 

We si waiting for the dawn 

Huddled close up to the fire 

And the shutters all are drawn 

For the saints have all forsaken 

Our every Hallows Eve 

And the horseman rides upon the mountain 
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The Beggar And The Priest  (a poem by David McWilliams) 
 

Your marks is poorly hidden 

Said the beggar to the priest 

The chains which guard your riches 

Are wound by links of grief 

And even in your mansion 

No longer may you hide 

I see no more your giving hand 

But the pistol by your side 

 

As through your neon'd streets I come 

To strip you of your veil 

I fear not of your viper's tonque 

Nor yet your loaded jails 

For through the mirror of my eye 

I hear the laughter run 

A song you've never known before 

A song that will be song 

 

Beggar said the priest 

Your eyes are all aglow 

Through all the lies I left you 

How came you then to knoe 

I heard your words as graveyards 

To the poor man any lie 

I've chased you through your shadow 

Now I've come to watch you die 

 

O listen what I'm saying now 

Said the beggar to the priest 

Your flesh will soon be raised on high 

And your bones be trod beneath 

And you who oft betrayed my trust 

Will soon be brushed aside 

And freedom like an angry wave 

On your halo'd dust will rise 
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DISC ONE 

Track 1 - 9 ‘Lord Offaly’ 

1. Go On Back To Momma (3.30) 

2. She Was A Lady (4.24) 

3. I Will Be Your Friend (4.00) 

4. Heart Of The Roll (3.25) 

5. I Would Be Confessed (5.08) 

6. Spanish Hope (3.50) 

7. Blind Man's Stepping Stones (5.56) 

8. Lord Offaly (6.33) 

9. The Prisoner (4.00) 

10. The Gypsy (3.40) 

Tracks 11 - 15 ‘The Beggar And The Priest’ 

11. Cross The Line on (3.00) 

12. Na-Na (2.16) 

13. Down By The Dockyard (3.54) 

14. Bells Of Time (3.54) 

15. Lady Margaret (6.25) 

DISC TWO 

Tracks 1 -  5  ‘The Beggar And The Priest’ 

1. Daddy Lonesome (5.22) 

2. Morning That Looks Like Rain (4.36) 

3. Pharisee (3.37) 

4. Horseman (4.04) 

5. Leave The Bottles On The Floor (2.28) 

Tracks 6 - 15 Livin’s Just a State Of Mind 

6. Singer In The Band (4.22) 

7. You Wear It Like A Crown (3.40) 

8. Twenty Golden Years Ago (3.41) 

9. Sad Dark Eyes (3.38) 

10. As I Used To Know Her (4.55) 

11. You've Only Been A Stranger (3.55) 
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12. Please Come Home (4.52) 

13. Sweet Lil' (4.12) 

14. Livin's Just A State Of Mind (5.11) 

15. Epitaph (4.04) 

PREVIOUSLY UNISSUED BONUS TRACKS  

16. I Only Know You As A Stranger (3.50) 

17. As I Used To Know fter (3.36) 

18. Love Like A Lady (2.44) 
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