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GO ON BACK TO MOMMA: go on back
to momma/and tell her it’s alright/ tell her
that you showed us/what was really wrong
and right/go on back to momma/ and say
we understand/but we’d rather have our
freedom/than see you steal it from our
hands/i am what god has made me/and there’s
nothing you can do/i really don’t know why
you try/for your chances are so few/to take
away my freedom/well you have no chance
at all/for my freedom’s in my mind/and you
can’t 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 can’t find one to blame/i don’t need you
to show me/the road i should be on/for the
writing’s on the wall for you/and your time
will soon be gone.

SHE WAS A LADY: she was a lady/it’s easy
to see/with rings on her fingers/she used to

be/the queen of the mansion/the belle of the
ball/mow she just sits here/nobody calls/the
bottle before her/glass in her hand/wearied
and wasted/through nothing she’d planned/
the rags on her shoulders/tell their own tale/
she rests on her memories/lonely and frail/
she was a lady/don’t 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 won’t think you unkind.

1 WILL ALWAYS BE YOUR FRIEND: oh
i would not be your enemy/there’d 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 we’d never met/preachers in
the alleyway/and judie’s down the hall/your
daddy’s in the boozer gettin’ stoned/do you
remember how it used to be/when you’re
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 don’t you turn
on the light/and open up your door/and we’ll
pretend it’s just the way it was before/you
won’t be fooled again/you won’t be lonely
anymore/and it’s the only way you’ll ever
know for sure/the night is long/my love is
strong/could you so soon forget/pretend we’d
never met.

HEART OF THE ROLL: her mother was
a scamstress’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 devil’s 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/she’s the heart of the
roll/she could have been a sculptor/or made
a masterpiece 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 ain’t/
she can make the midnight shine/so if you’re
passin’ by her window/why don’t you take a
look inside/she might need the conversation/
or a friend to be her guide/and she won’t try
to steal your soul when she takes you for a
ride/she’ll just make the midnight shine.

I WOULD BE CONFESSED: come all
you weary mistrels/a- warning take by me/
i’'ve been too long upon this road/to sing
in harmony/i’ve been alone for much too
long/my wanderin® days are through/i wish
someone would ask me in/i’'d welcome it
from you/i have not been contented/too long
i’ve been unblessed/but if you would only
love me/i would be confessed/i’ve sat beside
the devil/i've gambled on a fall/i’ve sung for
drinks in houses/where i got no thanks at
all/and everything i’ve done was left/to do
some other day/when the talkin’s done the
drinks are gone/there’s nothin’ left to say/i’ve
watched the days go slowly/i've 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 i’d like
to step inside awhile/throw off my disguise.

SPANISH HOPE (INSTRUMENTAL)*

BLIND "MENS STEPPING STONES**:
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
men’s 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 lynott walked/the
blind men’s 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 men’s
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 men’s stepping stones/the deed
is done the debt is paid/and all was here is
dust/tirawley’s welshmen all the same/now
beg for crumb and crust/for cromwell has
laid plans so bold/and all men stand alone/
for cromwell’s vengeance is not for/the blind
men’s stepping stones.

LORD OFFALY"**: 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 london’s tower/the
prey of henry’s 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 of my harper/foretells

what must be done/my army lies in maynooth
now/my battle flag is hung/what cruel fate
befalls to see/all ormond 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 i'm 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.

THE PRISONER: i am a poor prisoner/
arrested and tried/for a crime i committed/
and the law i defied/in hunger i stole/some
lord’s bread and wine/was sat on his table/
that his houschold 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 implications/from my case did draw/

(he called me a rebel/and then did conclude/he

sentenced me/seven long years servitude/and
now i’'m a prisoner/though i know not why/in
royal detention/til the queen’s peace i buy/but
no more i’ll be told/i’'m unbonded and free/
and when i am discharged/a rebel i’ll be.

THE GYPSY: wake up and sing me some new
love song/you’ve 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 husband’s 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 highway 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 isn’t 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 husband’s 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.

*Lament for the Spanish Galleons that never
came

**A Cabinet of Irish Literature (An
Anthology of lrish Writers) published
London 1895
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THE BEGGAR AND THE PRIEST

Musicians:

Guitars: David McWilliams & Ray Fenwick

Bass: John Perry

Drums: Barry De Souza

Steel guitar and dobro: Brian Cole
Keyboards: Mike Moran

Violin solo on “The Pharisee’ by Wilf Gibson

The Beggar And The Priest
A poem by David McWilliams

Your mask 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 bear the laughter run

A song you've never known before

A song that will be sung

Beggar said the priest

Your eyes are all aglow

Through all the lies I left you

How came you then to know

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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CROSS THE LINE: cross the line with your
brother/cross the line, cross the line/cross the
line with your brother/eross 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/take your
hammer in your hand/and cross the line, cross
the line/take 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 the dog 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 befit’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 stones at all the
lovers/til 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 locked 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. :

DOWN BY THE DOCKYARD (AN EPITAPH
FOR BELFAST): down by the dockyard/the
waters lie still/the big cranes like tombstones
surround her/down by the dockyard/the waters
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 her 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/til 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: there are no saints or
teachers/no reason here nor rhyme/just the black
robed missionaries of death/to toll the 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
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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.

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 enter 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/til they drained
his life away/and on every man who enters/they
take their vengeance to this day/though for three
score years 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...

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 1 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
this time/i won’t let you down.

MORNING THAT LOOKS LIKE RAIN: could
i but touch your mouth one time again/twould
brighten up the darkest day/like some lost hero
in_a_storybook/twould 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/and the morning looks
like rain/the morning looks like rain/october
rapping on my doorstep/fills my heart with
fears/til autumn’s rushing leaves all fall/winter’s
ghost appears/for winter’s cold and it 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/if you
could see behind my eyes/the thoughts that left
in there/just like a ship without a sail/no-one to
care/when the evening’s dark i sit alone to dine/
and i pour my glass of wine/though the radio
said clear today/the sun still stays away from me/
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.

THE PHARISEE: as i was walkin’ 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/but i do despise the pharisee/who prays
out in the street.

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 hoofbeats comin’/and a whinney
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/and every door i knew seems closed against
me/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 sit
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.

LEAVE THE BOTTLES ON THE FLOOR:
late last night my bride came by/to tell me that
she’d left 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/’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 ©’ll marry.
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SINGER IN THE BAND: sundayafternoen/

sittin’ in my room/nothin’s really:changéd/it just
sedyalongimy

looks the same/yet it’s over/
way/said she couldn’t stay/she stood:all alone/so
i took her home/she st

in the band/and w

she lives inside her songs/the only place to hidé

! but:she’can’t hide/and so she sings/that’s how

she ‘eries/see her name in lights/candle burning

“bright/people :stop and stare/they don’t really

care/they don’t know her/never thought to ask/:

what lies behind the nask/she’s ‘alongiup there/ |

thiey don’t really care/they ‘don’t know hier/sh
thesband o 2




YOU WEAR IT LIKE A CROWN: o, if i had a
grand piano/i would play a song for you/a song to
make you wonder like you’ve never done before/
with words to make the poets sing and worship
at the gate for youw/but all i have are words that
me and they’ve all been sung before/o, and if
i had the painter’s eye/i’d reach behind the mask
you show/and put it on a canvas that the world
might see and sigh/and i’d show just what you
feel inside/you think no-one must ever know/but
i can’t paint a picture any more than i can fly/
ou wear a wall around you/and i cannot bre
it down/but heaven is around you/and you wear
it like a crown/though i may not be a poet/with
words to sing a song for you/i have wonders of
my own to make your ser spin/and though i
may not be picasso/i’ll ry day fa
open up your window

TWENTY GOLDEN YEARS

rain the weary rain/stutters on my window-
sill/night i guess is on the wane/all around has
grown so still/here i sit with coffee cup/ah “twas
rare i watched it flow/in the tavern where i’d
sup/twenty golden years ago/twenty years ago
alas/but stay, ’tis half past twelve o’clock/oh
how the hours do sl ay/and how the wez
minutes mock/for night and morn are wet and
cold/and my fire is dwindling low/yet i had fire
enough/twenty golden y
to show them plain/did i paint them honestly/
wifeless friendless halt and lame/were they but

ago/in my wish

as pawns to me/i who ne

unjust and harsh i knov

tw golden years ago/tick and tock no sound
’s/and the howling winding rain/tattoo’d

through my withered rhyme/time and time
again/of all my hopes, ambitions, schemes/the
pages all that’s left to show/gone are all my lofty
dreams/of twenty golden years ago.

SAD DARK EYES: oh the day was dyin’/first
time i saw her/her black hair shinin’ she
passed me by/and i smiled down on her/i see her
5(.)l‘r0\\'/il‘| or br moment as she met lll}‘ K"\‘L'/
and her step it faltered/she almost stumbled/then
proudly turned and she walked away/and i heard
she’s taken/by her father promised/even should
she wished no gentile may/though i know she’s
taken/someday ©’ll have her/as sure as summer
must turn and die/for now i’ve seen her/i can’t
forget her/that long haired lady with the sad
dark eyes/and her father’s wealthy/he has many
mansions/built a wall around her man ¢
climb/but i’ve seen her fire/her dark eyes told
me/i will touch her body i will make her mine/i
don’t care for diamonds/don’t care for jewels/
trade them all for that lady’s sigh/i would touch
her waking/i would watch her sleeping/that long
haired lady with the sad dark eyes.

SED TO KNOW HER: if you have words
to speak of her/don’t use the time to talk of shame/
the lies you sell are not of her/but of another with
her name/she wandered through my changing

years/on all she touched she left her trace/and all

the wonders of the day/where bowed in shame
before her grace/i knew her in her winter coat/
wrapped against the biting cold/i knew her naked
in the sun/she reached into m ul/i still can
taste her sweet perfume/imagination still it plays/
her face lit with that crocked smile/a whisper

of my young days/so do not taint me with your
tongue/what’s truth to you is not for me/just turn
your face and walk away/and leave me with my
memories/and if you speak if her at all/don’t use
the words that twist and stain/for i would know
her only/as i used to know her then.

YOU'VE ONLY BEEN A STRANGER: hold
back the day a little longer/I need the night to
make me blind/I didn’t know it but [ know it
now/you’ve only been a stranger all this time/l
thought I'd climbed up every mountain/I thought
I’d walked each weary shore/but every word hits
like a hammer/and I can’t take it any more/a
woman for a friend that’s no answer to a man/
he needs a lo too/someone to be beside him
to shar h losin’ hand/to help him make it
through/your mouth frames words that cannot
hide your face/it’s written there in every line/I
didn’t know it but I know it now/you’ve only
been a stranger all this time.

PLEASE COME HOME: the sky is weeping/o
me home/the sun’s sleeping/o please

come home/the wind is sighing/o please come

home/and i am crying/please take me home

Little momma’s in despair/Got no

3 s to wear/Nothing in the world she
wants to do/So she turns and walks away/To step
around another day/Never tasting anything that’s
new/She s to always wait for some other kind
of inks no one but herself can ever feel/

looks the s

steps upon the d again/Takes another spin
upon the wheel/Oh sweet Lil’ won’t you do your




show hitnani
rest have gon
him know/And
them Cakes and’

a lot of putt) songs been sung/Tomorrow will be
just another day/Oh sweet Lil’...

LIVIN'S JUST A STATE OF MIND: I was
standing ‘at the dltar/l was aching to conf

for my soul in absolution/to be blessed/when
all the candles ceased their burning/and all the
virgins turned to stone/and I was left there in

darkness/so alone/l was stranded in my
vigil/til all the curtains they were drawn/saw
the kingdoms and the heroes/dead and gone/
and I saw them cold and naked/with all illusion

stripped away/when they had no mists to hide
its of clay/can’t see through the tears

n’/is there no peace that I can find/is livin’

lly worth the dyin’/when livin’ just a state

of mind/now if I have a child to told to/I'll only

teach him what [ know/and when he leads me I

. will follow/where he goes/I will not chain him

without reason/or tie a stone around his mind/
but ler him take whatever reason‘he may find/
e through the tears and lyin’/is there no
peace that I can find/is livin’ really worth the
dyin’/when livin’s just a state of mind.

EPITAPH: fast as the day is winding down/the
night dark as a river/a mist before my weary cyes/
no saviour to deliver/an empty mask the easel
stands/no painter’s breath to help her/no priest to
ease her solitude/no Christ to be her shelter/my
tainted blood may serve as hate/to those who live
in waiting/unborn undead time murdered me/a
child of her Lreann"/rlme like a running tomb
pursues’/her v oftly call me/awake me not
my dreams are done/let sleep forgive my folly.

Bonus Tracks

Ships In The Nigh
Produced by Ken Burgess, B side of UK:45 “Youve Only Been A Stranger’

I Only Know
Appeared

As A Stranger:

2002 CD‘Days At Dﬂwn asa ‘previously unissued bonus track’

. “iLovelLike A Lady:
Released as'a 4 b/w ‘Down By The Diockyard’ in 1973

Produced by Ray

oy ick and Ken Burgess '
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DAVID McWILLIAMS has been called the Dylan Thomas of Ulster and once said,

listen with my eyes and I sing what I sec.” He
Almond covered the song he released in 19

achieved chart success in 1992 when Marc
67, ‘Days Of Pearly Spencer’. But chart

notoriety was not McWilliams’ prime motivation, because a love of music and writing

were always top priorities for the Ulster man.

He was criminally  underrated
commercially as a singer-songwriter and
performer during the length of his career.
His songs craved national mainstream
recognition for their lyrical virtuosity and
melodic strength, and when delivered in
his highly romanticised vocal style, they
revealed themselves as observational gems
and historical narratives with audacity and
descriptive flair.

David Samuel McWilliams (4 July 1945 —
8 January 2002) was born in the Cregagh
area of Belfast and moved to Ballymena
at the age of three. He began playing
guitar and writing songs in his early teens.
After leaving Ballymena Technical College
in 1963, he began an apprenticeship
at the Shorts missile factory in Antrim
and also started a local dance band,
the Coral Showband. Not content with
performing covers, he began writing his
own compositions such as ‘Redundancy
Blues’ and ‘Time Of Trouble’, inspired by

his surroundings.

He was also a well-respected football
player, as long-time friend Brian Robinson
recalled for an article in the Ballymena
Guardian: “He played for Harryville
Amateurs and Rectory Rangers with me.
At one stage he signed for Linfield, but
just as he was being groomed for a regular
place on the team, he broke his ankle...
When he lived in Ballymena, he was an
apprenticeship fitter in the torpedo factory
at Antrim. It was here that he heard the
story of an old man which he used to form
the basis of his best known early song,
‘Days Of Pearly Spencer’.”

David McWilliam’s first live gig was
supporting a country singer in the Ulster
Hall, Belfast, and he recorded a demo
of some of his own songs, which was
heard by music industry entrepreneur Phil
Solomon. Brian Robinson remembered:
“Ronnie Holden and 1 took David to
a studio in Belfast to cut his first disc
around about 1966. It was a four track
EP. Mervyn Solomon, the sound engineer
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and promoter, was there listening. His
brother Phil was a promoter in the UK
and that’s when David’s music career
really took off.” Phil Solomon, who
had previously managed The Bachelors
and Van Morrison’s band Them, and
also had close business ties with Ronan
O’Rahilly’s pirate radio station Radio
Caroline, convinced close friend and well-
established songwriter Dominic Behan to
take David McWilliams under his wing
- to the point that McWilliams moved
into the Behan family home in West
London, an environment where he was
able to focus on his songwriting. The
impact of Behan’s influence is difficult
to determine, but it can be seen that
McWilliams® live performances became
much more self-assured, a key to future
success. Following a period of five months
in Behan’s household, Solomon was able
to negotiate a contract with CBS Records,
which released David McWilliams first
{and unsuccessful) single, ‘God And My
Country’, in 1966.

McWilliams™ next recordings were on the
Solomon brothers’ own record label, Major
Minor. His first album, Singing Songs By
David McWilliams, was produced and
arranged by Mike Leander, and reached

No.38 on the UK Albums chart. He\‘

quickly recorded a second album, David
McWilliams Vol. 2, which reached No.23
in the same album chart and featured
the single ‘Days Of Pearly Spencer’. The
recording was again produced by Mike
Leander, who formed a sweeping orchestral
arrangement for the song. Leander had
previously provided arrangements for such
records as ‘She’s Leaving Home’ by The
Beatles and Marianne Faithfull’s “As Tears
Go By’. ‘Days Of Pearly Spencer’ featured
a chorus sung as if through a megaphone;
this low-tech effect was actually achieved
by recording the vocals from a phone box
near the studio.

The song reflected the writer’s deep
humanity and his empathy with those
who live on the margins of society. The
song had, according to journalist and
broadcaster Stuart Bailie, a “flickering,
almost documentary style” in which it took
listeners to the more run-down parts of
Ballymena where people walked barefoot,
looking old beyond their years. Due to the
title of the song, many believed that the
song pertained to an individual harrowed
by a poor lifestyle and alcohol; McWilliams
said he had written the song about a
homeless man encountered in Ballymena.

A full-on promotional campaign was
fronted by Major Minor to establish
McWilliams as a household name, such
was the hope and expectancy that ‘Days
Of Pearly Spencer’ would become a huge
UK hit. Double-page adverts were taken
out in all the major music newspapers, and
advertisements for the song even appeared
on double-decker buses. However, the
BBC refused to play the record because
of Solomon’s involvement in pirate radio,
and thus it failed to chart in either the
UK or the Republic of Ireland. But the
exposure on Radio Caroline and through
adverts in the music press in the summer
of 1967 helped generate interest and sales
in continental Europe, and the record
topped the charts in numerous countries
including France and the Netherlands,
selling a million copies worldwide.

McWilliams released another album, 1968’
David McWilliams Vol. 3, and several
singles for Major Minor, and toured widely
in Europe, on some occasions with The
Dubliners and The Kerries (through who
he met Gill Thurlow, who became his first
wife). At this time he was also becoming
well known in Europe: “David was massive
in Europe; in Holland they named a string
of restaurants ‘Candlelight’ after his song

and he was very popular in Germany too.
One time in Rome, he literally had his shirt
ripped off his back the way Westlife would
now, and ‘Days Of Pearly Spencer’ was
a number one hit in France. In fact, the
National Orchestra of France recorded an
instrumental version of it and that too went
to number one,” recalled Brian Robinson in
his Ballymena Guardian article.

McWilliams® 1968 song, ‘Can I Get There
by Candlelight?” was used for the theme
music for ‘Candlelight’, a Dutch radio
programme. His fame extended to other
parts of Europe and he was popular in
Germany and Italy as well as in France
and the Netherlands, and re-recorded
some songs in Italian.

An album, Days Of Pearly Spencer,
comprising tracks from his three albums,
was issued by Kapp Records in the US
in 1968. Major Minor also released a
compilation, The Days Of David
McWilliams, in 1969, which took tracks
from the already existing albums and
added ‘God And My Country’ to the
listing, and in 1971 EMI Records issued
a further collection, The Days Of Pearly
Spencer, on their Starline budget-priced
imprint that replicated tracks from the




Major Minor period, as all the original
albums and singles were by now deleted.

After leaving Major Minor, McWilliams
recorded three songs, ‘Go Omn Back
To Momma’, ‘Gold’ and ‘Move Ouver
Gabriel’, for a movie called ‘Gold’. The
soundtrack album was released on Mother
Records (not to be confused with the Irish
label fronted by U2) and remains a long-
lost curiosity. One of the songs - ‘Go On
Back To Momma’ — would re-emerge as
the opening track of McWilliams® next
album, Lord Offaly.

Signing to Barry Murray’s Dawn Records,
the progressive offshoot of Pye Records, in
1972, David McWilliams® first album for
the label, Lord Offaly, was recorded at
De Lane Lea studios in Wembley, London.
Produced by McWilliams and engineered
by Dave Hunt, the front of the album
sleeve had dramatic illustrations by Jill
McWilliams of the character of Lord
Offaly — Thomas FitzGerald, 10th Earl
of Kildare (1513 - 1537). Also known
as Silken Thomas, he was an Irish rebel
and landowner in the time of King Henry
VIIL. The back cover art featured a Celtic
cross adorned with family flags signifying
those of the Fitzgerald clan. Opening

the gatefold sleeve, one found a head
and shoulders close-up photograph of
David, bewhiskered and moustachioed.
He is gazing away from the camera into
the distance, and the detached, faraway
look hinted at the contents of the album
therein. Lord Offaly could be described
as a record of two halves materially — one
a collection of historical narrative ballads
and the other a series of conventional
personalised folk-rock songs, delivered in
a semi-acoustic singer-songwriter style.

Lord Offaly kicks off with the
aforementioned ‘Go On Back To Momma’'.
The other songs on this side of the album
are in the confessional mould: ‘She Was
A Lady’, ‘I Will Always Be Your Friend’,
‘Heart Of The Roll’ and I Would Be
Confessed’ all possess well-wrought lyrics
and composite melodies that blend perfectly
within the singer-songwriter mould, and
the stripped-down instrumentation and
arrangements make for a sympathetic
whole. Listening to this side of Lord Offaly,
one can see the adroit lyricism and melodic
nuances that made McWilliams® Major
Minor recordings so memorable. Divesting
him of the big sounds which dominated his
Mike Leander-produced output helped to
focus on the voice and lyrics and melodies.

songs in the ballad style, based on Irish
history and events. ‘Spanish Hope’ is
an atmospheric Celtic-style instrumental
“dedicated to the Spanish ships that never
came”. Epic and plaintive, the tune is
both dramatic and scene-setting with a
sweet, melodic tin whistle refrain and
folk-rock backing. ‘Blind Men’s Stepping
Stones’, ‘Lord Offaly’, ‘The Prisoner’
and ‘The Gypsy' provide ample evidence
of McWilliams® ability to meld story
songs and aural pen pictures of the finest
calibre, none more obvious than the
stunning title track. The story of “Silken
Thomas” is narrated through a dramatic
arrangement with massed acoustic guitars
and strident drumming. ‘The Prisoner’
details the narrative of an imprisoned
rebel, pondering on his life before being
transported to New South Wales. Finally,
‘The Gypsy’, with suitably atmospheric
violin playing from Graham Preskett,
makes for an uptempo end to the album,
its loping traditional ballad-like rhythm
highlighting the ethnic influence found on
the second side of Lord Offaly.

A welcome return to recording and an
album that was denied its proper influence
and audience of the time, Lord Offaly is

JSide two consists of a series of story a remarkably coherent and historically

rooted album, and one that shows that,
while he was operating under lower radar
than before, David McWilliams® lyrical
and musical gifts had not deserted him.

McWilliams® second album for Dawn
Records, The Beggar And The Priest, was
released in 1973. It included a full backing
band with John Perry from Caravan on
bass, drummer Barry De Souza, Mike
Moran on keyboards and string and brass
arrangements, and B.J. Cole on pedal-steel
and dobro. Guitarist Ray Fenwick, then
playing with the reformed Spencer Davis
Group, produced the album with David
McWilliams providing vocals and guitar.

While there was no obvious division of the
songs as there had been on Lord Offaly,
the lyrical graft was intact and the canon of
quality song writing was upkept. Again, the
element of story song remains; its strongest
attribute, ‘Down By The Dockyard (An
Epitaph For Belfast)’ (also recorded by
Derry group Chaff and released as a single
by them in 1977), is a mournful lament for
a crumbling city and its main industry, that
of shipbuilding — Belfast having been the
site of the building of the HMS Titanic,
and the Harland and Wolf shipyards. The







