

[image: Illustration]




THE WEAKNESS IN ME




 


 


 


Joan Armatrading CBE is an English-Kittitian singer-songwriter, musician and producer. She is a three-time Grammy Award nominee and has been nominated twice for BRIT Awards as Best Female Artist. In 2020 she received the Ivors Academy Fellowship Award, their highest accolade, and in 2021 received an AIM Award for her contribution to music. She has released twenty-two studio albums, as well as several live albums and compilations. Her most recent release was the critically acclaimed Top 10 studio album Consequences in 2021





The Weakness in Me


Selected Lyrics


JOAN ARMATRADING


introduced by the author
foreword by GLYN JOHNS


[image: Illustration]





Foreword by Glyn Johns



Throughout my career I have had the privilege of working with some exceptional songwriters, and Joan Armatrading is, without doubt, up there with the cream of the crop.


She is totally original, from her extraordinary musicianship to the instantly recognisable sound of her voice performing the huge catalogue of songs she has written. All crafted in her own unique style.


It has always amazed me how a good songwriter is able, in one line of lyric, with a few notes of melody to enhance it, to conjure up any emotion that would take a normal human far greater space and time to express.


As you will see from reading this book, Joan Armatrading is a classic example of this and has created a stunning body of work over the past 50 years that sets her apart from her contemporaries.





Introduction by Joan Armatrading



I started writing songs because my mother bought a piano for the front room. As soon as the piano arrived, I started to play it. I can remember lifting the lid as the removers brought the instrument into the room. I just made up things. I had no idea what I was playing, but I knew what sounded good to me, so that’s what I went with.


I became fascinated by the guitar because my father had one, but he would hide it. He didn’t want me to touch it. I came across my first guitar in a pawn shop. It cost £3. My mother swapped two old prams for it. I still have that guitar.


My father never showed me how to play, but he did show me how to tune it with a funny little melody. I have never seen anyone else tune a guitar like that, but I still use it to this day.


I’m an instinctive writer. I made up my tunes and I made up my lyrics. I never learnt other people’s songs; I just made up my own. It’s not because I didn’t want to learn other people’s music, I just found it fascinating to put lyrics and music together, even at the age of fourteen, which is when I started to write songs.


Writing lyrics to songs is very special to me. In very few words over a few minutes you must portray everything the listener needs to hear to capture their imagination. How cool is that!


I write from observation, about how people interact with each other and connect emotionally. The best feeling is having someone say to me that one of my songs helped them to understand their own feelings or how to express themselves to others.


I was born to be a songwriter and it is something that I know, as long as I’m here, I will never stop doing.


I write because I love it!





Conversation


To you it’s just another day


And when you see the sun you say


That’s the way the day begins


And promises you make


Do you really mean to keep


Or are they words you say


To fill the silent space


And when there’s an empty moment


Won’t you dedicate it to me


Or is it spent on burning incense


Or painting rooms in white


Lord, won’t you call me today


Just to say hello


Conversation is the name of the game


We got phone calls, letters


And brown paper parcels with


To my baby


To my baby


To my baby


With all my love





Back to the Night


Leaves burnt by the sun


And there’s no wind blowing


See the motor cars with a smiling face at the wheel


I’m watching the little girls


With their young men at their heels


It’s a sunny day


But get me back to the night


’Cause I love that life


Back to the night


Like a skinny burlesque queen


I love a neon


Skyline


Sweet smiling rose


The night life perfume


See the romeos dancing under the moonlight


I said the night


Night was made for romance


You keep your sunny day


Just get me back to the night


’Cause I love that life


Back to the night


Like those skinny burlesque queens


I love a neon skyline


Got the card sharks hustling


At the break of the moon


Gay night walkers


Old blues buskers


All night long there’s just so much to do


Just get me back to the night


Oh I love the life


Back to the night


Like a skinny burlesque queen


I love a neon skyline





Cool Blue Stole My Heart


I swear you were not my ambition


A cooling aid was on my mind


I walked up to the bar and I ordered


Then I took my ice outside


I sat down under the hot sun


I looked around at this new land


And then oh


Cool Blue


Long dark


You stole my heart


I woke up first light next morning


And I took a tram to the Leidseplein


I hired a bike and I drove around for hours


I was searching for those dark eyes


I made a stop at the Blue Note


I passed up a chance for some good fun


’Cause of you


Cool Blue


Long dark


Who stole my heart





Get in Touch with Jesus


I wanted to contact Jesus


’Cause of the million and one ways


You said he’s good


But if it’s too late it’s too late


If it’s too late for love


I won’t take hand-outs


From you


Friends


Just give me wings of doves


Make my mind blank


Set my heart free


Mind that’s blank


And a heart that’s free


Not a line not a song


To remind me


How come there’s kisses at the bottom


When you need


When you need


And no time when your liner


Drifts in


Silver and shining


You broke my heart


Let me tell you I’m hurt


But you know that


I’m too down to cry


I won’t cry


I’ll turn to Jesus


I’ll turn to Jesus


I’ll talk to him


And he can help me to help me


Somebody help me


Help me to get in touch with the man


Who can help me dream again


I wanted to contact you now


’Cause of the million and one ways


I know you’re good


It’s never too late


It’s never too late for love





No Love for Free


You come to me trembling, trembling


Shaking at the knees


You say you love me better than


Anyone else can


My head is spinning


I’m flattered


But I don’t understand


Every passing hello


How are you


You wanna know his name


Just because I was there when you needed a shoulder


You think I’ll take your name


I love for money


I’m flattered


But I can’t leave my trade


You will see me holding up some corner store


In my twenties print


And my thumb’s turned up


Yes I’m looking for a ride


Jesus woke me up in some


Stranger’s bed


They’re a lot like you


They want to save my soul


Let me tell you


This lady loves


And she goes where she pleases


No love for free





Down to Zero


Oh the feeling


When you’re reeling


You step lightly thinking you’re number one


Down to zero


With a word


Leaving


For another one


Now you walk with your feet


Back on the ground


Down to the ground


Down to the ground


Down to the ground


Down to the ground


Brand-new dandy


First-class scene stealer


Walks through the crowd


And takes your man


Sends you rushing to the mirror


Brush your eyebrows and say


There’s more beauty in you


Than anyone


Oh remember who walked the warm


Sands beside you


Moored to your heel


Let the waves


Come a-rushing in


She’ll take the worry


From your head


But then again


She put


Trouble in your heart instead


Then you’ll fall


Down to the ground


Down to the ground


You’ll know heartache


Still more crying


When you’re thinking of your


Mother’s only son


Take to your bed


You say there’s peace in sleep


But


You’ll dream of love instead


Oh the heartache


You’ll find


Can bring more pain


Than a blistering sun


But oh when you fall


Oh when you fall


Fall at my door





Help Yourself


If you’re gonna do


Do it right


Don’t leave it overnight


If you’re gonna help me


Help me now


Another ten minutes


Will be too late


Like a crying child


I need comfort now


Don’t pick me up


When the tears are dry


On my face


Need someone


To help me


But not you


You’re not ready


Seems you have trouble


Helping yourself


It takes time


To notice


You don’t seem to know


Time keeps moving


What you’re doing


Is wasting my time


You would help me more


Help me more if you


Helped yourself


Help yourself


Help yourself


You wanna get yourself together


Don’t you wanna put yourself to right


I said


Get yourself together


Don’t you wanna put yourself to right


I said no


Don’t apologise


You’ve done your best


Seems it still ain’t right


Leave me alone


No more to be said


To get it right


You got to do it yourself
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