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xiii
            Foreword by John Cooper Clarke

         

         I have been called upon to explain the inexplicable, i.e. to capture the ongoing allure of Mr George Ivan Morrison. Van the Man, spelled M–A–N. But how to encapsulate his unique finesse using only the blunt instrument of mere language? This requires the subjective approach.

         My introduction to his work began the year I left school. It happened like this …

         ‘The Weekend Starts Here’ – has there ever been a more joyful slogan? This wake-up call preceded the opening credits for Ready Steady Go!, the governor teen TV spectacular of 1964, featuring dance steps, wardrobe advice and music, music, music. All the socially mobile superstars, plus many of the Stateside artists they championed: Solomon Burke, John Lee Hooker, Betty Everett, Wilson Pickett, Inez and Charlie Foxx, Screamin’ Jay Hawkins and more. James Brown even! The signature tune was ‘Baby, Please Don’t Go’ by Them. Star vocalist – Van Morrison. His off-camera impact, established by virtue of his souped-up version of this Chicago blues standard, ushered in the restless spirit of the next two days – the weekend starts here. The point is, I heard the man before any photographic evidence presented itself. A purely sonic connection, which, for me, is possible only with a singer.

         I believe that excellence can only be perceived within a tradition and, the way my fifteen-year-old mind had it figured, Them were part of the moodier end of the emerging R&B scene, with a side order of mood. That demi-monde was exemplified by certain metropolitan nightclubs, like the Bag O’Nails, the Hundred Club, the Marquee and the Flamingo, home of Georgie Fame and the Blue Flames.

         As a provincial trainee beatnik on a tight budget, these joints, and the crepuscular life they represented, were all xivthe more glamorous for being at a considerable remove. Manchester had its equivalents, however, contenders of a variable standard. Some were overcrowded, under-ventilated, sub-street-level dungeons, putrid, pestiferous and grim. You couldn’t fault the music policy, but you wouldn’t find a woman in there. Higher up the food chain you had Club 43, the Blue Note and the Twisted Wheel, for example. Basements, yes, but made over nice and nice. The dress code was stylish. They were often unlicensed, so, refreshments-wise, it was goofballs and Coca-Cola or nothing.

         It was at one such venue, the Oasis, that I first encountered Them and their one and only focal point, Van Morrison, in a dogtooth sports coat, dark blue parallel cords and high-heel Chelsea boots, his hair a wild cascade of copper-coloured curls. You get only one chance to make a first impression. Then there was the voice, the sonorous instrument of a man much older than his nineteen years.

         They opened with ‘Baby, Please Don’t Go’, as heard on TV, segueing into the B-side, ‘Gloria’, self-composed a year earlier and an immediate signifier of his prodigious talent, with its slow and slinky build-up, sliding into its feverish climax. No wonder it’s a classic. All this, plus a preview of their next single.

         ‘Here Comes the Night’, written by Burt Berns, is an early example of the singer’s emotional reach as, despite his urgent and emphatic style, he perfectly conveys his bitter distress over a wayward girlfriend. Those five romantic, twangy guitar notes recur throughout the song in order to announce the titular phrase, while the rest of the lyric deals with an inner dialogue of treachery, loneliness and a painful, obsessive dread of the fast-approaching twilight. Directly from his shattered heart to you. At that point my girlfriend Sheila and I had recently fallen apart, so I was borderline emotional.

         From that day to this Van Morrison has been a regular on the soundtrack of my life. Who could ever get over Astral Weeks, for instance? Four years and a thousand miles from Them, xvan album like no other, with its shimmering orchestration, inspired arrangements and Van Morrison, expertly pitched in every department of this attractively mysterious exercise. Time and space forbid further analysis, and anyway, in the words of the late Bill Withers, ‘The composition of a song requires a kind of magic that I don’t care to mess with.’ Amen.

         Van Morrison has walked down many musical boulevards since Cyprus Avenue and richly deserves his international clout. With a bagful of hits, his career spans sixty-two years and continues, by popular demand, to go from strength to strength. You can’t argue with that.

         ‘All sport aspires to boxing,’ said Ernest Hemingway. To paraphrase, I reckon all art aspires to poetry in its quest to haunt the hearts of strangers. As a professional poet, I would say that, wouldn’t I? However, this bold aspiration is lavishly omnipresent, right here in the work of this most singular songsmith. Van Morrison’s lyrics continue to hold the listener in their thrall, and here they are, encased within these covers. 445 pages of pure gold. xvi
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3
            Introduction by Eamonn Hughes

         

         Any significant writer creates their own world. Van Morrison has certainly done this through his music, which, as the playwright Stewart Parker put it, is an ‘amalgam of urban styles which Morrison has made his own’. This book exists because Morrison has also created a world through his words. It is a world of back streets and mystic avenues; memories of childhood wonder and of adult work suffuse it; it is a place where the chime of church bells and the playing of the radio break a silence that can be sometimes stifling, at other times spiritual. It is a world generously peopled (in all senses of that phrase), but solitude and the benefits of being ‘cloud-hidden’ are never overlooked. Here love exists but may not last in either its divine or earthly forms. It is a place of sharp dealing but also of consolation, comfort and even grace. It is a world bounded by the river and the railway line, though these are means of passage as much as boundaries. The river and the railway are key features of the lexicon of twentieth-century popular music but, in their opposition of the natural and the man-made, they also echo the famous definition by Louis MacNeice (himself influenced by various forms of popular music) of Belfast being located between the ‘mountains and the gantries’. Belfast is, then, as good a name as any for the world that we find in Morrison’s words, but, as with MacNeice’s poetry and Parker’s plays, though Belfast may begin as a real place, it is ultimately more important as a site of the imagination. As such, it is not confined to the actual city of that name but is instead a terrain that can expand and contract as creative needs dictate.

         This volume is made up of about a third of Morrison’s work over a fifty-year career, and it aims to be a representative selection of that work. It begins and ends with versions of Belfast: ‘The Story of Them’ and ‘Mystic of the East’. These 4are rooted in the city in which Morrison was born and grew up, and to which he has returned. Those bare biographical facts tell us little, however, about how Belfast is made and remade throughout his writing. The Belfast that has appeared in so many headlines during Morrison’s life has also generated more than its share of remarkable writers over the last fifty years, but Morrison can stand shoulder to shoulder with them as someone who has not merely described his city, but rather shaped and moulded it to his own artistic ends.

         ‘The Story of Them’, one of the earliest lyrics gathered here, demonstrates just how soon he was doing this and with what degree of originality. It provides a map of the city like no other before it (and few since). This is a lyric written from within the moment and presents a version of Belfast recorded nowhere else: it’s a Belfast in which the move from the Spanish Rooms on the Falls to the Maritime Hotel, just off the city centre, acknowledges no sectarian division. Instead, in this version of Belfast it is long hair and perceived scruffiness which are the markers of difference: this is a city mapped by music. While this may seem unremarkable – popular music in all its forms has, after all, consistently used place names – in the post-war years when America began to export new and exciting forms of music it was hard, on the eastern seaboard of the Atlantic, not to associate the originality and excitement of that music with the places in which it was set. So the names roll through the music as it develops from Mississippi to Chicago, from Kansas City to Broadway, from Memphis to Detroit, from New Orleans to New York. What Morrison understood before almost anyone else was that such places were not remote for those writing about them; these were the streets, rivers, cities and landscapes outside their doors. This involved recognising the places of popular music not as the exoticised landscapes of a glamorously foreign America, but rather as the often ambivalently welcoming places within which lives are lived and find expression. Given this, the blues can then roll down 5Royal Avenue just as readily as along the Mississippi and into Chicago. Morrison was therefore ahead of many of his contemporaries – Lennon and McCartney, Ray Davies, Jagger and Richards – in making lyrical use of his own place. (Chuck Berry, after all, wrote about Liverpool before the Beatles did.) To say that Morrison invented a Lagan Delta may seem improbable until one remembers that Belfast is a city of many rivers – the Beechie, the Connswater and the Lagan are all named in his songs – and these are matched by the variety of music that flows through its streets in his imagining of it. This intuition about place is all the more remarkable when one thinks of the history of poetry in Belfast and Northern Ireland. The story of that poetry often involves a search for predecessors who can, in the face of pressure from metropolitan centres, enable the use of a local territory for imaginative purposes; so Seamus Heaney looks back to Patrick Kavanagh, just as Paul Muldoon looks back to Heaney. Morrison, under the considerable cultural pressure of the emergence of a new, American-oriented popular culture and operating on his own terms, comes early to an understanding of the value of his own place, and is in turn then able to give expression to the experience of that place.

         None of this is to say that Belfast is in any way a confined location. As with any deeply imagined terrain it has its specific features, yet can open out to encompass anything and everything that creativity may need to call on. It can be as small as a room or a backyard, or as open-ended as a threshold on to wonder. Even as he was asserting the right of the real Belfast as a fit location for his lyrics, Morrison was also beginning to see through and beyond it. Belfast is the first location for the visionary aspects of Morrison’s writing as it moves from the everyday into the possibility of the extraordinary; from his earliest writing, back streets can turn into mystic avenues. The city is then made to yield to a form of what we have to call urban pastoral when transformed by everyday vision. In 6that phrase we also have to understand that the visionary is elevating and celebrating the everyday.

         Belfast is also filtered through many song styles. The conventions governing the lyrics of the blues are different from those of the soul ballad and different again from the country-and-western song, to pick just three styles. In this volume these styles are to be seen in the different shapes that the lyrics make on the page, from the brevity and repetition of ‘Mystic Eyes’, through the rolling variations of ‘Summertime in England’ and the way in which the spoken section of ‘See Me Through Part II’ breaks into the regularity of the hymn form, to the formality on the page of ‘Songwriter’. Each song style answers to different imperatives, satisfies different needs. In each instance, the writer has to balance the need to stay close enough to the convention to keep the style recognisable while also challenging and stretching those conventions. In Morrison’s case the popular song, in whatever form, is constantly challenged and stretched: the aim, to adapt a phrase of Seamus Heaney’s, is to make it eat stuff it has never eaten before. Partly because so many of the forms in which he works are, as he knows, deep-rooted, Morrison’s voice has a maturity and an interest in matters which go beyond those usually thought of as the preserve of the song lyric.

         In none of this, then, can we say that his writing is confined to a specific locale. In using Belfast (and, later, other Northern Irish places), Morrison’s lyrics move in two directions: drilling down and back into origins and memories, and surging outwards in ever-expanding waves to other places and to that territory which is beyond place. On the one hand, the details of his city are associated with the many musics first heard there. These were both local (Orange bands, Salvation Army bands, gospel and praise music, hymns and folk music) and what we now think of as American (jazz, blues, rhythm and blues, gospel and soul). But the traffic between America and Belfast is long-standing. Emigrants from Ireland, many 7carrying their music with them, have been settling in America for centuries, and Belfast was one of the first places where the newly formed, post-revolutionary United States established a trade consulate. In the post-war period, as one of the war children, this connection was most obviously experienced by Morrison through records (and his father’s collection has achieved almost legendary status), and even more particularly through the radio, which is, in its different guises – ‘wireless’, ‘wavelength’ and ‘ether’ are some of its other names in the songs – one of the recurrent features of Morrison’s writing. It is always an immediate, even comforting presence: in that remarkable song ‘T.B. Sheets’, radio becomes the only possible consolation – ‘I turned on the radio / If you wanna hear a few tunes, I’ll turn on the radio for you / There you go, there you go, there you go, baby, there you go’. The radio in Morrison’s writing is not the voice of some remote central authority, but rather an intimate presence bringing music from many different places (American music via European stations), and many of the features of that music, far from being in opposition to the ‘Sunday-school culture’ associated with local forms of music, have their roots in that culture. Radio and its correlates represent forms of connection, of both reception and transmission. The world outside comes sweeping in and is then sent rippling back out in a movement of contraction and expansion.

         Morrison’s recognition that the music which came to him through records and the radio has a kinship with and owes debts to the music of the streets, churches and tin tabernacles of his childhood enables him to distil the city into its abstract components – such as the train and the river (to take the title of Jimmy Giuffre’s theme music from Jazz on a Summer’s Day) – and use these to build a more expansive landscape. Belfast, too, can be taken and rendered into symbolic, even mythologised places. In this way Belfast is a constantly expanding territory: its borders are tested, its limits are stretched. So when the 8scene of the songs moves, as it does, to other places – London, Buffalo, Boston, San Francisco, England in summertime – it’s not that they have nothing new to offer so much as that they are encountered as already familiar, known in advance and accepted for what they might add to the imaginative terrain. By the time of ‘Saint Dominic’s Preview’, for example, ‘the chains, badges, flags and emblems’ of Belfast are seen to be on an equal footing with the archetypal blues location of the crossroads and the crying railroad trains of country music: ‘And for every cross-country corner / For every Hank Williams railroad train that cries / And all the chains, badges, flags and emblems …’

         Belfast, in Morrison’s imaginative encounters with it, has an expansive quality, then, and while by no means all of his lyrics are to be thought of as literally located in the city and its environs – the room in ‘Gloria’ or the ‘old graveyard’ of ‘Mystic Eyes’ could be anywhere – it remains the foundational location, the place where music first played and thus enabled the expansion into all other places. So when Morrison’s lyrics move outwards and away from Belfast, ‘way up to Caledonia’, say, that movement is both outwards towards a mythical pan-Scottish territory and yet carries with it the memory of Louis Jordan’s ‘Caldonia’ (which Morrison has covered). The lyrics journey towards more recognisably American landscapes, but there is no sense of being either overawed or of simply offering the scale and unfamiliarity of these places as interesting in their own right. Instead there is a near-paradoxical sense of familiarity rooted in pre-existing knowledge derived from music and literature absorbed initially in Belfast: ‘I heard Leadbelly and Blind Lemon / On the street where I was born / Sonny Terry, Brownie McGhee and/Muddy Waters … / I went home and read … / Kerouac’s Dharma Bums and On the Road’. The songs of America, as we might call them, can, then, stand beside the deep American pastoral of Basement Tapes-era Bob Dylan and the first albums of The Band. Like them, though 9he has come from much further away, Morrison understands the deep roots of these songs and knows that the sweetness of Tupelo honey is given some of its savour by the bitterness of Tupelo blues.

         The other element that enters the lyrics at this time, despite the temptations of American pastoral, is a hard-edged rejection of the too-easy comforts of a counter-culture peopled by those ultimately ‘determined / Not to feel anyone else’s pain’. The blandishments and deceptions of the music business are a frequent and justified target of Morrison’s songs, distractions from the real work of being a ‘Songwriter’, which, as with cleaning windows in his youth, is a matter of being ‘a working man in my prime’. Against the music business’s sharp practices, we have to consider the generosity of Morrison’s lyrics: they are richly populated by a cast of formative influences, cultural icons and contemporaries. Any reader of these words can acquire an extraordinary musical education simply by noting the names of other musicians and singers. What most of these names have in common is the fact that, confronted with a sharp-edged and often punitive world, they too sought for ways to express both the details of that world and to reach for something beyond it. Whether these figures are defined as blues or soul or rock-and-roll singers, their origins are most often in forms of sacred music. Consequently, in their music there is a frequently unresolved tension between celebrating such joys as are to be found in a hard, secular world and a striving to express something beyond that world. Looking at the many literary names that pepper such songs as ‘Rave on, John Donne’ in this context makes one realise that these writers are named too because they share this irresolution between the sanctified and the sinful.

         No matter how specific his songs are, how rooted in this world, there is always that element of searching for that which lies beyond. It’s there from the start in ‘Mystic Eyes’ (and could the name ‘Gloria’ really have been chosen at random? Like the 10greatest of soul songs there is an aching ambiguity in many of Morrison’s lyrics as they slide back and forth between the sacred and secular) and it continues throughout his writing. There are songs here which reach, however uncertainly, for something which cannot be articulated. Another feature of the writing is just how often it courts silence. ‘On Hyndford Street’ (a phrase from which provides the title for these selected lyrics) is notable for its concern not only with the sounds but also the silences of Belfast. If Morrison’s music is a compound of the urban sounds itemised here – the wireless playing Radio Luxembourg, the railway, ‘Sunday six bells’, ‘Debussy’, ‘voices echoing late at night over Beechie River’ – then the words are trying to capture, here and elsewhere, a kind of living silence. Anyone who has seen Morrison perform live will know that he plays with the full dynamic range available to him: he and his band can switch from full-throated roar to stealth mode, as if trying to play silence itself. His words, too, attempt this impossibility – silence runs through them. It’s there in the last lyric collected here, ‘Mystic of the East’: ‘I can’t find any reason to speak’. But this song also returns us to the streets of ‘Cleaning Windows’, in which he is earning a living and, away from manual labour, developing interests in mysticism and music and literature. If Belfast is known for political violence and, prior to that, for being an industrial city, Morrison’s words offer an alternative to the first and an all too rare glimpse of the second: accounts of physical labour are still remarkably rare in all kinds of writing. But what they also suggest is that even somewhere as apparently unpromising as industrial east Belfast, Morrison’s original stamping ground, can be offered as a place of potential spiritual wonder. Taken as a whole, Morrison’s words, then, offer those things that we look for in popular song, but they also offer so much more.

         It is for others to interpret the details of these songs as they see fit, for others to argue the merits of those interpretations. Despite the temptations of such argument, what I’ve tried to 11offer here is a map of the world of Van Morrison’s lyrics. Some will find it useful, I hope, as a guide to some of the features of that world. Others may well find it more pleasurable and instructive simply to get lost in this rich, expansive, many-peopled place, with its grittiness, its visions, its longing and loss, and its sense of deep fulfilment. Whichever way you choose to proceed, we can all, in this volume, follow the words as they ‘rave on … on printed page’. 12
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               The Story of Them

            

            
               
                  When friends were friends

                  And company was right

                  We’d drink and talk and sing

                  All through the night

                  Morning came leisurely and bright

                  Downtown we’d walk

                  And passers-by

                  Would shudder with delight

                  Mmmmmm

                  Good times

               

               
                  At Izzie’s, man

                  All the cats were there

                  Just dirty enough to say

                  ‘We don’t care’

                  But the management had had complaints

                  About some cats with long, long hair

                  ‘Look, look, look’

                  And the people’d stare

                  ‘Why, you won’t be allowed in anywhere’

                  Barred from pubs, clubs and dancing halls

                  Made the scene at the Spanish Rooms on the Falls

                  And, man, four pints of that stuff was enough to have you

                  Out of your mind

                  Climbing, climbing up the walls

                  Out of your mind

                  But it was a gas, all the same

                  Mmmmmm

                  Good times

               

               
                  Now just right about this time with the help of the three Js 14

                  Started playin’ in the Maritime

                  That’s Jerry, Jerry and Jimmy

                  And you know they were always fine

                  And they helped us run the Maritime

                  And don’t forget Kit

                  Boppin’ people on the head and knockin’ them out

                  You know he did his bit and all

                  Was something else then

                  Mmmmmm

                  Good times

               

               
                  Now people say, ‘Who are,

                  Or what are,

                  Them?’

               

               
                  That little one sings and that big one plays the guitar with a

                  Thimble on his finger, runs it up and down the strings

                  The bass player don’t shave much

                  I think they’re all a little bit touched

                  But the people came

                  And that is how we made our name

                  Too much, it was

                  Mmmmmm

                  Yeah, good times

               

               
                  Wild, sweaty, crude, ugly

                  And mad

                  And sometimes just a little bit sad

                  Yeah, they sneered and all

                  But up there, we just havin’ a ball

                  It was a gas, you know

                  Lord

                  Some good times

               

               
                  We are Them, take it or leave it 15

                  Do you know they took it?

                  And it kept coming

                  And we worked for the people

                  Sweet sweat

                  And the misty, misty atmosphere

                  Gimme another drink of beer, baby

                  Gotta get goin’ here

                  Because it was a gas

                  Lord

                  Good times

               

               
                  Blues come rollin’

                  Down Royal Avenue

                  Won’t stop at the City Hall

                  Just a few steps away

                  You can look up at

                  Maritime Hotel

                  Just a little bit sad

                  Gotta walk away

                  Wish it well

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               
16
                  Gloria

               

               
                  Like to tell you ’bout my baby

                  You know she comes around

                  Just about five feet four

                  From her head to the ground

                  You know she comes around here

                  Just about midnight

                  She make me feel so good, Lord

                  She make me feel alright

               

               
                  And her name is G–L–O–R–I–I–I–I

                  G–L–O–R–I–A – Gloria

                  G–L–O–R–I–A – Gloria

                  I’m gonna shout it all night

                  Gloria

                  I’m gonna shout it every day

                  Gloria

               

               
                  She comes around here

                  Just about midnight

                  She make me feel so good, Lord

                  She make me feel alright

                  Comes walkin’ down my street

                  Comes up to my house

                  She knocks upon my door

                  And then she comes to my room

                  She make me feel alright

                  G–L–O–R–I–A

                  G–L–O–R–I–A

               

               
                  I’m gonna shout it all night

                  I’m gonna shout it every day 17

                  Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah

                  It’s so good

                  Alright

                  Just so good

                  Alright
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               My Lonely Sad Eyes

            

            
               
                  Fill me my cup

                  And I’ll drink your sparkling wine

                  Pretend that everything is fine

                  Till I see your sad eyes

                  Throw me a kiss

                  Across a crowded room

                  Some sunny windswept afternoon

                  Is none too soon for me to miss my sad eyes

                  Not bad eyes or glad eyes

                  But you, my sad eyes

               

               
                  Fortunate and free

                  And there go you and I

                  Between the earth and sky

                  But who are you and I wonder why we do so?

                  My sad eyes

                  Lonely

               

               
                  Oh what a story

                  The moon in all its glory, the song I sing and everything

                  For you, my sad eyes

               

               
                  You’d better

                  Fill me my cup

                  And I’ll drink your sparkling wine

                  Pretend that everything is fine

                  Till I see your sad eyes

                  Not bad eyes or glad eyes

                  But you, my sad eyes

                  My lonely sad eyes
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               Mystic Eyes

            

            
               
                  One Sunday mornin’

                  We went walkin’

                  Down by the old graveyard

                  In the mornin’ fog

                  And looked into

                  Yeah

               

               
                  Those mystic eyes, mystic eyes, mystic eyes, mystic eyes

                  Mystic eyes, mystic eyes, mystic eyes, mystic eyes
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               Philosophy

            

            
               
                  Told you, darling, all along

                  I was right and you were wrong

                  Pleasin’ you is so hard to do

                  Tried all night long to be true

               

               
                  Can’t sow wild oats ’spect to gather corn

                  Can’t take right and make it wrong

                  Told you, darlin’, long time ago

                  You gotta reap what you sow

                  And what you sow, yeah

                  Gonna make you weep someday, someday, someday

                  Yeah, what you sow

                  Gonna make you weep

               

               
                  Tried to keep you satisfied

                  Broke my heart, hurt my pride

                  It’s all over now s’far as I can see

                  It’s a lonely road and a memory

                  Of daily walkin’ and talkin’ about you and me, can’t you see

                  I said, daily walkin’ and talkin’

               

               
                  Can’t sow wild oats ’spect to gather corn

                  Can’t take right and make it wrong

                  Told you, darlin’, long time ago

                  You gotta reap what you sow

                  And what you sow, yeah

                  Gonna make you weep someday, someday, someday

                  Yeah, what you sow, yeah

                  Gonna make you weep

                  Someday
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               Brown Eyed Girl

            

            
               
                  Hey, where did we go, days when the rains came

                  Down in the hollow, playing a new game

                  Laughing and a-running, hey, hey

                  Skipping and a-jumping

                  In the misty morning fog with our, our hearts a-thumping

                  And you, my brown eyed girl

                  You, my brown eyed girl

               

               
                  Whatever happened, to Tuesday and so slow

                  Going down the old mine with the transistor radio

                  Standing in the sunlight laughing

                  Hiding behind a rainbow’s wall

                  Slipping and a-sliding all along the waterfall

                  With you, my brown eyed girl

                  You, my brown eyed girl

               

               
                  Do you remember when we used to sing

                  Sha la la la la la la la la lala dee dah

                  Just like that

                  Sha la la la la la la la la lala dee dah

                  La dee dah

               

               
                  So hard to find my way, now that I’m all on my own

                  I saw you just the other day, my, how you have grown

                  Cast my memory back there, Lord

                  Sometimes I’m overcome thinking about

                  Making love in the green grass, behind The Stadium

                  With you, my brown eyed girl

                  You, my brown eyed girl

               

               
                  Do you remember when we used to sing 22

                  Sha la la la la la la la la lala dee dah

                  Laying in the green grass

                  Sha la la la la la la la la lala dee dah

                  Dee dah dee dah dee dah dee dah dee dah dee

                  Sha la la la la la la la la la la la la

                  Dee dah la dee dah la dee dah la

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
23
               T.B. Sheets

            

            
               
                  Now listen, Julie baby

                  It ain’t natural for you to cry in the midnight

                  It ain’t natural for you to cry way into midnight through

                  Until the wee small hours long ’fore the break of dawn

                  Oh Lord

               

               
                  Now, Julie, an’ there ain’t nothin’ on my mind

                  More further ’way than what you’re lookin’ for

                  I see the way you jumped at me, Lord, from behind the door

                  And looked into my eyes

                  Your little star-struck innuendos

                  Inadequacies and foreign bodies

                  And the sunlight shining through the crack in the windowpane

                  Numbs my brain

                  And the sunlight shining through the crack in the windowpane

                  Numbs my brain, oh Lord

               

               
                  Ha, so open up the window and let me breathe

                  I said open up the window and let me breathe

               

               
                  I’m looking down to the street below, Lord, I cried for you

                  I cried, I cried for you

               

               
                  Oh Lord

               

               
                  The cool room, Lord, is a fool’s room

                  The cool room, Lord, is a fool’s room

                  And I can almost smell your T.B. sheets

                  And I can almost smell your T.B. sheets

                  On your sick bed 24

               

               
                  I gotta go, I gotta go

                  And she said, ‘Please stay, I wanna, I wanna,

                  I want a drink of water, I want a drink of water,

                  Go in the kitchen get me a drink of water’

                  I said, ‘I gotta go, I gotta go, baby’

                  I said, ‘I’ll send, I’ll send somebody around later,

                  You know we got Janet comin’ around here later

                  With a bottle of wine for you, baby, but I gotta go’

               

               
                  The cool room, Lord, is a fool’s room

                  The cool room, Lord, Lord, is a fool’s room, a fool’s room

                  And I can almost smell your T.B. sheets

                  I can almost smell your T.B. sheets, T.B.

               

               
                  I gotta go, I gotta go

                  I’ll send around, send around one that grumbles later on, baby

                  We’ll see what I can pick up for you, you know

                  Yeah, I got a few things going on too

                  Don’t worry about it, don’t worry about it, don’t worry

                  Huh uh, go, go, go, I’ve gotta go, gotta go, gotta go, gotta go

                  Gotta go, gotta go, huh uh, alright, alright

               

               
                  I turned on the radio

                  If you wanna hear a few tunes, I’ll turn on the radio for you

                  There you go, there you go, there you go, baby, there you go

               

               
                  You’ll be alright too

                  I know it ain’t funny, it ain’t funny at all, baby

                  Always laying in the cool room, man, laying in the cool room

                  In the cool room, in the cool room
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               Spanish Rose

            

            
               
                  The wine beneath the bed

                  The things we’ve done and said

                  And all the memories that come glancing back to me

                  In my loneliness

                  Standing in the breach

                  The arms outstretched, but out of reach

                  And consciousness has found me sometimes wondering

                  Where you’re at

                  Take me back again

                  Take me back one more time, Spanish rose

               

               
                  The way you pulled the gate

                  Behind you when you said, ‘It ain’t too late

                  Come on, let’s swing the town and have a

                  Ball tonight’

                  And hoping you’d come through

                  And many others too

                  And all the friends we used to have in days gone by

                  I’m wondering

                  If you’ll take me back again

                  Take me back one more time, Spanish rose

               

               
                  And when the lights went out

                  And no one was about, another country in full bloom

                  In the room we danced

                  And many hearts were torn

                  And when the word went around that everything was wrong

                  And just couldn’t be put right

                  It tore me up, it tore me up, Lord

               

               
                  The way you held the note 26

                  The trembling in your throat

                  That just beginning of your wondrous smile

                  The rising of the water

                  The window into days gone by

                  I often ask myself and wonder why it’s gone

                  Take me back again

                  Take me back one more time, Spanish rose

               

               
                  In slumber you did sleep

                  The window I did creep

                  And touch your raven hair and sang that song

                  Again to you

                  You did not even wince

                  You thought I was the prince

                  To come and take you from your misery

                  In lonely castle walls

                  Ah take me back again

                  Take me back one more time, Spanish rose
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               Who Drove the Red Sports Car?

            

            
               
                  Who drove the red sports car from the mansion

                  And laid upon the grass in summer time?

                  And who done me out high-time fashion

                  And made me read between the lines?

                  And who said, ‘Follow the mile, you’re only a child,

                  Sit on your throne, you got to make it on your own,

                  On your own’?

               

               
                  And who said, ‘Ha, ha, look at you, look at you,

                  You got jam on your face’?

                  And who did your homework and read your Bible

                  And signed your name every place?

                  And who said, ‘Fortunes untold don’t go by gold,

                  You’re much better known, you got to make it on your own,

                  On your own’?

               

               
                  And do you remember, do you remember this time?

                  I said a long time ago, when I came walkin’ down

                  I came walkin’ down, by Maggie’s place

                  It started comin’ on rain, it started comin’ on rain

                  ’Cause I had nothing on but a shirt and a pair of pants

                  And I was getting wet, I was getting wet, saturated, saturated

                  And Maggie opened up the window, and Jane swung out her right arm

                  She said, ‘Hi!’ I said, ‘Hi, how’re you doing, baby?’

                  She said, ‘Come on in out the rain, come on in out the rain,

                  Lord, come on in out the rain, sit down by the fireside

                  And dry yourself.’

                  Achoo! Do it, do it, ha ha ha, I got caught

                  I got caught in a, in a bag, in the bag, oh Lord

                  I said, ‘I don’t mind if I do, I don’t mind if I do’
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               Send Your Mind

            

            
               
                  Send your mind, send your mind

                  Send your mind, send your mind

               

               
                  While you’re out there on the highway

                  Where the drivers roll on by

                  Going south between the bridges

                  Where the river’s runnin’ dry

                  And if you can’t come home

                  Please send your mind

               

               
                  Send your mind, send your mind

                  Send your mind, send your mind

               

               
                  There you’re talking, where you’re going

                  On the train that ceased to roll

                  Across the nation, passing station

                  Where the night is black as coal

                  And if you can’t come home

                  Please send your mind

               

               
                  Send your mind, send your mind

                  Send your mind, send your mind

               

               
                  With your hand laid on your heartbeat

                  And your head between the sheets

                  And the silence from the lamp post

                  On the corner of the street

                  And if you can’t come home

                  Please send your mind

               

               
                  Send your mind, send your mind 29

                  Send your mind, send your mind

                  Send your mind, send your mind

                  Send your mind, send your mind

               

               
                  Ah little darlin’, come on home

                  Come on home, ah send it, send it

                  Ah darlin’, send it, baby

                  All you gotta do

                  Ah send it
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               The Back Room

            

            
               
                  In the back room, in the back room

                  I waited for you, you waited for me

                  The rain came down, pitter pat

                  Said, ‘What, you think it’s raining outside?’

                  Said, ‘So what, turn the record player on’

                  Had a smoke, stood up, walked across to the john

                  In a cloud of mist, couldn’t resist

                  Katie stepped in the hall, she grabbed the door

                  Found the key in the letterbox, she turned the door

                  Walked into the room, said, ‘What’s going on?

               

               
                  ‘I just got back from down the road,

                  I got a couple of bottles of wine, something to turn you on,

                  What’d you think about that?’

                  I said, ‘Sit down, child,

                  Pull up a seat, you’re soaking wet,

                  Take off your coat and hat, wipe your feet on the mat’

                  In the back room, in the back room

                  I waited for you, you waited for me

               

               
                  I said, ‘What time it is, Johnny, where did we go all day?

                  Seem to get nowhere and do nothing

                  But sit looking at each other’

                  He said, ‘I know, I’ve been doing the same thing for weeks’

                  I look at the clock and all of a sudden

                  I’m hypnotised and it speaks to me

                  And it goes tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock

               

               
                  And Katie said, ‘I don’t know what you gotta do

                  But I been working so hard lately

                  That I get home and just fall asleep in bed’ 31

                  So we played some more sounds and grooved a while

                  Somebody brought out some cherry wine, cherry wine

                  And we talked about what was going on in the music world

                  And other things

                  Rain outside came down like it came never before

                  Down it came, down it came, rain, rain, rain

                  And I said, ‘Baby, what time is it, what time is it,

                  Tell me, what time is it?’

               

               
                  ‘Four thirty’

               

               
                  So I peep round the corner of the blinds, and there you go

                  There’s the little girls coming home from school

                  Looking so cool

                  Just learned their As to Zs

                  I said, ‘Hey, man, don’t that look funny, all of those girls

                  Coming home from school

                  And us sitting, talking and drinking

                  And all them other funny things?’ Ha, ha

               

               
                  And Johnny said to me, ‘You know what?’

                  I said, ‘What?’

                  He said, ‘Man, you gotta go out there and do something for yourself

                  You gotta go out and make

                  Or else you’re gonna be sitting around here like nothing’

                  I said, ‘You’re right.’ I said, ‘You’re so right’

                  He said, ‘I know’

                  I said, ‘Do ya?’

                  He said, ‘You know you’re cutting records, cutting records, right?

                  You can’t do that and get through all the time.

                  You’re gonna be out on the road

                  In the back seat, man, on the highway,

                  And the colours are gonna run. 32

               

               
                  All of a sudden don’t you feel sick and the next day

                  You gotta make it?’

                  I said, ‘Yeah, I feel sick’

                  I said, ‘You know I can’t stay here all the time,

                  As much as I’d like to

                  Just loon about all day and all night’

                  I decided to go down to the river

                  And watched the artist go through the motions

               

               
                  Gotta do my thing, gotta do my thing

                  In the back room, in the back room
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               Joe Harper Saturday Morning

            

            
               
                  When you thought I was a stranger

                  When you looked upon me

                  When I came back

                  But to take you from disaster

                  I cannot master the four winds in your shack

                  And the roamin’ in the gloamin’

                  You have brought and set before me

                  And I think that it’s an omen

                  I’m just not what so many people see

               

               
                  And you shined your glory all around

                  Did not disguise what you did

                  I asked you for half a pound, and you said

                  ‘Go see Joe Harper, Saturday morning, kid,

                  Go see Joe Harper, Saturday morning, kid’

               

               
                  And the child held the ball in the garden

                  With the old queen

                  And you kissed the lips that harden of a stranger

                  You know what I mean

                  And you walk down the streets so lonely

                  In your own childish way

                  And you thought that you would only

                  Do it for today

               

               
                  And you shined your glory all around

                  Did not disguise what we did

                  I asked you for half a pound, and you said

                  ‘Go see Joe Harper, Saturday morning, kid,

                  Go see Joe Harper, Saturday morning, kid’ 34

               

               
                  And just outside the club

                  And the rain came down on his head

                  And he got all soaking wet

                  I said, ‘Go for yourself,’ and he said, ‘I know, sure, sure,

                  I ain’t conquered yet’

                  And I walked away from the backstreets in the rain and I saw

                  How many times that I die

                  And we turned on outside in the bus shelter

                  And I jumped on and said goodbye

               

               
                  And I shined my glory all around

                  Did not disguise what I did

                  Tried to keep it underground, but they said

                  ‘Go see Joe Harper, Saturday morning, kid,

                  Go see Joe Harper, Saturday morning, kid’
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               Madame George

            

            
               
                  Down on Cyprus Avenue

                  With the childlike visions leaping into view

                  Clicking clacking of the high-heeled shoe

                  Ford and Fitzroy and Madame George

               

               
                  Marching with the soldier boy behind

                  He’s much older now, with hat on drinking wine

                  And that smell of sweet perfume comes drifting through

                  Early cool night air like Shalimar

                  And outside they’re making all the stops

                  The kids out in the street collecting bottle tops

                  Gone for cigarettes and matches in the shops

                  Happy taking Madame George

                  Oh that’s when you fall

                  Oh that’s when you fall

                  Yeah, that’s when you fall

               

               
                  When you fall into a trance

                  Sitting on a sofa playing games of chance

                  With your folded arms and history books you glance

                  Into the eyes of Madame George

               

               
                  And you think you’ve found the bag

                  You’re getting weaker and your knees begin to sag

                  In a corner playing dominoes in drag

                  The one and only Madame George

               

               
                  And up from outside the frosty window raps

                  She jumps up and says, ‘Lord have mercy,

                  I think that it’s the cops’

                  And immediately drops everything she gots

                  Down into the street below 36

               

               
                  And you know you gotta go

                  On a train from Dublin up to Sandy Row

                  Throwing pennies at bridges down below

                  In the rain, hail, sleet and snow

                  Say goodbye to Madame George

                  Dry your eye for Madame George

                  Wonder why for Madame George

               

               
                  And as you leave, the room is filled with music

                  Laughing music, dancing music, all around the room

                  And all the little boys come round

                  Walking away from it all

                  So cool

               

               
                  And as you’re about to leave

                  He jumps up ’n says, ‘Hey, love,

                  You forgot your glove’

                  And the love that loves to love

                  That loves the love that loves

                  The love that loves to love

                  The love that loves to love

                  The love that loves

               

               
                  Say goodbye to Madame George

                  Dry your eyes for Madame George

                  Wonder why for Madame George

                  Dry your eyes for Madame George

                  Say goodbye

               

               
                  In the wind and the rain in the backstreet

                  In the backstreet

                  In the backstreet

                  Say goodbye to Madame George

                  In the backstreet

                  In the backstreet 37

               

               
                  In the backstreet

                  Well, down home

                  Down home in the backstreet

                  Gotta go

                  Say goodbye, goodbye, goodbye

               

               
                  Dry your eye, your eye, your eye

                  Your eye, your eye, your eye

                  Say goodbye to Madame George

                  And the love that loves to love

                  The love that loves to love

               

               
                  Say goodbye, goodbye, goodbye, goodbye

                  Say goodbye, goodbye, goodbye, goodbye

                  To Madame George

                  Dry your eyes for Madame George

                  Wonder why for Madame George

                  And the love that loves to love

                  The love that loves to love

                  Say goodbye, goodbye

                  Get on the train, darling

                  Get on the train, the train, the train, the train, the train, darling

                  This is the train, this is the train, darling

                  This is the train

                  Oh say goodbye, goodbye, goodbye

                  Get on the train

                  Get on the train
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