


Wake each morning with my head held high
Kiss my baby, look her in the eye

Someone who loves me
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To Be The One

(Paul Brady)
Round Hill Music

It happens so easy, in the wink of an eye
The moment you cut the cable

The rest of the world goes drifting by
Leaving you high and dry

Your love was there waiting to slip me the key
It's just that behind my curtain

Your love wasn't getting through to me

And setting my spirit free

What started me thinking of changing the plan,
What took me so long to find out
That you only want me as | am?

See how the silence sends it on down to you
Now all you need is to believe it's true

This lesson is over, this message got through
I'm turning the corner

You know that I'm coming back to you

To be the one | can be

| know you told me but | had to find it out for myself
Oh sweet baby I cried

And when | saw the way | hurt you

Saw the tears in your eyes

But now it’s easy cos I'm learning from

my past mistakes

And | never make the same one twice

Listen to me when | tell you this is no disguise

Paul Brady: vocals, acoustic guitar,
keyboards

Paul Moore: bass

Liam Bradley: drums and percussion

The Shape That I'm In

(Paul Brady/ Sharon Vaughn)

Round Hill Music/ The Bank Music Pub. Stockholm

Our mistakes leave a memory

We try to shift in vain

In our hearts or on our skin

It's there to stay

You might think that you're invisible
But you're still leaving tracks

You can run no matter how far

Turn around and there you are

Yeah, it reads like a map
Written over my face

Of the places I've been
Though | may not be great
I'm in pretty good shape
For the shape that I'm in
The mistakes that | made
| will take to the grave
Saying never again

But it might have to wait
I'm in pretty good shape
For the shape that I'm in

There were times | heard the whisper
Of a bullet whizzing by

Didn't even realize how close | came
And | fooled myself forever

That I'd made the Great Escape

You can run no matter how far

Turn around and there you are

Yeah, it reads like a map
Written over my face

Of the places I've been
Though | may not be great
I'm in pretty good shape
For the shape that I'm in
The mistakes that | made
| will take to my grave
Saying never again

But it might have to wait
I'm in pretty good shape
For the shape that I'm in

Could use forgiveness

But I'm not sure who to ask

How big a sin is too much fun?
Looking back on it

There were things | could’ve changed
But why try to hide what I've become?

Yeah, it reads like a map...

Paul Brady: vocals, acoustic and electric
rhythm guitars, bouzouki,
keyboards, organ

Bill Shanley: electric guitars
Jennifer Maidman:  bass

Liam Bradley: drums and percussion
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When Love Comes Tumbling In
(Paul Brady/ Dillon O'Brian/ Leah Andreone)

Round Hill Music/ Dillon O'Brian Songs (BMl), admin Wixen Music / Ahalella Music - Warner Tamerlane

| added up the pieces

And this is all there is

Dreams are just for dreamers

And a kiss is just a kiss

What's gone is gone

And ignorance is bliss

Then suddenly you reappear, far too near
And all the promises | made to myself before
Go right out the door

Chorus

When love comes tumbling in

There's nowhere in this world for you to hide again
It's underneath your skin

And the hunger deep inside can’t be denied again
When love comes tumbling in

So what am | to do?

Forget that you just opened up my heart?

Must | go on pretending?

No... | can't go back there

Cos that old road’s not going anywhere

Now everything is changing

And all the ways that I've been fooling myself before
Don't work anymore

Chorus

When love comes tumbling in

There's no way in the world that you can hide again
It's underneath your skin

And the hunger deep inside can't be denied again

When love comes tumbling in

All the walls you build around you crumble in the end
A whole new world begins

You open up your eyes and you believe again

Recorded in Los Angeles, spring 2002.
Additional recording in Dublin 2021.
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Just Behind The Veil

(Paul Brady/ Shay Healy)
Round Hill Music/ IMRO

I'm just behind the veil

So close | hear you talking about me
Don't cry so hard

It's not like I'm gone so far away
Day after day

In every way | still will remind you

Who | was and who | am

Your friend or your lover, father or brother,
But I'm watching over you

From just behind the veil

I'm just behind the veil

A step in time is all that separates us

Each word you speak

Comes floating on the wind that swirls around me
Say what you say

Now listen close, so you can hear my echo

Who | was and who | am

Your sister, your daughter, friend or your lover
There'll be days when you stumble

And your courage it might fail

But I'm still watching over you

From just behind the veil

Who can say what's true or what'’s imagining?
Is the ripple in the mirror really you?

I'm just behind the veil

In a place out where the sun is shining
Everything's alright

Just see me like a golden rainbow

Ray after ray

I'll shine on you so you can remember

Who | was and who | am

Your son or your lover, sister or mother
There'll be days when you stumble
And your courage it might fail

But I'm here watching over you

From just behind the veil

Paul Brady: vocals, acoustic guitars,
keyboards, bass

Bill Shanley: electric guitars

Richard Nelson: pedal steel guitar

Liam Bradley: drums and percussion

Improvisations on the Galway Reel

(Paul Brady)
Round Hill Music

Recorded in Windmill Lane 2, St Stephen’s Green,
Dublin 1980.

Paul Brady: mandolin, piano, keyboards
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