Why Seven? 

There are seven wonders of the world, seven colours of the rainbow, seven seas and seven continents. There are seven days in a week and seven notes in a scale (yes and seven inches on an old 45rpm record!). Then there are the seven hills of Rome, seven deadly sins and seven virtues, and I am told, seven mountains of society to climb. And there are probably seven virgins left in Frumpton, Shropshire.
As numbers go, seven has a swish pedigree and I felt my new album had to be seven ‘something’. For a while it was seven sides but then I thought, seven sides of what? – seven sides of me! No, let’s get real – it’s my seventh CD – seven songs (plus a bonus track!). Most of them are brand new but some have been in the slow cooker for a while. So here we go – One – Two – Three – Four -– Seven!
To all our fans and encouragers out there, thank you and Happy listening!

Musicans:   Alex Lowe, Alan Piano-Smith, Jack Rosa, Mark Jago, Fitz Storrod,  
Dave Scott-Morgan, Mandy Scott-Morgan, Martin Smith, Steve Hudson.
Words & Music:  Dave Scott-Morgan. 
 www.davescottmorgan.com. 
Recorded at Grimm-Doo Studio.  
Bonus Track: Don’t Leave me now~
Cover cartoonagram by Lance Wallnau
THE WHEEL

Things can always be better and also can be much worse. These are the ‘Things’ you can’t see because the wheel is spinning too quick. But when it stops you can can see those ‘things’ are the spokes which have been holding it together all this time.  Nicla Vece, from Italy, supplied the beat box. 


Things could be better, Things could be much worse

I could get what I want I could get what I deserve

Well I could be a superstar – 

This could be my number one 

Or I could be selling matchsticks to a second city son 
when THE WHEEL turns around


There’s faces at my window, voices at my door

I give them what they want 

but they keep coming for more

It’s all so obvious, so plain to anyone

they don’t want meet my daddy

they just want to have some fun   /meet his son 

when THE WHEEL turns around      


I stood before the people so perfectly alone

Just me and my guitar And this megaphone

I spoke to them with passion, with not a shred of doubt

Oh but the wind was from the North then

now it’s from the south 

and THE WHEEL turns around      


Well I turn on the tele, to catch up with the news 

I could understand it if I wasn’t so confused.

But it doesn’t really matter, if what they say is right

Well I’ll be on the balcony 

and you’ll be on your bike

when THE WHEEL turns around

DRIVE ON TO MOSCOW


‘Moscow’ retells the angst of two despotic warriors who reached for the prize of that great city and were seriously defeated before it. I guess it’s a metaphor of life too in that we can get fixated on a goal that is just unreachable. Ugh – tell me about it! The other notable thing about this song is that the late Carl Wayne can be heard singing on it (in the last minute). It’s one of many tracks he recorded with me round at my moms house, circa 1968-69. 

Drive on to Moscow 

Moscow be my friend 

on you must go 

you must go to the end 


The year is Eighteen Twelve my General

Can you save yourself my General?

Can you look me in the eye

be prepared to stand or die

if your want to be

my General...


Drive on to Moscow 

Moscow be my friend 

on you must go 

you must go to the end 


Now it's Nineteen Forty Two my General

Can I rely on you, my General?

Can you look me in the eye

be prepared to stand or die

if your want to be

my General...

Drive on to Moscow 

Moscow be my friend 

on you must go 

you must go to the end 

TANYA

A song for a girl and for Russia – it opens with a Russian proverb: ‘We are a dark people’. Originally written about a real person with the code name ‘Tanya’ (real name Tamara Bunke), a revolutionary and lover of Che Guevara. They both died in Bolivia in the 60s. “Will my name one day be forgotten and nothing of me remain on the Earth?” she wrote in a poem. Extra guitar parts are by Martin Smith.








Tanya, we are a dark people
Tanya, we are a dark people

Tanya, 

The world is very small

You’ll never work it all out
Your dreams are in the sky

Like empty years they cry out, 
Tanya!

When you’re sad and you feel you can’t go on
Look and see how far you’ve come

Understanding who you are

And remembering the star you are to me

Tanya

The days are very strange
so full of dangers and doubt

But through the twists and turns

the candle never burns out

Oh Tanya!
There’s a whole lot of places you can see

A lot of people you can be
Understanding who you are

And remembering the star you are to me

When you’re sad and you feel you can’t go on
Look and see how far you’ve come

Understanding who you are

And remembering the star you are to me

and from the darkest day 
there’ll come a better way
for you and your dream Tanya.

RED ROSE


I used to share a house with Bob & Megan back in the day… We met recently at a pub gig out in the country: ‘Get up and sing Red Rose’ Bob said. ‘Red what?’ I asked. I had clean forgotten all about this tune along with the situation that called it forth. So thanks Bob, and here it is: Refurbished, painted and decorated by Morganisation, and included in live shows circa 2017.

Red Rose she tip toes, 

She hums-ahs, she yes no’s

she bakes pies, she housewives, 

she bow ties, she tells lies

But she knows all there is to know about dying slow

does Red Rose


Well she writes plays, she acts parts

she’s a Lord Protector, she’s a Bachelor of arts

And she collects men like a connoisseur

And she hates them who love here

And I knows all there is to know about dying slow

for Red Rose

Red Rose, 

cold as winter snows 

and warm as the first light of spring

She knows 

which way the river flows

But makes like she don’t know a thing.


Well she’s the only virgin outside paradise

She’s the only one who’s not been sacrificed

She’s a stone cathedral, she’s a patron saint

And she’s a Red Cross Parcel for those who aint

cos she knows all there is to know about dying slow

does Red Rose

DON’T LEAVE ME NOW

I’ll go to places I hate to go to, I’ll hang out with people I hate to be with, I’ll change my haircut, my religion, I’ll do whatever it takes. Just don’t leave me! Guitarists Steve Hudson (in Arisaig) and Alex Lowe (in Birmingham) helped me get the right flavor of despair for this song about the black void of parting.


Where tears meet the river, 

where the rubber meets the road

I sit meditating on the good times we have know’d

while Romeo and Juliet pass by inside the fog

Peter turns to Jesus, 

and says ‘boy it’s gonna be a slog’


But Don’t Leave me now


I’ve got so much on the burner, 

so much I have to say

But every time that elephant is standing in the way

So I grit my teeth, I hold my peace, 

I put my tongue into my cheek 

I close my eyes, I count my sheep at the ending of the day


Don’t Leave me now  

There was pride, there was passion. 

There was Bogey and Bacall
I squinted through a keyhole and I tiptoed down a hall 

And I listened through a stethoscope 

and I heard the rushing wind

I looked inside a universe where Judas never sinned


but Don’t Leave me now 


-  whatever you do





Do I, or do I not cast a shadow on this wall?

Is that the headless highwayman skiing down that waterfall

oh no, it’s just tomorrow playing for time 

there’s gold down in the valley and a piece of it is mine


so Don’t Leave me now  

LONG TIME COMING



That train just keeps on rolling and we just keep on looking out for the destination promised on the ticket. Never mind, the view is fantastic. As with all SEVEN tracks, Morganisation is playing but this one has extra guitar parts by Mark Jago.  


Ring-a-ling-a-ling goes the bell
that ring-a-ling-a-ling I know so well 
The deal is on the table      

the map is on the wall

We made our plans, we shook our hands 
now we’re waiting for your call      

but it’s Long time coming,

coming to me 



He who picks a winner picks the strongest
He who laughs the last laughs the longest 
When you call me from your private jet 
flying coast to coast    

‘The meat is in the oven babe

and the cheque is in the post’ 

oh but it’s Long time coming


coming to me

Something in the smells and bells don’t sit right
when you say we got to do the deal at midnight 
it’s One, Two, Three and Four

I did it once, I can’t do it no more
So let it rock, Let it roll 

My ship is on the way 

oh but it’s Long time coming


coming to me

THE GATES OF ETERNITY   
Am I dreaming or what? It’s as high as the cloud tops and as wide as the universe. I can’t get over it or around it. I can’t open it or close it. All I can do is sail helplessly toward it, listening to the chatter around. ‘Somebody should have said. It’s just not fair. Why is it a secret?’ And why are they all looking at me? That’s Alex Lowe on guitar and Tony Clarkin of Magnum producing.

Standing here at the gates 

Face to face 

hoping this scene is a dream  

but I know it aint 

cos they ask me why –  why is it a secret?

But it aint no secret, no no no no no no. 

It was writ, it was read, it was spoken, it was said
hung high upon a notice board and underlined in red

Here at the Gates of eternity

Watching the people go by 

my oh my

With faces like flint, 

there’s no telling what they think

but they ask me why? –  why is it a secret?




But it aint no secret, no no no no no no.

It was writ, it was read, it was spoken, it was said
and high upon a notice board it’s underlined in red

Here at the Gates of eternity

With the Butcher the baker and candlestick maker 

The Kings and Queens, movers and shakers

mothers and lovers and givers and takers

and all of them looking at me!

Here at the Gates of eternity

LOOKOUT ON THE HORIZON



This song wasn’t originally written about Syria but it has become my ode to that conflict (‘Say, can you see, an end to all this agony’). Piano part is by Richard Tandy, guitars by Alex Lowe, and the operatic chorus voice by Lisa Carter.


When the trumpet sounds

It’ll be time to close the door

Meet me inside the city wall

And Lookout on the Horizon

Lookout over the sea

Only yesterday

I caught the news as it came through

I couldn’t believe they could be so cruel

And Lookout on the Horizon

Lookout over the sea

Say, do you know

If there’s a place we can go?
Say, do you know

Say, can you see

An end to all this agony?

Say, can you see

Stand on the wall and look for the light

And yell if you see it, 
yell if you see it! 
yell if you see it! 
yell if you see it! 
Is it over now

Can we begin to mend our ways

Could we in time believe it pays? 
And Lookout on the Horizon

Lookout over the sea

Well there are seven deadly sins, seven Joys and seven virtues. Seven hills of Rome, seven colours of the rainbow, seven notes in a scale (and seven inches on a 45rpm record). There are seven days in a week; seven wonders of the world; seven seas and seven continents… now I hear of Seven Mountains of influence in society… If you don’t believe me check out Lance Wallnau who did the stick drawing on the cover of this CD. (It took him all of twenty seconds on his YouTube show). 
Yes I saw the number seven and thought maybe it referred to my somewhat schizoid musical moods. For a while it was ‘Seven Sides’ but then I thought seven sides of what? – seven sides of me! No, let’s get real – it’s my seventh CD - musical message number Seven.

I finished the first mix on New Years Eve - the last day of 2017. Phew! It felt like it was the end of an era as well as the end of the year. Most of the songs are brand new but some are older ones that have been on the slow cooker for awhile. All feature my group Morganisation (check out the song notes for other musical contributors) and as always, the songs are from many different genres because I like them all. So here it is – One Two Three Four – Seven! 

Seven. 
A new album recorded by Dave Scott-Morgan & Morganisation in 2017

There are seven deadly sins, seven wonders and seven virtues, seven hills of Rome, seven colours of the rainbow, seven notes in a scale (and seven inches on an old 45rpm record). There are seven days in a week, seven seas, seven continents and I am told, seven mountains of society to climb. 
As numbers go, seven has a fab pedigree and I felt the album had to be seven – ‘something’. For a while it was seven sides but then I thought, seven sides of what? – seven sides of me! No, let’s get real – it’s my seventh CD – seven songs (plus a bonus track!). Most of them are brand new but some have been in the slow cooker for a while.  So here we go – One - Two - Three - Four -– Seven!
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The Wheel
Things can always be better but things can also be much worse. These are the things that you can’t see because the wheel is spinning too quick. But when it stops you can see those ‘things’ are the spokes which have been holding it together all this time.  Nicla Vece, from Italy, supplied the beat box. 

Long Time Coming
That train just keeps on rolling and never seems to reach the destination promised on the ticket. But never mind, the view is fantastic. As well as Alex Lowe, I can hear Mark Jago’s guitar playing here.

Long Time Coming
That train just keeps on rolling and we just keep on looking out for the destination promised on the ticket. Never mind, the view is fantastic. And listen, I can hear Jago playing guitar.  
Drive on to Moscow
Retelling the angst of two despotic warriors who reached for the prize of Moscow and were seriously defeated before it. I guess it’s a metaphor of life too in that we can get fixated on a goal that is just unreachable. Ugh – tell me about it! The other notable thing about this song is that Carl Wayne can be heard singing on it in the last minute. It’s one of many tracks he recorded with me round at my moms house, circa 1968-69.
TANYA

Tanya
The song opens with a Russian proverb: 'Tanya, we are a dark people' and ends with the ray of hope that ‘from the darkest day, will come a better way’. It was originally about a revolutionary called ‘Tanya’ (real name Tamara Bunke) but I reworked it in 2012 as a metaphor for the spirit of Russia which has weathered every sort of evil - the Czars, communism, and now, gangster capitalism. The track includes guitar parts by Martin Smith.
A metaphor for the spirit of Russia which has weathered every sort of evil - the Czars, communism, and now, gangster capitalism. The song opens with a Russian proverb: 'Tanya, we are a dark people' and ends with the hope that ‘from the darkest day, will come a better way’.

the song is a memorial to the victims of political murder in Russia. 
Why 'Tanya' - well it was originally written around a real person – with the code name ‘Tanya' - (real name Tamara Bunke). She was a revolutionary with, and girl-friend of, Che Gueverra, who died like him, in Bolivia in the 60s. "Will my name one day be forgotten and nothing of me remain on the Earth?" Tanya once wrote in a poem.     

A song of Russia, opening with a Russian proverb: ‘We are a dark people’. Originally written about a real person – a girl with the code name ‘Tanya’ (real name Tamara Bunke). She was a revolutionary and lover of Che Guevara who died like him, in Bolivia in the 60s. “Will my name one day be forgotten and nothing of me remain on the Earth?” she wrote in a poem. Extra guitar parts by Martin Smith.

Red Rose
I used to share a house with Bob & Megan Bradie ( of the Applejacks) back in the day… We met recently at a pub gig out in the country: ‘Get up and sing Red Rose’ Bob said. ‘Red what?’ I asked. I had clean forgotten all about this tune along with the situation that called it forth. So thanks Bob, and here it is: Refurbished, painted and decorated by Morganisation, and included in live shows circa 2017.

Don’t leave me now

For a long while I didn’t know who or what this song was about. All the while my friend was going through a divorce, and there I was kicking around these strange sad words about somebody desperately hanging on to a relationship no matter what the cost. The penny finally dropped:- It’s for my friend - and anyone - who loves their pal so much they will do anything to keep them from leaving. Yes I’ll go to places I hate to be in, I’ll hang out with people I hate to be with, I’ll change my religion, I’ll do whatever it takes. Just don’t leave me! Guitarists Steve Hudson (in Arisaig) and Alex Lowe (in Birmingham) helped me get the right flavor of despair on this one. 
The Gates of Eternity
Am I dreaming or what? It’s as high as the cloud tops and as wide as the universe. I can’t get over it or around it. I can’t open it. I can’t close it. All I can do is sail helplessly toward it, listening to the chatter of the folk going by. ‘You’re right, it’s terrible. Somebody should have told us about it. It’s just not fair. Why was it kept secret? And why are they all looking at me?’

The Gates of Eternity
Am I dreaming or what? It’s as high as the cloud tops and as wide as the universe. I can’t get over it or around it. I can’t open it or close it. All I can do is sail helplessly toward it, listening to the chatter of the folk going by. ‘Somebody should have told us about it. It’s just not fair. Why was it kept secret?’ And why are they all looking at me?
Lookout on the Horizon

This has been on the burner for a while, a song for the Syrian war tragedy (‘Say, can you see, an end to all this agony’). Piano part is by Richard Tandy, guitars by Alex Lowe, and ethereal chorus vocal by Lisa Carter. 
Time of the Tiger
Using the melancholy of the slow blues, here I spill my feelings about the Islamic outrages that fester like open wounds on the the age we live in. But where can you go with such a grievous issue? ‘Time of the Tiger’ features pianist Fitzroy Storrod with slide guitar overdubs by Martin Smith. Time of the Tiger
Using the melancholy of the slow blues, here I spill my feelings about the Islamic outrages that fester like open wounds on the age we live in but where can you go with such a grievous issue? ‘Time of the Tiger’ features pianist Fitzroy Storrod, with slide guitar parts by Martin Smith.

