


Please Dont Ask

Please don’t ask me to dance, 
Cos when we dance 
There just might be a chance,
Might be a chance for some love and 
Romance so baby, 
Please don’t ask me to dance.

Please don’t ask me to sing, 
Cos when we sing, 
Things just start happening. 
And when things start happening, 
Then my head starts to spin, so darling,
Please don’t ask me to sing.

But we can talk, yeah we can talk for hours,
Every thought, we put the world to right.

When you smile, 
It’s sunshine for the flowers,
And your eyes, 
Are soft as summer rain.

Please don’t ask me to sing, 
Cos when we sing, 
Things just start happening,
And when things start happening, 
Then my head starts to spin, so baby,
Please don’t ask me to sing.

Please don’t ask me to dance, 
Cos when we dance 
There just might be a chance,
Might be a chance 
For some love and romance so darling, 
Please don’t ask me to dance.

I wrote this song after being 
invited by a pretty girl, to 
dance at a wedding. I am a 
hopeless dancer but, with the 
right amount of alcohol and 
the request of a pretty girl I 
can forget this hard earned 
knowledge in an instant and 
before you know it, I’m up on 
the dance floor channeling the 
spirit of Stan Laurel. Please don’t 
ask me to dance is a song for 
hapless dancers and hopeless 
romantics everywhere. 
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When blue skies turn to grey and the smile fades away,
There was so much left to say, I keep wondering,
If you listen when I speak, know the secrets that I keep,
And if deep calls unto deep, in the morning.

I remember, catch a glimpse now and then,
Of the things, we used to say,
I mistake them for the wind in the trees,
But it lingers, for the day.

When blue skies turn to grey and your smile fades away,
There was so much left to say, I keep wondering,
If you listen when I speak, know the secrets that I keep,
And if deep calls unto deep in the morning.

I remember, catch a glimpse now and then,
Of the things, we used to say,
I mistake them for the wind in the trees,
But it lingers, for the day.

When blue skies turn to grey and your smile fades away,
There was so much left to say, I keep wondering,
If you listen when I speak, know the secrets that I keep,
And if deep calls unto deep in the morning.

Blue Skies is for everyone who has lost someone close to 
them. Other than my grandparents, I’ve not lost anyone. 
A few friends that died tragically before their time, but no 
one that took a part of me with them when they left.

I have such empathy for those that have lost loved ones 
and wish I could wrap my arms around them and say 
I understand, but in reality I don’t.  Blue Skies is written 
from a desire to be able to care for those who are hurting, 
without treading on anyones toes.
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Blue Skies



Beginning to Relax

I’m beginning to relax now, 
Heart still beating to the max now,
Take a look at all the facts now, 
Somehow we’re in love.

Can you feel it getting stronger, 
I’m not frightened any longer
Who cast this spell we’re under, 
Somehow we’re in love.

Baby I know it happened fast, 
Once on our own, 
But take a look at us now,
Baby I know this love can last,
We just have to figure how.

I’m beginning to relax now,  
Heart still beating to the max now,
Take a look at all the facts now,  
Somehow we’re in love.

There is nothing I would change,
Nothing that I would re-arrange,
Both of our lives turned upside down,
I’m in too deep to turn around.

I’m beginning to relax now, 
Heart still beating to the max now,
Take a look at all the facts now, 
Somehow we’re in love.

Can you feel it getting stronger, 
I’m not frightened any longer
Who cast this spell we’re under, 
Somehow we’re in love.

Beginning to Relax is the first 
song I wrote for my partner, 
Sarah. We had not been dating 
long and my emotions were a 
mixture of terror and excitement. 
As I began to realise that this 
was a ‘thing’, it was happening 
and it might not go away, I 
started to relax. My heart still 
beats just as fast, even today but 
I am definitely more relaxed. 
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I’m gonna hold you in, my loving arms,
Keep you close, win you with my charms,
And when the world comes closing in,
I’m gonna hold you in my loving arms again.

When I’m in darkness, you are my light,
When I’m losing hope ,you give me appetite,
If life gets bitter girl you make it sweet,
You take the ‘in’ out of  incomplete.

I’m gonna hold you in, my loving arms,
Keep you close, win you with my charms,
And when the world comes closing in,
I’m gonna hold you in my loving arms again.

When we’re together, I’m on solid ground,
Bright coloured flowers, scattered all around,
You are the sunshine and the warm summer rain,
You keep me happy til the end of days.  

I’m gonna hold you in, my loving arms
Keep you close, win you with my charms,
And when the world comes closing in,
I’m gonna hold you in my loving arms again.

In March 2019 I was home alone recovering after 
an emergency admission to hospital.  Sarah was 
travelling in India and I felt our separation even 
more acutely. I wrote this song very quickly and 
easily, recorded it that same morning and sent it 
to her.  It’s this same recording you hear on this 
EP - nothing added, nothing taken away.   It’s now 
Feb 2021, almost 2 years later,  and the world is 
a very different place - lovers, family and friends 
all separated.  I hope this song brings you closer 
to those you love and that very soon we will all be 
able to freely hug again. 
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Don’t Run

I can’t do what you want me to do,
I can’t be what you hoped that I would be,
I can’t help if you don’t understand,  
Take a look at the truth in your hand.
 
There’s a choice that every one of us can make,
We can choose to love or we can choose to hate,
We can choose to live or we can choose to die,
We can choose to open up,  let the light love inside.

But you run, yes you run, you choose to run away from hope,
And a love you can’t control, yes you run, 
Then blame everyone.

There’s a part of you and there’s a part of me,
Hopes the way things are are how there’re supposed to be,
Hopes when times are hard, they’ll not be hard at all,

And the pieces fall where they are supposed to fall.
But that isn’t always how the story goes,
Like a river life is full of ebbs and flows,
You can choose to live, or you can choose to die,
You can choose to open up,  let the light of love inside.

But you run, yes you run, you choose to run away from hope,
And a love you can’t control, yes you run, 
Then blame everyone.

I wrote this song as a line in the sand.  There are 
two characters - the Singer and the Listener.  The 
Singer can’t do anymore to help the Listener 
find peace of mind with themselves and the 
world around them. Life has its ups and downs 
and  ‘ebbs and flows’, much of the responsibility 
for living and learning is ours.  The Listener is 
encouraged to take control, choose life and love 
over fear and failure, but they choose to run. 

In my head I can hear Nancy Griffiths singing this 
song. Written in 2012 it is another example of 
one of those songs that seems to write itself.  I 
open all my live shows with this song and would 
dearly love the chance to perform it one day with 
a full band. 
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Thank you’s

A huge thank you goes to everyone who continues to support me, 
even though they should know better.
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