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Every Dog Has Its Day
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Well I've drunk to drown, on every ocean 1've been
Lake Tanganyika, where the crocodlle swim
Halifam, Nova Scotia tc Van Diemen's land
Well I drank with the Sultan, down the Suez Canal
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Cause Came Every Dog Has Its Day
Like every woman, she gets her own way
And if there's a ship that salls tonight
I'11 captain that tce, just to be there wlth you

well there was old Jerry Rconey, whc was mad as a mule
Splllblocd dalone had & head like one oo
Thet night on the bridge, with my shovel in hand

WEm Well he threstened to kill me,
for sure he pleked the wrong man

Cuuse Every Dog Has Its Day
Like every woman, she gets her own way
And if there's a ship that salls tonight
I1'11 captain that too, Just tc cve there with you

Well there was mutiny in Lagcs, abcard the mean ship Skendi

Ten or twelve days in prison, tllil the bastard set me free
MeCloskey you're free

Cause Every Dog Hes l1ts Day
Like every woman, she getsa her own Wway
And If there's a ship that salls tonight
1'11 captain that too, just tec be there with you

Now I love the sea and she wants me pack

So I leave this cl' harbor, with the wind at mp back
Goodbye mother Theresa, I hope the kilds settle down
I must head for the Chinss, pray to God I dornt drewn

For Every Dog Has Its Day
Like esvery woman, she gets her own way
And if there's a ship that salls tonlght
I'1l ¥8xx captain thet too

Cause Every Dog Has Its DRy
Like every woman, she gets her cwn wajy
And if there's a ship that sails tonight

I'11 captain that tco, just tobe there with you
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Life In Tenement Square

Well I kissed the day, I was on my Wway
From those cold gray olocks of stone
For seventeen years of sgualor filled tears
time now with innocence lost
As the sun split the rcom
with its rays filled with gloom
Turnin' all hope to despailr
And the only thing left
s toc flee from the nest
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That was life In & Tenement Sguare

&

1 remember the song where the rais sSang alcng
And danded for their daily oread
while the damp washed the walls
That were twenty feet tall
Not a child in the house was fed
On the puPLPT filled face
of the men left a trace
Of the coin they had already spent
while our mothers asked God
What was Hell ever for
Wnen you lived in a Tenement 3guare

Grap what's left of the coal
From the ol' cubbyhole
These cinders need more Lo be & fire
While the gnosts of the soldliers
[nat lived there pefcre us
Laugn with thelr guns by their side
[ hear them 1l ugh, Ww1ith their guns DY thelr side

Now politicians tney dwell
In that forgotten Hell
Qgur misery's been turned intc news
_ﬁuerﬁ the fat of the land
Now HUL, hand=in-hand
A crise now of llfe was ever true
Tee.0| t & sun split the room
its rays rilled with glocom
Turning all B hope to despalr
Andthe only thing left
e was to flee from the nest
Thet was Life In A Tenement Syuare
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Stuck on limpo oriage
Wnere below me ol'! Nick grins
Then laughs througn the chaos of it all
Gets up. of f his chalr
18 & Jig Lo o despaelr
He can't walt To ccunt tne times wher 1 went Wrong
Jnderneath the bush, lay & peggar out cf luck
On his lips, was a taste he forgels
pe filled with sand
11l through his hand
Every grain, was a lifetime of regret
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. go and bow ycur head and weep
For ;zgf world wo F change whlle you aleep
o L:; g:qahﬁ Dow Jgﬁ? hgaﬂ and weep
L meér that was lost, now is gcne

Fertile Mrs. Moore hasd thirteen

b But still looked good

[11ll her pl‘ man jumged ;*EVE en A 8h
aNe ney 3 n’.éﬂ & l-L_U_H ii a ._'...I.iu
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Starts in bed
er—yeu UEY BLL Low sour—iren
So go and bow your aad*ﬂi b
For ycur world won't change ﬂifLEtbtu sleep
Yeah, goand bow your head and weep
For the summer that was lost, now is gone

Killer Kilbain kicked me aeﬁseiess everyday
I hope that castard 1s beneath & head of stone
Where I'd dance upon his grave
For all the madness L now crave
#hile the scars that remain are still a curse
3o I'm stuck on & limbo bridge
Where belcw me ol' Nick grins
Then laughs throughx the chaos of it all
Gets up off his chair
Spins & jig to my despalr
He can't wait to count the times where 1 went wrong

feah, he can't walt to count the times wher I went wrong
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PLAYING ON SWAGGER IS
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Bridget Regan Fiddle & Tin Whistle
Dennis Casey Guitar

Matt Hensley Accordion

Nathen Maxwell Bass

Robert Schmidt Mandolin & Banjo
George Schwindt Drums
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John Donovan Guitars on all tracks
Gary Schwindt Trumpet

Produced by Flogging Molly

Engineered by Steve RAlbini

Recorded & Originally Mixed at

Electrical Audio Recording Studios in Chicago
Mixed by Ross Hogarth

Mastered by Him Rosen
Photograph by Dan Sturt
Design Winni Wintermeyer/3am.et

ALL MUSIC by FLOGGING MOLLY
except "Life In A Tenement Square” &
"Black Friday Rule."”

ALL WORDS by Dave Hing.
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Written by KING/DONOVAN/Hensley/Mazwell/
Regan/Schmidt/Schwindt

"Black Friday Rule"

Written by KING/HUTT/Hensley/Maxwell/Regan/
Schmidt/Schwindt

©® 1997/1989/2000 ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.
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ALL MUSIC published by TWENTYSIHF MUSIC
temn and 26f GELLERT HILL except "LIFE IN A
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MmUuUSIC emn, 26f GELLERT HILL (RscAP) and
BARBARA BLOOD mMUsSIC (Bmi).

"BLACK FRIDAY RULE"” TWENTYSIXF MUSIC
temn, 26f GELLERT HILL and SEE NO EVIL
MUSIC (RscAP).
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The Likes Of You Agaln

Here's to you, I salng for my daddy-o
45 I lay hlm down to sleep
It's been sc long, since I lost my daddy-o
Hope he's watchin' over me

Wednesday night 1s mornin' now
43 I'm walkin' in the reain
The blrds are scresming in my ear
Drivin' me insane

Half the clouds are emply
8o the sun burat through the aky
The puddles show reflection
Of a face about to die

Just arcund the corner,
I was golng round the bend
I ran into & staggerin' fool
Wno said he knew my name

He poured himself a whiskey
:nd his feace began to glow
Tio men without &n snswer

Like a dog without a bone

Bringin' in the new year
4= the bells began to ring
Fats 1s in the corner, she'as just sbout to sing
Time to get another, before the final shout
You should have heard them roarin'
When they dragged the bugger out
and we'll never see the likes of you agailn

Jimbo came from slummin' town
L cold and dreary place

To summerland he found himself
The sun shun on his face

et & girl called Minnle Pearl
swore she'd always be his girl
Happy ever after, tl1ll the tide ran out agalin

Four me all your Sorrows
ind I'll drink till you are dry
1811 love you in the mornin’
Bex Christ, I'1l love ya till you die

1'11 never leave 2¢ never grleve
I'l11 be pack before ya know
But Jimbo fell into a well
And never rambled home

carried all his troubles in an unfergivin! bag

Back and forth through painted brick

) The colours sll seemed bland
N I've travelled all these years, he sald
To cnly get this far, so he crossed the street
Found & sest, his home i3 now 58 uar

ﬂnq wg'i% never see the llkes of you agaln

No we'll never see the likes of you again

There must be more to life, than this poxle life
All the agro, all the gain

3¢ he olsappeared into his final beer
But the glass wes empty, once again, again, agsln

Wioke up in an awful state
Dreamt I was at Peter's Gate
_ Beggln' for nils merey
And &k the crimes x that were at hand

He told me he was much amused
To see his life I had mbused
cesl oe on your way, but have a swkxk swig before you go

8¢ I'm bringing in the New Year
- 48 the bells began to ring
Q?t‘s in the corner, she's just about to sing
Tlime to get ancther, befcre the final shout
You sheould have hesrd them roarin!
When they dragged the bugger ocut

And we'll never see the llkes of you agaln
qc wa'll never see the likes of you again
No we'll never see the likes of you again

Black Friday Rule

DRAWING

1 want to believe in myself once again 3
go I dream of & man wnose hopes never end _ &
To kiss with a girl who's as lovely &s jyou yosen in each cas I, &
I'd give you my heart, 1f you gave me the truth ! 5,5:»
: . | -
And for every tear that is lost from an eye ral object. ‘_E;f; T
I1'd dig me a well where no man could destroy g5 s
f% I want to believe in a freedom that's beld $RE
X But 81l I remember is the freedom of old a‘"i’? & &
T o8
Well I lost me a wife, so I found me & plane 43;?; r%?_gﬁ
Flew all the way to Califernia o :':?' & r}&}.g
This mess in my head is a mess getting out $ e A
Ya drink too much coffee, I drink too much stoub o 5‘&“?*4&5" =
it
But after a while, when my mouth's not so dry .__x“?fg'“gh o
1'11l dance up & storm, RXEX XX xExEkix RE >~ é%‘ £5 5 2
sure life's looking fine L E,é‘_? & > ﬁéﬂ_’“frg
But &s darkness falls, I return to my ped L e: » *:95%' ;::: :
Don't ask me more guestions, don't fuck with my hesd 5 "‘.;,.‘? 574 ﬁ? ;“E_E_
' Fe LR ETE I
0 o o "-ﬁ I8ve been down in this world, down and almost broken i“?ghé; ._??5:4_ @an &
g “_"1"“ 9,‘0451;4;;- +\¢~35’ {m‘ AR bt Like thousands of pecple, left standing in their shoe Ny $ .‘_-:,,:- (:? 5:’ Ta a5
&&qzﬂ O o™ g ,}{C,x ‘ I've been down in this world, down and alma;t broken 3 :;» § %;1- 2 $}§ 1
s ‘}‘;\i‘ ‘ﬂa@\@' :;" 4s thousands they grileve, as the Black Friday rule 5’5'.?; : &;,-u;, ; i_-i:r-‘@\
: % = i i [ %
P The pbuildings they shake but mj heart 1t beats still g9 gg-,ﬁh’n.- S8
oh mother: of Jesus, I Teel pretty i1l % B o .5‘:.‘_“‘:?& g
I want ‘'to go home where my feet both feel safe et 9 ;3’-“?5-.%1 s
But there ain't no jobs in the old free state e- -‘:;} "2 \ ;
: & A= S5
\ JP : ' Se I must remain in my new adopted land \3E5s .,-?‘f,ﬁ‘ Q&; 'é?..:
L) I'm doing the best, Hell I'm docin' all I can :"E.\%hi TR ol
ANICAL POINTS S0 riext time you see me, don't ask for my name s -
g . ' R For I am the King and sure long may I relgn A
n in common wit L/ )
expert draughts
its ) ‘ton of
delights in. by it - :
begiﬁningl_nu':ge;“g[] I've been down in this world, down and almost broke:t: . .
e Bl o Like thousands of people, left standing in their shoe / a |
e li : I've peen down in this world, down and almost brcken 3 mo
f"he pes Siond oot As thcousands they grieve, as the Black Friday rule ”E Sen,
" edge of a fairly soft & : £ reli
¢ with contours; but avo I've been aown in this world, down and almost broken ) iy
ol like the penci/, witholy . Like thousands of people, left standing in their ghna_r § 6*1&“ B
massing without its virtu {: I've pbeen down in this world, down and almaat._ brek;n T._:igg‘!: e 1
worth the trouble from a_ ' 4 As thousands they grieve, as the ilack Friday rule C e :
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Greece Of God Go 1

Lookin' down through a tide of no return
Is a field where the crops no longer grow
Parched is the land, strangled an' be damned

There for the Grace Of God Go I

Down beside where the riverbed sleeps
Is 2 man not knowin' what he should feel

Mocked by the wave that beats the waters edge
There for the Grace 0f God Go I

If I ever hurt another like thee again

I would drown myself beneath your name
Lost was the child, we all once did hide
There for the Grace Of God Go I

Devil's Dance Flcor

Her vreath began to speak
As she stood right 1n front of me
The colour of her eyes
We:e ihe colour of insanity
Crushed beneath her wave
Like a ship, I ccould neot reach her shore
We're all just dancers on the Devil's Dance Floor

Well swing a little more, littk .more o'er the merry-o

Swing a little more, a little more next tc me
Swing a little more, little more o'er the merry-oc
Swing & little more, on the Devil's Dsnce Floer

Pressed ageinst her face
I could feel her insecurity
Her mother'd been a drunk
4nd her father was cbscurliy
But nothin' ever came
From a life that was a simple cne
So pull yourself together girl
And have a little fun

Well she took me by the hand
could see she was a flery one
Her legs ranall the way
Up to heaven and past Avalon
Tell me scmethin' girl, what 1t 1s you have 1ln store
She Bald ccme with me now
On the Devil's Dande Floor

well swing a little more, little more o'er the merry-c

Swing a little more, & llttle more next tc me

Swing a little more, little more o'er the merry-o
the Devil's Dacce Floornm

Swing & little more, on
Swing & little more, on the Devlil's Dance Floer

Well swing a little more, little more o'er the merry-o

Swing & Little more;, a little more next to me

d
Swing & little morg on the Devil's Dsnce Floor

The apple - 1s sweet
Oh much sweeter tha. it cugh to ce
snother little bite
I donit think there i3 much hope Tor me
The sweat beneath hsr brow
Travels &ll the way
An' headin' s outh
This bleedin' heart's cryin!
Czuse there's nc way out

Well swing a little more, 1llttle more o
Swing a léttle more, & little more ne:
Swing a little more, little more o'er t
Swing

Swing a little more, little more o'er the merry-U

er the mearry
t to me
thne merry-

: lng & little more,
Swing & little more, a 1littls mo next to me

Swing a8 littlse

Swing a8 little m

little more o'er the merry-o

fe, little more o'er the merry-0

cn the Devil's Dance Floor

iinb'i little more, little more o'er the merry-o
8 little more, & little more next to = J

1ittle more,
little more

lictle m

Little more,

littls
on toe
on the
cnn the

morec'sr the merry-o
Devil'a Dance Flcor
Cevilt's Dance Flopor
Jevil's Dance Ploor
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These Exiled Years

It's four in the mornin!
Battered and numb

- 4 loaded room, an empty gun Sunsh
~ I whistk a tune, I heard years betore
~ & . *The clock started tickin' et
ndaal 74 Where did the time go
N - I danced to the mornin'

She called ocut my name
The wind was a howlia!
And down came the rain
Her arms they caressed me
Sweet was her brow
She opened my ejyes
lo banish the doubt
Nash me down in all of your joy
But don't arag me through this ageain

I'm goin

I've heard all your sad songs I can hear
It's in the whiskey and cut with the gin
I've heard ail your sad scngs I can hear
oy It's another day clder
y In These Exlled Years

And

Iney 4 The dew cn the ground
Blankets the face
. Ccld was the night
\ Gone her embrace
. For yeour lana of the free
Now prisons me .

Fd
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- . *  To rot in this jail 8
Of lost liberty

Wash me down in all of your joy
But don't drag me through this again

I've heard all your sad songs I can hear
It's in with t he whiskey and ocut with the gin
I've heard all your sad songs 1 can hear
It's another day older
In These rxiled Years

Walk away, watch me as I wave
One f'cot here, but sure the other's 1in the grave
Walk away, walk away

1

I've heard all your sad songs I can hear
It's in with the whiskey and out with the gin
I've heard all y«ur sad scngs I can hear
It's ancther aay colder
.. In These Exliled Years . .

I'm goin'
ine or rain,
He said Jesus,

Marxching away,

I'm

Dcn't you think,

Sentimental Johnny

back to Sentimentzl Johnny
Cause Sentimental Johnny 1is your mn
the man's on his game
The Chairman of the boards

he walks on whater
Not like us, he must have been sober
on top of his lkake

The Savior of all souls

Leave me to dle 1In the wreckage
As s oon as it burns,
' back to Sentimental Johnny (what
To take in all I can (ofice more)
To tsike in all I can (once more)

I'll be gone

well it was back in gcod'bl’ o7

When Johnny met Elvis in Memphils

rRockin' on -sun
Where it all begun
A story yet to end

oy.this time, we're drinkin' up a
and in me, he has a true believer
just for one word
To live it all again

1t only. 1 could,

Leave mé to dile in the wreckage
AS soon as it -burns,

I'll ‘be gone

f'or

fever

goin' back to Sentimental Johnny (waat for?)

To take in all I can (once more)
To take in all I can (once more)

Well Johnny, it's two in the mormin!

Back to cur sad little homes
¥zxxz®r That was the last time I saw him
Never, no never no more

Iwonder ald Jesus,

came to redeem him

Save poor Jonnny's ol' soul

wonder dild Jesus,

Leave me to die 1In

the wreckage

As scon as it burns, I'll be gone

To take in all I can (once more)
To take in all I .can (once more)

it's time we shoculd go
Back to our millions of records we love

come to redeem him
Save poor Johnny's ol' soul

I'm goln' back toc Sentimental Johnny (what?

Rio, why don't you meet me down in Rio: again
Down in Rie, the carnival it never ends

Down in Rio, we'll tind a perfect world in Rio: agsain
Cown in Rio, where the women still love thelr men

fers?)
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Far Away Boys

Well I worked on the railrcoad
For t'pence « day
Drank down one penny
The other I'd save
I hammered and 1 hammered
FPor God kn ows how lcng
Well into madness, with sach setting sun

I put my head down and 1 dreamt jou were here
With me by the ol' tree, where no onse could care

Boysa

Far Away Eoys, far Away
Away from y& now

I'm 1lyin' with my swesetheart

In her arms I'll be found

Then the sun belched upcn me
You were no longer here
Lyin' in your mpplace was my nammer and my gear |
So I stamped cut the flre that kspt us both warm ,

The ashes were fallin'
Like the snow drops of cld .
We came to a meountaln
Dynamite and she'll blow
A big hole in that rcck |
Like the one in my soul

far Away Boys, Far Away Boys
Away Irom Y& now

I'm iyin' with my sweetheart

In herx arms I'll ve found

We L.urled tour workmen

They dug themselves well
From four empty coffins, to four early grames
They're cnly paddys, just paddys
DonB8t dig them too deep '
You'll need all your strengtn boys
And they're replaced easily
With the heat I was melting e —— |
Into your sweet lips
Ah, your kiss takes me back .
Takes me back from all thils |
Far aAway Boys, Far Away Boys
Away from ya now
I'm lyln' with my aweetheart
In her arms 1'11 pe found
Somecone sald it was Chrliastmas
But not a tree was in sight !

The only thing growln' was my will to die
Till the gaffer sald 'men, your work here is done!
I sald, 'I'1]l see you in Hell, on that train we died fop!

Never agaln, will I smell your sweet dream

(9

Juan El Santimental

Volviendeo a sl compadre
Juan el sentimental.
Solo, you, yeah, 6l es el jefe.
Este hombre sentlmental.

Jealls, camind scbre el agua.
No como Nosotros,

Debe haber estado scbrio.

El salvador de las almas, ah.

De jame ya morir.
Cuando este you me VOY.
Volviendo & Juan el sentlmental (What for?)
To take in all I can (Once morelg
To take in all I can (Once more!

All4 por, bueng, '57
Conoclicé Elvis en Memphis.
Tocande el Sol,
Donde todo comenzo,
Historla gque no terming. ‘
Este tiempo eatamos borracnos. : ;
¥ conmigo
¢l tlene un amigo.
Yo gulerc solo, una vez mis,
Sclamente por unae palabra.

-
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Dé jame ya morir.

Cuando este’ you me yoy. ;
Voviendo & Juan el sentdmental (What for?)
To tske in all I can (Once morel)

To take In all I can.

Rlo, ?Why don't you meet me down to Rio, agaln?
Down in Riec, the Carnaval it never ends.
Down in Rlo, we'll find & perfect world in Rio, sgaln.
Down in Rio, where the women still love thelr men, yeah.

Juan, es aos en la mafamk .
¥a &8 hors de partlir.
Hegresemcs & millones de dlscos,
Regresemos & casa tristes.
Fue la ultima vez gue lo vi. 2
No, nunca, no, NUNCA y& MmMas. Y
Me pregunto Jesus, sl vlienes salvador.
Pobre alma de Juan.
Me pregunto Jesus, sl vienes salvador.
Pobre alma de Juan.

Dédama y& morir.
Cuando e€sté yo me VOy.
Volviendo a Juan el sentimental. (what for?)
To take in all I can (Once more!l)
To take Iln all I can (Once morel)
Te take in all I can (Qnce morel)

But & plssed stained ol! gutter where:
Your llps used to be

Far Away Boys, Far Away Boys
Away from ya now

I'm lyin' W th my sweetheart

In her urms I'll be feund | '






