Age Lot Ripen
Paul Fogarty - A Perfect Evening At The Blue Note
A strong man out of a tiny nest in Queensland, Australia.  Paul Fogarty.  The origin that brought up for discussion become little happy childhood, it in some of the "approximately 1,000 songs" with which Fogarty – no more youth – has passed for years through the clubs.  As a pro, that knows whereon one admits himself, if one makes quality music:  On a life with slight income, unsteady future outlooks and no exclusion at all.  But:  Even determination, freely, independently.  
This knowledge sticks in the voice.  Ageless and ripe, somewhat smoky, a little noble, sovereign.  In addition the guitar – usually the simple acoustic, in two pieces also the magic sounds of the Lap Steel, a Tambourine played with the right foot, and in one  piece also a harmonica. Complete.  One does not need more for a perfect evening, during which Fogarty entreats us in his songs to his love of his German wife (with whom he  lives in the vicinity of Stuttgart), and his feelings vis-à-vis various former friends, and the memory of life in that distant land Australia.  
One meets the acoustic Neil Young in the more elegant pieces, as Fogarty sings sometimes of the old man, whom he saw “with the gun in his hand”; or as he manifested over a complicated chord sequence, that he had spent enough time on his  knees: "Jesus knows my face by now".  

"Leaving Town" is a tender departure song, a Goodbye to a destructive relation, to one "life of misery and pain".  The text some classic blues, the melody of bubbling Americana.  

When bad announced and yet only witty:  A Medley out of Simon & Garfunkels "Feeling Groovy", Louis Armstrong severity "What a Wonderful World" and John Denver’s verse of "Leaving On A Jet Plane".  Play with voice situations and rhythm change.  The bass voice arm severity emerges lectured in "Just the Two of Us" once again, in laconic language song.  These two remain the only cover versions this night  – too right.  The man has so much outstanding original material, he does not need cover songs.  
An unconditional Highlight: "Daddy Come Home" over the growing up with a father of that "never knew how to love a woman, a man who never knew how to cry – never knew how to tell his children, that he cannot look them in the eye”.  Bitter-sweet, intense finger picking.  No angry statement, sooner an entirely own declaration of love at this man, who sits now "on the back porch of its life".  
The early Bruce Springsteen, that of "Greetings from Ashbury park", comes one into the sense in pieces such as "Drowning in my Hometown" and also "Living in a Small Town".  The first dissociates, quite painfully intensively the last that concludes also that evening.  Abruptly, but not unexpectedly after two magnificent hours.  Thanks too for that!

