Quiet Tones From The Outback

He belongs to the modest of the guild, to the quiet singer-songwriters. In his songs the  words are dense with poetry and strength, skilfully fashioned into music one can easily find connection to.  Little expenditure, a guitar, maybe sometimes a blues harp and stomp box, and the voice: Folk music that does not try to win favour with Ethno kitsch and does not follow the mainstream.

Paul Fogarty comes from the other side of the world. And even then he lived far from the cities. He was born and raised on "A bitchen farm" in the Australian Outback. In the Cassiopeia it is a little a pity that his language is the English and some listeners only foresee the delicacies of the texts, particularly as his accent inclines a little to the Vernuschelten. But the fact that it is about the whole, around this whole Paul Fogarty, this the first song makes already clear: "Dead or alive". With all irony.
Quiet, he says in the conversation, it has been where he grew up. Above all quiet. And sometimes bitterly cold on this farm of his parents. Corrugated sheet and in winter five deficit degrees in a region which is tied together in this country rather with tropics or desert, " in the middle of nowhere ". Sheep, cattle, pastures, width. This has sharpened his ears, says Fogarty: " It was there so incredibly quietly as if one was a part of a painting. " There, in the early youth, he has to write begun against the silence. And soon he had melodies in the head. From the radio tinted at most sometimes the Bee Gees. Virtually biblical plagues, from dryness through rats, mice and grasshoppers would have done the life the torture to his parents, before they fled in the town. And there, in Sydney, he came with a culture to contact which stamped him as a student of the journalism, the history and philosophy. Old things were this, Jack Kerouac's language of the street, the Beatniks like the lyricist Alan Ginsberg, scanty and clear reporter's novelist Truman Capote and naturally Bob Dylan.
The student life financed Fogarty in the café, three times the week as " Singer and songwriter ". As such Thomas Brandstätter has got him also in the Cassiopeia on the women's head, after of the relations more and more intensive about the years had developed to Germany: as a Berlin taxi driver and Postler. Maybe also in a kind of love-hate relationship which comes close to his Australian native country when one, his wife here has met as an Australian backpack tourist who became later the marketing expert. You probably who keeps the wide back to him count to many tender love songs.
" You are the breath in the word of God. " Much irony is breathed by Paul Fogarty’s lyrics which condense now and again into sentences which have unusual depth, sometimes gentle force even in the translation. About his father he writes and sings the too fine, straight and unnatural chords: "We watched the dirty water fill his eyes with the poison of defeat." 
Can sound really such a thing only in his mother tongue. The fact that him his German experiences have stamped, Fogarty allows to flow in over and over again. Whether his acrid murder imagination to his employers counts for the people of the German ones or the Australian post, he leaves open. He expressly writes to this local land and his people the request in the register: "Set Your children free! ", release your children.
Paul Fogarty is an individualist. This Australian Bob Dylan has never felt accompanying of a certain scene. For ten years he lives as "Singer and songwriter". A big American label, Universal, called him sometimes. By then he was on the move in Europe. Anyhow nothing became out of that. Thus he also does in Germany his gigs and sells his CDs with these quiet, intense songs.

