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               overture

            

            
               
                  flat-cap man

                  on St Vincent Street

               

               
                  walks on against

                  the home from work crowd

               

               
                  tears in his eyes

                  head tilted forward

               

               
                  trouser pockets

                  full of fists

               

               
                  old trainers crunch

                  the ground

               

               
                  inside a doorway

                  puts his head down

               

               
                  gathers up his knees

                  like a foetus
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               song of the nervous breakdown

            

            
               
                  put your mind in a jar

                  put your mind in a jar

                  and

                  pop it in the cupboard

               

               
                  sky-full of stars

                  in a tea-spoon of sugar

                  secrets all sleeping

                  in a cloud-full of dreams

                  the past is a wasteland

                  and the future just an empty scream

               

               
                  screen upon screen

                  of marketing dreams

                  juxtaposed

                  with wall to wall terror

                  now how on earth-dyou expect

                  to remain sane in that drain

               

               
                  rapidly algorithms rob all your neighbours

                  not ever allowed to go slow

                  trademarks and copyrights on apples and windows

                  and it’s all made of nothing and one, just zero and one

               

               
                  sky-full of stories

                  in a tea-cup in your mind,

                  crowded with chocolates

                  all sweet and benign,

                  and your body’s not twitching

                  as the planets float in a line

                  —and even when you’re random 13

               

               
                  all your dinner courses always arrive,

                  the equations have rules just to please you,

                  and the robots obey,

                  they will serve you all day

                  in that restaurant of truth in the sky―

               

               
                  put your mind in a jar

                  and follow the instructions

                  pop your mind in a jar

                  heat it and feel it expand

                  put your mind jar

                  feel it shatter when the glass gets too hot

               

               
                  rapidly algorithms rob all your reason

                  and you’re never allowed to go slow

                  trademarks and copyrights on emotions and feelings

                  and it’s all made of nothing and doubt, just zero and dark
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               alex harvey was our guide

            

            
               
                  this is not radio 4

                  it’s verbal liberation

                  thundering through your door

               

               
                  this is not radio 3

                  it’s a crazy gladness

                  flying into your tree

               

               
                  this is not radio 2

                  it’s a sonic transformation

                  heading straight to you

               

               
                  this is alive, a real living space

                  this is street-life

                  it’s a jungle full of grace

               

               
                  this is a man with stockings in his mouth

                  this is writing on our walls

                  with no need to head south

               

               
                  this is our voice, it’s a glaswegian call

                  they think it’s funny when you fuck up

                  and it’s funny when you fall

               

               
                  a cartoon hero with a dignified chant

                  with a crazy striped shirt

                  and a beatific rant

               

               
                  this is heh jimmy with a slice of jaques brel

                  it’s a theatre of sound

                  you can touch, taste and smell 15

               

               
                  this is life uncovered as your feet take the floor

                  and your swimming up a river

                  you did not know you loved before

               

               
                  it’s a tree and a fish

                  it’s a bird and a bell

                  and aw that other crap that the tourist shops sell

               

               
                  it’s laughter and hope and depression and death

                  it’s a different holy book

                  it’s your heartbeat and your breath

               

               
                  this is where they rob you

                  of your skills and your wealth

                  this is chain smoking life, it’s inherent ill health

               

               
                  they will call you a nutter

                  they will call you off your fucking tree

                  if never the exploited nor exploiter shall ye be

               

               
                  this is radio without wage slaves

                  this is radio in your head

                  this is radio anything that you want to say instead

               

               
                  this is not radio 2

                  this is not radio 3

                  this is not radio 4

               

               
                  this is not radio 4

                  it’s a live space

                  it’s a door 16

               

               
                  it’s a wide open door

                  it’s a free and vibrant floor

               

               
                           this

                                    is

                                            not

                                                     radio 4
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               John Lennon’s Elbow Transmits Text Messages to ma Brain

            

            
               
                  some people live in their cars

                  they go about with sniper’s eyes

                  keep their guns in sleeping bags

                  they’re real regular guys

               

               
                  some folk live in the stars

                  shining bright with delusion

                  got control of their minds right now

                  but the only way to go is mad

               

               
                  some folk live in shanty towns

                  electricity’s what they lack

                  they got no water to cook in

                  got whips biting into their backs

               

               
                  newspapers keep me warm at night

                  newspapers tell me the truth

               

               
                  ah got a bed of roses

                  ah got a bed of nails

                  ah got a bed of concrete and bones

                  got a sailboat with out any sails

               

               
                  and some folk

                  they can build their boats

                  and some folk

                  they can cook

                  others can cure cancer

                  and some folk

                  they write books

                  sad bastards — with Mozart ringtones

                  sit on trains in trances destroying world peace 18

               

               
                  and

                  quiet is far too quiet

                  and

                  loud is way too loud

                  and

                  young is always much too young

                  and

                  old is already dead dead old — pure dead but

                  brilliant old

                  by the way

                  and

                  middle aged is totally fucked

               

               
                  and

                  everybody’s useless

                  except

                  mrs greedy and mr lust — the thrusting

                  entrepreneurs

               

               
                  wah wwwaaaaahhhhhhh

                  (Scream: WWHHAAAAAAAAHHHH)

               

               
                  ahm oan msn

                  ahm oan lycos too

                  ahm oan cable, terrestrial, satellite and the broo

                  ahm oan dynamite without the mss

                  ahm oan ec-sta-cy

                  ahm oan bullets and Trojan horses

                  ahm oan LSD and GHB and horse pills that keep yi gouched

                  ahm oan Moto sponsored movies

                  ahm oan Rubik’s cube

                  ahm oan Diners Club and shrapnel

                  ahm oan change for the bus 19

                  ahm away to get a real joab noo

                  tell yi ma heid’s totally fucked

               

               
                  coz

               

               
                  John

                            Lennon’s

                                      Elbow

                                                Transmits

                                                         Text Messages

                                                                    To Ma Brain
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