A STRANGE FANTASTIC DREAM


Jamaican Farewell
(Rudd/Gaze)  For Seymour, In memoriam
If you’ve got the time to spare

The money to burn, the clothes to wear

Pack your bags, grab some loot

Put on your best travellin’ suit

Pick the nearest beach motel 

Prepare for your Jamaican Farewell

Take off your clothes, run into the surf

Act the tourist, scream and laugh

Remember when you were a boy

The world was young, full of voices

Mingling with the singing foam

I guess you’re dying to get home

Goodbye Mum

Good bye Dad

Thanks for the good times that we had

Thanks for the other times as well

I hope you dig my Jamaican Farewell

No Encores
(Rudd)  For Jef Crozier
Prologue

We were having a ball

Than with no warning at all

Thais freak appeared and said to us

‘Good evening to you one and all’

‘I trust you’ll pardon this intrusion

I understand your slight confusion

I’m not the act you booked I know

But nonetheless – on with the show!’

‘I need a volunteer to start

A man to volunteer his heart

He must be young and strong and stupid

But most of all he must be stupid’

‘You will kindly observe the initial incision

Was firm yet gentle – no cause for suspicion

You will also observe that the feet have ceased twitching

A positive sign that the patient needs stitching’

Epilogue
We clapped, we cheered, we cried for more
But this freak declined with these words – 

‘You’d never understand the encore’

Confessions of a Psychopathic Cowpoke
(Rudd)

I like to ride the open ranges

I like to play on my guitar 

I like to mess around with strangers

Strangers being the way they are

I like to tie them up and shoot them through the haead

‘cause I most like it when they’re dead

I .like to sleep with pretty ladies

I like to stroke their cool white skin

I like the thought of having babies 

I found a river to drown them in

Maybe I’ll find a cliff and throw them off instead

‘cause I most like it when they’re dead

I like to round up little doggies

I like to head for the corral

I’d li9ke to screw the boss’ daughter

In fact I think I’ll do it now

I’ll sneak up behind her and I’ll whack her on the head

‘cause I most like it when they’re dead

Maybe I’ll choke her with my neckerchief instead

‘cause I most like it when they’re dead

And I’m blue
(Rudd)

Uncomprehending all your little games

I sit alone and think on what has been

And I’m Blue

O God I’m blue

Not ‘cause of you

I’m just blue

My brain is mending

Like the cool machine it is

Or at least it was once

And I’m Blue

O God I’m blue

Not ‘cause of you

I’m just blue

The message I am sending 

Is meant for you alone

And that is why I’m saying nothing

And I’m Blue

O God I’m blue

Not ‘cause of you

I’m just blue

Garden of the Frenzied Cortinas
(Rudd)

Prologue
The walls are getting closer

But your eyes refuse to see

The phantom of the future

Is standing next to me

The corridors of reason echo to the ticking of the clock

The warder of my sanity demands the clock must stop

I don’t know if it’s me or you

But someone here is blind

Tell me if you see him too

If you’d be so kind

I must leave before the end

I must leave before the end

I can’t hang around no more

I must leave before the end

I must leave before the end

I can’t hang around no more

Leave my Jaffas on the floor 

Roll my Fanta bottle down the aisle  

Epilogue
The walls are getting closer

But your eyes refuse to see

The phantom of the future

Is standing next to me

Miracle Man

(Gaze)

Hey old white coat man, I need some help from you

Get your black bag out and help me make it through

Something’s paining me – right below the heart

Come on, hit me up with something, make the pain depart

Miracle Man, Miracle Man

You gotta help me out one more time

Miracle Man, Miracle Man

Pay you next week – I ain’t got a dime

Hey I can’t remember when I felt the pain so bad

Makes me toss and turn – boy it gets me mad

And here I am a veggie – it’s hurting me to breathe

If I ain’t assisted soon I’m gonna need a wreath for my head

Hey old Dr John, such a nice surprise

Great to see you here on time, right before my eyes

And you say two codeine tablets should be quite enough

Come on doctor , spill the beans – you don’t give a stuff ‘bout me

Chicken Shit
(Rudd)   FM commercial of the future

When your pusher comes around

Knocks upon your door

Waste no time

Knock him on the ground

‘fore he says a word

Scream out loud..

I need a fix now

A fix of chicken Shit 

None of your tricks now

I need that chicken Shit
I need a fix now

A fix of chicken Shit 

None of your tricks now

I need that chicken Shit
Jingle
Chicken Shit is such a groove 

It’s really out of sight

Eat it lumpy, try it smooth

But try some Chicken Shit tonight

Sprinkle it with sugar 

For the taste thrill of the year..

Worm-turning Blues
(Rudd)

How did you figure I’d manage

After a while on my own

Did you imagine the damage

Was so bad that I’d have to 
Pack up my things and go home?

How come you left in the first place

Not that it bugs me at all

In fact I’m relieved that my wall space 

Is devoid of your features

And other like creatures that crawl

I got the worm-turning blues

I got the blues down to my shoes

I got the worm-turning blues

But the blues ain’t as bad

As what I once had with you

How did you figure I’d hold up?

After a while on my own

Did you imagine I’d fold up

Call it a day 

Then like you run away and go home?

Harry V. Dirchy (God the Man)
(Gaze)

Petrify the minds of fifty thousand people

Let ‘em know who’s rounding out their time

Glorify the image –make the mass surrender

To a lifeless, bloodless figurine with eyes

Make a small donation, we love you

You must obey

And if you don’t well damn you all

We love you anyway

Love you anyway

Mr Kozmic Man, I’ll make a large donation

Just tell me how to rectify my life

Dear Citizen, this life’s just one of many

Here’s some incense and a book, begone

Begone, begone

Dudes like him they just don’ know

They give no light away

I’ll get drunk, we’ll talk again

That way I’ll understand

Way I’ll understand

You could search the whole wide world

For the message they have found

But the magic seems to be in me

Hard way to go
(Rudd)

Don’t try and tell me that you know what I’m about 

I don’t care what you think I think

Go away and lose yourself and do it now

You’re boring me to death and that‘s a hard way to go
Simulate experience, synthesise emotion

Go cry your plastic tears into a plastic ocean

Smug grey frustration presses heavy on my brain

And the pinpoint of my will explodes against itself

Have you ever calculated 

How much of your time you have wasted?

Hanging round and buggin’ me?

Hang on to what you’ve got, consolidate your dreams

Don’t bother asking me to share them with you

I’m equally helpless, just swimming with the tide

And my armour-plated wetsuit is dragging me down

And it’s a hard way to go

It’s a hard way to go

And if it wasn’t for you
(Rudd)                     For Helen
All through the night

I wonder if I’m right 

In saying what I have to say

In words so easily misunderstood 

They can’t see any trees for wood

And all my useless words

Are thrown back in my face

Out of context, out of place

I wonder if it’s all worthwhile..

And if it wasn’t for you

I wouldn’t know what to do

You calm me down and then I know 

It doesn’t matter anyhow

And if it wasn’t for you 

I would always feel blue

I wouldn’t change my clothes and I would pick my nose 

More often than I do

And it’s a strange fantastic dream

And only you know what I mean

All through the night 

I wonder if I’m right 

In saying what I have to say
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