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| | |/r a QI a I p r- Q who can't find the frontier, like a soldier 
LI l\L r I l\l L L K who can't find the front, I wandered through 
the weary land. I walked where my feet led me until out of the night there came a sound 
and in a place between the darkness and the break of dawn I stumbled on a queer 
ruined temple-like building, filled with a strange congregation. They were singing 
a forlorn and hopeless hymn. The sound of their miserable voices was like a cracked 
orchestra on a rudderless ship. Like a moth to a flame, fascinated, I ventured inside. 
In the dim half light of the central hall, un-noticed or ignored, I scrutinized the faces 
of the congregation. Their features were worn thin like old coats, hung with the wounds 
of war, drawn, bereft of all certainty. A dark browed preacher loomed over them, his eyes 
like two troopers in a foxhole. From a pew rose a man with miles on his face. This is 
what he uttered in his thin bare voice: "Well, here's a summer, black and hard". It meant 
nothing to me; it appeared to matter greatly to him. Two rows behind him a tall grave 
woman stood up. She said: "Like a deluded lover I stand at my weeping window". 
Another woman spoke, her face bent with anger: "Thin spindly insipid empty slink 
of a man. I always saw him as one of the people at the end of the book, shouting 
for the whip". All at once it seemed from all sides of the barren hall, a cry of myriad 
lamentations arose, each different, each unique in form, but all of the same 
tone; defeated, victimized. Every member of the congregation was on his or her feet 

giving voice to his or her grievance. The air grew dense with complaint and accusation. 
There was no room to think. I felt the voices seeping into my being, taking residence in 
my own head. In the cavern of my skull I heard my own voice raised high and shrill in 
bitterness. I could become one of Them ! Then I heard with my outer ear all their voices 
melded together in the fire of their common rage chanting "Whip ! Whip ! Whip!". In my 
mind a slender thought arose: "We must be near the end of the book". Suddenly with 
a force of hurricane intensity I desired an end to these infernal chants of lamentation. 
I turned towards the only light I could see; a faint shard of dim silver in the distance, 
as if at the end of a long dark tunnel. And I ran. 
Running the tunnel took years not minutes. But what years ! I witnessed the birth and 
funeral of Laddism, heard the Great Unspoken, saw cruelty masquerade as humour, 
drank from a well in the wilderness, wrote my songs in foreign rooms, passed without 
seeing the unfound Door to the Undiscovered Country, lived through an unspeakable 
day, saw crowds along a highway and flowers on the roof of a car, rode in the company 
of the Invisible Captain, abandoned my tobacco in dark peaceful nine sixty-four Lucile 
Avenue, loved and was loved, gambled and lost, wept, fought, was able at least once to 
say: "This Place is God's Fortress - and so am M", finally to emerge from the winter of 
my journey into the grey light of a small damp dawn and so set forth this: the testament 
of my wanderings in the Weary Land. 



1 LET IT HAPPEN 

Such a sad procession «■ I stumbled down a street of shadows 
winding down the lane wm a black hallelujah split the night 
What a strange impression anarchists and priests were playing stripjack 
was branded on my brain an underneath the crude lamplight 
A band was playing endless mindless Mi I came upon a weeping soldier 
It was like a hooligan's lament mi he said "I'm all washed up now hush !" 
It was dumb but it was timeless mu But when I glanced across his shoulder 
I still wonder what it meant mi he held the royal flush 

But whatever needs to happen 
let it happen, let it be 
through all I am protected 
grace is effected over me 

"Behold the lights of London" 
the skipper said as his hands shook, 
his aura eaten by his jealousy 
and all the drugs he took 
He said "This is the real world, Buddy 
Toughen up your ass or it'll break" 
I said "I'm not your buddy, Buddy 
and your real world is a fake" 

And whatever needs to happen 
let it happen, let it be 
through all I am protected 
grace is effected over me 

The D.j. took his vengeance 
as the weding guests arrived 
There was malice in his handshake, 
quicksand in his eyes 
As he slunk across the courtyard 
from far-off I heard a horn 
Somewhere in the bleak mid-distance 
something beautiful is born 

And whatever needs to happen 
let it happen, let it be 
through all I am protected 
grace is effected over me 

And whatever needs to happen 
let it happen, let it be 
through all I am protected 
grace is effected over me 

I'm still here, I'm still breathing 
I'm who I thought I was or just about 
I'll be walking down this boulevard 
until my legs give out 
Thoughts like storms and seas are raging 
I know it is a matter of degree 
but it's not the world outside that's changing 
it's me 

And whatever needs to happen 
let it happen, let it be 
through all I am protected 
grace is effected over me 
Whatever needs to happen 
let it happen, let it be 
through all I am protected 
grace is effected 

Mike Scott — Vocals, Electric Guitars, 
Micro-Synth, Piano 
Jeremy Stacey - Drums 
Livingston Brown - Bass 
Thighpaulsartdra - Keyboards, Synthesisers 
Steve Orchard - Vulture 

2 THE CHARLATAN’S LAMENT 

At long weary last this game is over 
The sins of the past 
have fled from my shoulder 
The sleep that 1 need is all I ask 
In thought and in deed 
I have burned the mask 
Here I am 
Here I am 

Enchantment is broken 
I merge with the crowd 
Oaths have been spoken 
inside and out loud 
Emerging from under notions of god 
In tears and in wonder 1 venture abroad 
Here I am 
Here I am 

Can you walk a smithereen 
Can you walk a smithereen 
closer to me 
Could you love a thimbleful 
Could you love a thimbleful 
harder for me 

Can you walk a smithereen 
Can you walk a smithereen 
closer to me 
Could you love a thimbleful 
Could you love a thimbleful 
harder for me 

I swing between tears and wonder 
I swing between tears and wonder 
I swing between tears and wonder 
I swing between tears and wonder 

Can you walk a smithereen 
Can you walk a smithereen 
closer to me 
Could you love a thimbleful 
Could you love a thimbleful 
harder for me 
harder for me 

Encountered a loathly hag 
Blood on the snow 
She said "I’ve a burden to drag 
and leagues to go" 
I left her down By the seaside 
in someone's hall 
By dawn's empty light I cried 
for no one at all 
Here I am 
Here I am Mike Scott - Vocals, Electric Guitars, 

RD500, Leslie 
Livingston Brown - Bass 
Tresmegistus - Wmdswirl 
Paul Beavis - Drums 
Nick Wollage - Gated Leslie 



3 IS SHE CONSCIOUS ? 
He was ugly and she was so.... 

Is she conscious 
Is she really wide awake 
Is she conscious 
of her beautiful mistake 
Is she conscious 
as she moves among the crowd 

She's got the world upon a piece of string 
She's got the world upon a piece of string, 
it's so 
He was ugly and she was beautiful 
He was ugly and she was so.... 

Is she conscious 
Is she asleep or just afloat 
Is she conscious 
of the letter that she wrote 
Is she conscious 
of the muzak in her ears 

Is she conscious 
as she sways across the room 
Is she conscious 
of the weeping of the moon 
Is she conscious 
as she leaves the door ajar 
Is she conscious 
as she gets into the car 

I don't even want to say her name 
I don't even want to say her name, that's all 
I want to sing it from the toppest top 
I want to sing it from the toppest top, that's all 
The Queen of Sheba could have shined her shoes 
The Queen of Sheba could have shined her shoes, 
it's so 
He was ugly and she was beautiful 
He was ugly and she was so.... 

The Queen of Sheba could have shined her shoes Is she conscious 
The Queen of Sheba could have shined her shoes, of the chauffeur as he drives 
it's so Is she conscious 
He was ugly and she was beautiful as the ambulance arrives 

asm Jeremy Stacey - Drums 
■mThighpaulsandra - Synthesisers 
■n Mike Scott - Vocals, Guitars, Pianos, 
mm Micro-Synth, Slither 
■raJody Linscott - Ocean Drum 
warn Mark Smith - Bass 

4 WE ARE JONAH 

And the well known fox 
stepped up to make his speech 
His ship was on the rocks 
and rescue out of reach 
spotlit he stood 
said what he thought he should 

Half the crowd did laugh 
though there was no joke 
and soon the other half 
were swallowed up in smoke 
a robber on the wing 
could be heard to sing 
the strangest thing... 

Grandma 
We are Jonah 
rolling along 
in the teeth of the whale 

Then the plane did land 
for some it did not crash 
From it emerged a man 
in trainers and moustache 
down he laid his load 
upon the hated road 

Then the road did part 
and the tar did melt 
he loosened up his heart 
he tightened up his belt 
like a piece of string 
then he began to sing 
like a pearly king 

Grandma 
We are Jonah 
rolling along 
in the teeth of the whale 

Then the scene did shift 
to a sunkissed sea 
there was Montgomery Clift, 
Jonah, the whale and me 
as the sun it set 
Montgomery placed his bet 

Then the whale did yawn 
and fell asleep in four 
from dusk till dawn 
you should have heard him snore 
from Tierra Del Fuego 
to the Alaskan snows... 
There she blows ! 

Grandma 
We are Jonah 
rolling along 
in the teeth of the whale 
Grandma 
We are Jonah 
rolling along 
in the teeth of the whale ! 

Mike Scott - Vocals, Electric Guitars, 
Piano, RD500, Acoustic Guitars 
Richard Naiff- Pianos 
Anthony Thistlethwaite - 
Electric Slide Mandolin 
Thighpaulsandra - Mock Trumpet, 
Helter Skelter 
Jeremy Stacey - Drums 
Mark Smith - Bass 
Claire Nicholson and H' - 
Backing Vocals 
Robin Scott - Additional Backing Vocals 
Tresmegistus - Effects 



5 IT S ALL GONE 

It's all gone 
so send tire rain 

Mike Scott - Vocals, 12 String Guitars, Piano, Micro-Synth 

6 MY LOVE IS MY ROCK IN THE WEARY LAND 

My love is my rock in the long low weary land 
My love is my rock in the long low weary land 
My love is my rock in the long low weary land 

None of this moves me 
1 should be weeping but it only hurts 
when I yawn 
I let it blow through me and it's gone 

I'm dressed like a scarecrow 
stripped of all my power as if some judge 
in judgement said 
"Off with his greatcoat and his head !" 

My love is my rock in the long low weary land 
My love is my rock in the long low weary land 
My love is my rock in the long low weary land 

Meaningless movies 
on the screen behind the band that's blowing, 
throwing shapes 
Half of the music is on tape 

My mentor and champion 
is busy tilting at the windmills of his 
stately home 
The demon he's grappling is his own 

My love is my rock in the long low weary land 
My love is my rock in the long low weary land 
My love is my rock in the long low weary land 
My love is my rock in the long low weary land 

His letter lies open ' 1 
His accusations flow like poison from 
his every word if 
My heart would be broken but for Her 

The fag-end of winter 
I'm in shock, I'm on the ropes, I don't know 
what's to come 
She plucks the splinter from my thumb 

My love is my rock in the long low weary land 
My love is my rock in the long low weary land 
My love is my rock in the long low weary land 
Yes my love is my rock in the long low weary land 

In the weary land... 

Livingston Brown - Bass 
Mike Scott - Vocals, Guitars, Piano, Organ, 
RD500, Bellzouki 
jeremy Stacey — Drums 
Dave Ruffy - Tambourine 
Thighpaulsandra - Mellotron i 
Tresmegistus - Indian Harmonium, Hand Drums 
The joseph Brothers - Handclaps - 
and The London Community Gospel Choir 

7 LUCKY DAY/BAD ADVICE 

You can’t spend ail your life 
sitting on a cloud playing your twelve string 
You can’t spend all your life 
sitting on a cloud playing your twelve string 

Who could make this day again, 
this lucky, lucky day again 
that was but just a day again 
until you touched it? 

Get yourself a pedal steel player 
there’s money in the cabaret business 
Get yourself a pedal steel player 
there’s money in the cabaret business 
You can’t spend all your life 
sitting on a cloud playing your twelve string 
You can’t spend ail your life 
sitting on a cloud playing your twelve string 

Who could make this day again, 
this lucky, lucky day again 
that was but just a day again 
until you touched it? 

Don’t put that song on your album 
you don’t need no sax in the band 
Don’t put that song on your album 
you don’t need no sax in the band 
Get yourself a pedal steel player 
there’s money in the cabaret business 
You can't spend all your fife 
sitting on a cloud playing your twelve string 

Who could make this day again, 
this lucky, lucky day again 
that was but just a day again 
until you touched it? 

Wake up! I gotta make a change 
you gotta dress like on of the Levellers 
Don’t put that song on your album 
you don't need no sax in the band 
Get yourself a pedal steel piayer 
there's money in the cabaret business 
You can’t spend all your life 
sitting on a cloud playing your twelve string 

Who could make this day again, 
this lucky, lucky day again 
that was but just a day again 
until you touched it? 

Mike Scott - Guitars, Stomp, Boss, 
Voice, Piano, Frog Samples 



8 HIS WORD IS NOT HIS BOND 

He lives in a waste 
void of culture and taste 
his eye on a prize beyond 
His every word 
is in the right place 
but his word is not his bond 

His face his comely 
his heart it bleeds 
yet it's but a mantle he has donned 
Mark him only 
by his deeds 
for his word is not his bond 

I'd love to take him 
out of his room 
and gently break him 
I'd love to see 
him 
dance ! 

His protege deals 
in confusion and fog 
Of power he is fond 
Wheels within wheels 
- like master, like dog 
His word is not his bond 

I'm trying to swim 
but I'm caught in the shallows 
and I sense that I've been conned 
Deliver him 
to the gallows 
His word is not his bond 

Rev Isaiah Shelton (1927) - Intro song: "The Liar" 
Rowan Stigner - Drum programming 
Mike Scott - Vocals, Organ, Trem-Wah, Guitars, 
Roljy, Micro-Synth 
Cameron Miller - Bass 
Steve Orchard - Space Echo 
Robin Scott - Backing Vocals 

9 MALEDICTION 

I am walking in the last rays of the setting sun 
whistling a hangman's tune with head held high, swinging my gun 
I say this little boy is angry 
I say this little boy is mad 
This little boy comes to destroy, stone eyed, hard faced, 
in swathes of vengeance clad 

And the black cock crows 
and a dead wind blows 

In my wake are seven women who tried to steal my soul 
In my belly six wild wolves curse and howl from their foul hole 
I say no earthly will may stop me 
I say no earthly will may try 
No earthly will may halt the spill of blood from wounds 
and tears from grieving eyes 

And the black cock crows 
and a dead wind blows 

Below me burn the city lights like fires of pearls and jewels 
I'm climbing down the city walls, unseen, unfussed - 
the sentries must be fools 
I say all pleasantries are over 
I say all pleasantries are past 
My enemies you pimps and thieves prepare to meet your nemesis at last f 

And the black cock crows 
and a dead wind blows 

Mike Scott - Vocal, Guitar, Wind-Wah 



io DUMBING DOWN THE WORLD n THE WIND IN THE WIRES 

Recorded in Hell 
Screwtape - Vocals 
Triptweeze - Backwards Guitar 
Slumtrimpet - Sideways Guitar 
Wormwood - Mock Bass 
Toadpipe - Smurd 
Slubgob - Mellotron 
Nagbag - Micro-Synth 
Slitmouth - Fire-worm 
Grimthought - Skinbourines 

I'm dumbing down the world 
Dumbing down the world 
I'm dumbing down the world 
Dumbing down the world 

And my hour is come around, is come around ! 
Yes my hour is come around, it's come around... 
Look around ! 

I'm dumbing down the world 
Dumbing down the world 

And my works are designed 
to suck blood from your mind 
for your energy feeds and sustains me 

I'm dumbing down the world 
Dumbing down the world 
I'm dumbing down the world 
Dumbing down the world 

I'm dumbing down the world and i love it ! 

I'm dumbing down the world 
Yes, t'mdumbing down the world 

And my head is held high 
and the glint in my eye 
and my arrogance rumbles before me 

I'm dumbing down the world 
Dumbing down the world 
I'm dumbing down the world 
Dumbing down the world 

And my thoughts are banal 
like a stagnant canal 
and my sycophants shamble behind me 

Wake lady wake 
the hills are in flood 
and the road we must take 
is a river of blood 
and the wind in the wires 
and your heart like a cup 
and I'm down in the war 
and you’ve got to get up 
for mercy's sake 
wake lady wake 

Dress lady dress 
put on your skullcap and boots 
for the priest has confessed 
and the chase is afoot 
and the hounds are behind 
gunmen around every tree 
and if it's all in our minds 
- well where else would it be ? 
I suggest 
you dress lady dress 

This is the day, this is the day, this is, 
this is the day, this is, 
this is the day, the day, this is the day 
This is the day, this is the day, this is, 
this is the day, this is, 
this is the day, the day, this is the day 
our kingdom will crash 
like a poor piece of trash 

Swim lady swim 
lady don't refuse 
though our chances are slim 
and we're totally confused 
there are clues to be found 
and I'd ask my peers 
but they're all dumbing down 
till this bad weather clears 
we're out on a limb 
so swim lady swim 

This is the day.... 

Richard Naiff- Piano, Organ 
Livingston Brown - Bass 
Mike Scott - Vocal, Acoustic Guitar, 
Morph Guitar, Micro-Synth, Piano 
Chris Taggart - Drums 

12 NIGHT FALLS ON LONDON 

Mike Scott - Indian Mandolins, Organ, Western, 
Bass, Breath 
Rowan Stigner - Drum Programming (whole track 
Dave Ruffy - Drum Programming 
(right speaker, last 4 bars) 
Rev E.D. Campbell (1927) - "Yeah !" 



13 CROWN 

I've had money 
and I lost it 
seen an ocean 
nearly crossed it 
I have been to another world 
and I have returned 
and for every high joy 
a hard lesson learned 
but when love comes tumbling down 
I will wear a Crown 

Kevin Wilkinson - Drums 
Livingston Brown - Fuzz Bass 
Anthony Thistlethwaite — Electric Slide Mandolin 
Mike Scott - Vocal, Electric Guitars, Micro-Synth, 
RD500, Bluesblaster, Scarp Guitar 
Gilad Atzmon - Saxophones, Sol 
Thighpaulsandra - Mellotron, ARP Synthesisers 

I've had power 
I've used and abused it 
tasted glory 
I have wooed and refused it 
tried to live in a sacred way 
I did and I did not 
and for everything I lost 
there's been something else I got 
and when love comes tumbling down 
I will wear a Crown 

I've been up and I've been down 
sometimes almost level with the ground 
once in every hundred years I can 
still remember who I am 

Been in danger 
tried to face it 
saw a mirage 
and for seven years I chased it 
I'm not through with my changes 
I've got a long way still to run 
I'm gonna play this show 
even if nobody comes 
and when love comes tumbling down 
when love comes tumbling down 
when love comes tumbling down 
I will wear a Crown 

14 MY LORD, WHAT A MORNING 

Mike Scott - Guitar, Vocal 
Tresmegistus - Dawn Chorus 

Produced by Mike Scott 

Recorded in London 1998-2000 at - Maison Rouge 2, Westside, 

Trident 2, Battery, Bunk Junk and Genius, Swanyard, The Boogie Lab, 

Eden, Olympic 4 and Falconer. 

Engineered by Steve Orchard and Nick Wollage. Additional 

Engineering: Ben Darlow, Rupert Allison, Ben Kape, Sean Defeo, 

Daryll Thorne, Alex Clark, Livingston Brown, Chris Madden 

Mixed by Mike Scott and Steve Orchard at Westside. 

“Night Falls On London” by MS and Nick Wollage at Maison Rouge. 

“Malediction” by MS and Daryll Thorne at Falconer. 

Preacher at intro of “Dumbing Down The World” - Rev A.W. Nix (1927) 

Thanks to Document Records, Vienna, Austria for preacher samples. 

Mastered by Chris Blair at Abbey Road 

Design by AP; 

Photography by Steve G u I lick 

All songs written by Mike Scott and published by Sony/ATV Music Ltd. 

“Is She Conscious” written by Mike Scott, published by Sony/ATV 

Music Ltd/Mud Drum Music. “Lucky Day/Bad Advice” written by 

Scott/Grant, published by Sony/ATV Music/Copyright Control 

“My Lord, What A Morning” written by Okun, Corman 8c Belafonte, 

published by Clara Music 

Management: Philip Tennant at Double Mono 

Agency: Paul Boswell at Free Trade Agency 

Fax - UK 0207 739 8862 

North America - Frank Riley at Monterey Peninsular Artists 

Fax USA 831 375 2623 

Thankyou Janette Campbell Scott and John Kennedy. 
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