Hello, Hello, Turn Your Radio On
Marcy Levy, Siobhan Fahey, David A. Stewart

Woke up this morning 
And the streets were full of cars 
All bright and shiny 
Aike they'd just arrived from mars 
And as I stumbled through 
Last nights drunken debris 
The paperboy screamed out 
The headlines in the street

Another war and now the pound is looking weak 
And tell me have you read about the latest freak? 
We're bingo numbers and our names are obsolete 
Why do I feel bitter when I should be feeling sweet

Hello, hello turn your radio on 
Is there anybody out there? 
Help me sing my song 
La la la life is a strange thing 
Just when you think you learned how to use it 
It's gone

Woke up this morning and my head was in a daze 
A brave new world has dawned upon the human race 
Where words are meaning less and everything's surreal 
I'm gonna have to reach my friends 
To find out how i feel

And if i taste the honey is it really sweet 
And do i eat it with my hands or with my feet? 
Does anybody really listen when I speak 
Or will I have to say it all again next week

Hello, hello turn your radio on 
Is there anybody out there? 
Help me sing my song 

Hello, hello turn your radio on 
Is there anybody out there? 
Tell me what went wrong? 
La la la life is a strange thing 
Just when you think you learned how to use it 
It's gone

Hello, hello turn your radio on 
Is there anybody out there? 
Help me sing my song 
La la la life is a strange thing 
Just when you think you learned how to use it 
It's gone
Turn Your Radio On
Albert E. Brumley

Come and listen in to a radio station, where the mighty host of Heaven sing,
Turn your radio on (turn your radio on), turn your radio on (turn your radio on),
If you want to want to hear the songs of Zion,
Coming from the land of endless spring,
Get in touch with God (get in touch with God)
Turn your radio on (turn your radio on). 
Chorus
Turn your radio on (turn your radio on)
And listen to the music in the air,
Turn your radio on (turn your radio on)
And glory to share (glory share)
Turn the lights down low (lights down low)
And listen to the Master's Radio,
Get in touch with God (get in touch with God)
Turn your radio on.
Brother, listen in to the gloryland chorus,
Listen to the glad hosannahs roll,
Turn your radio on (turn your radio on)
Turn your radio on (turn your radio on)
Get a little taste of joys awaiting,
Get a little Heaven in your soul,
Get in touch with God (get in touch with God)
Turn your radio on. 
Chorus
Turn your radio on (turn your radio on)
And listen to the music in the air,
Turn your radio on (turn your radio on)
And glory to share (glory share)
Turn the lights down low (lights down low)
And listen to the Master's Radio,
Get in touch with God (get in touch with God)
Turn your radio on.
Listen to the songs of the fathers and the mothers,
And the many friends gone on before,
Turn your radio on (turn your radio on),
Turn your radio on (turn your radio on),
Some eternal morning we shall meet them,
Over on the Hallelujah Shore,
Get in touch with God (get in touch with God),
Turn your radio on (turn your radio on).

Pilot Of The Airwaves
Charlie Dore - 

Pilot of the Airwaves,
Here is my request,
You don't have to play it
But I hope you'll do your best.
I've been listening to your show on the radio
And you seem like a friend to me.

Play the record of your choice,
I don't mind;
I'm just happy to hear your voice saying,
'This is for the girl who didn't sign her name,
I guess she needs a dedication just the same.'

Late at night I'm still listening,
Don't waste my time chasing sleep.
My friends say I look weary,
But that's just the company I keep.

Ooo, you make the night time race.
Ooo, I don't need to see your face,
Because you're sounding good (you're sounding good)
Yeah, you're sounding good to me.

Pilot of the Airwaves,
Here is my request,
You don't have to play it
But I hope you'll do your best.
I've been listening to your show on the radio
And you seem like a friend to me.

Late at night I'm still listening,
Don't waste my time chasing sleep.
My friends say I look weary,
But that's just the company I keep.

Ooo, you make the night time race.
Ooo, I don't need to see your face,
Because you're sounding good (you're sounding good)
You're sounding good to me.
You're sounding so good to me.

Pilot of the Airwaves,
Here is my request,
You don't have to play it
But I hope you'll do your best.
I've been listening to your show on the radio
And you seem like a friend to me.

Pilot of the Airwaves,
Here is my request,
You don't have to play it
But I hope you'll do your best.
I've been listening to your show on the radio
And you seem like a friend to me 


Rex Bob Lowenstein
Mark Germino, 1989 

There's a disc jockey in Hartlanberg 
Who works at W.A.N.T. 
He puts two or three eggs in him 
And he's in your car by 6.00 am 

He lives for his job and he accepts his pay 
You can call and request 'Lay Lady Lay' 
He'll play Stanley Jordan, The 'Dead and Little Feat 
And he'll even play the band from the college down the street 

And his name is Rex Bob Lowenstein 
He's forty-seven, goin' on sixteen 
His request line's open, but he'll tell you where to go 
If you're dumb enough to ask him why he plays Hank Snow 

Well, he tries to keep his talkin' to a minimum 
He's a Democrat, he's a Republican 
He's an ad man with a great voice, say some 
But when he spins those records he's neither one 

He'll talk to the truckers on the interstate strip 
The housewife and the car dealership 
And when his second wife left him for a paper millionaire 
He cried unashamedly right on the air 

And his name is Rex Bob Lowenstein 
He's forty-seven, goin' on sixteen 
His request line's open but he makes no bones 
About why he plays Madonna after George Jones 

Now, one day a man in a pinstriped suit 
Took the owner of the station to a restaurant booth 
His pitch was simple, "you'll increase your sales 
"If you only play the song list we send in the mail." 

He guaranteed a larger audience 
Less confusion and higher points 
"But your drive-time jock won't get to do his thing. 
"Hey he's not half bad, tell me, what's his name?" 

Well his name is Rex Bob Lowenstein 
He's frequently heard, but he's seldom seen 
His formula's simple and his format's big 
"I just play anything, you call and tell me what you dig." 

Now Rex Bob David Saul Lowenstein 
Quit his job a week later, but before he'd leave 
He locked and bolted the control room door 
And played smash or trash till they cuffed him on the floor 

Well they drag him into court and the judge said, "Rex 
"I've got to lock you up, for what I'm not sure yet. 
"But your boss here says he thinks you're wrapped too tight. 
"But, by the way thanks for playing 'Moon River' last night" 

And his name is Rex Bob Lowenstein 
He's a flaming bell inside a tambourine 
He could play it all if he was just set free 
Just to find what the people WANT 
Just to find what the people WANT 
Just to find what the people WANT 
Just to find what the people WANT
White Knight

Jay Hugley i.e. Cletus Maggard and the Citizen's Band)


Down 75 or 85,
Or I-20 t'other way,
Turn your squelch to the right
And in the night
You'll hear some good buddy say,
"Breaker breaker,
Got a picture taker,
All Smokeys at forty three."
It's that Japanese toy,
The trucker's joy
That everybody calls CB.
Yeah, Citizen's Band, keeps you up to date
On fender benders and Tijuana taxis,
And all them bears out there. Flip flop.
Now ahead of your children and ahead of your wife
On the list of the ten best things in life,
Your CB's gotta rate right around number four.
'Course beavers and hot biscuits and Merle Haggard
Come one, two, three, you know.
Well I was loaded down, coming outta Lake City;
I was checkin' out seat covers, young and pretty,
When all of a sudden there come a call
Over my CB, ringin' wall to wall,
Said clove her double nickels till you hit the ridge,
'Cause there's a Smokey picture taker t'other side of the bridge.
"Oh mercy, 'ppreciate that, good buddy;
What's your handle there, come on?
You got any county mounties out there prowlin', come on?"
And he said --
"Ten four...back door,
Put the peddle to the metal and...let it roar
Hammer down...to Macon town...
Gonna see my momma...sure.
Well, the bears are gone,
Let's...bring 
it on...
The Georgia line's...out of sight.
Pulled outta Richmond town last Saturday night,
And my handle is...the White Knight,
How 'bout it?"
"All right, White Knight, hammer down,
You got the mean machine here."
I was a streakin'
My needle was a peakin'
A right around seventy nine.
That old diesel juice
Was a gettin' loose,
And everything was fine.
But wall to wall
I got a call
Front door, big bear trapper.
Said, "Break one nine,
Good buddy of mine,
You got a Smokey in a plain white wrapper."
Well I jammed my stick,
I lost twenty quick;
You could hear them gears a tearin'.
I got passed by a beaver,
And a Camaro,
I was cruisin' alone
And going so slow
I could count every button on that frilly blouse she was wearin'.
'Course there weren't but one.
"Hey there, super trooper!
Yeah -- that's the crafty Smokey over there with a CB of his own.
Hey White Knight, let's slide one on the super trooper, come on?"
"Ten four, back door.
Put the peddle to the metal, whatcha...waitin' for?
That old flop
Can't
stay in sight,
Gonna leave you here and say no more,
How 'bout it?"
"Whoa, now, buddy, that's fightin' talk,
I'd get up there and blow your doors off!"
Well I hammered down like I had wings,
Little gravels in my wheels going ping, ping, ping.
'Bout the time I hit ninety-two,
Saw something flashing' in my rear view.
Thought to myself that can't be true,
But there it was, old blue, blue, blue.
Uh oh. Bubble gum machine done hit the jackpot.
Well I could see that bear, laughing big,
Hangin' in tight on the back of my rig.
Right there and then it came to be wall to wall.
Mm-hmm.
So in that cold dark Georgia night,
In the shadows of Smokey bear's blue light,
I 'cided to make me just one more CB call.
"Breaker one nine for the super trooper,
Hey there, Smokey old buddy, tell me if I'm right,
Are you my front door? Are you the White Knight? Come on?"
And he said --
"Ten four, back door.
You're in a heap of trouble boy...that's for sure.
Gonna read you your rights, and treat you fair.
Pull over there
,
With your...rockin' chair.
Want you boys to know each other real well,
'Cause you gonna be sharin' the same jail cell.
You make twelve cotton pickers I've caught tonight,
From the front door of that White Knight.
Hhha-hhha-hhha-hhha-hhha-hhha!!
Ho
w 'bout it?
Hhha-hhha-hhha-hhha-hhha-hhha!!
Forty miles over the speed limit!
You boys gonna be here a spell.
Hhha-hhha-hhha-hhha-hhha-hhha!!
Hhha-hhha-hhha-hhha-hhha-hhha!!"
That's it, cotton pickers, I've done been grounded;
My tail's in jail, my rig impounded.
So when you're comin' through the Georgia night,
Don't ever get no front door called the White Knight.
No sir. Wind up in the pokey with Smokey.
I'm gonna pull that old CB thing out by the wires.
I don't care if it is....

C.B. Savage

Rod Hart

We was huntin' bear in our rockin' chair out on I-40

Dodgin' bumps in pick-up trucks in west New Mexico

It was a cloudy day and me and ole Jay just about bored to tears

But we come awake when a C.B. breaker come a ringin' loud and clear

We heard this voice that we ain't never heard before sayin'

(Break 19, I'm C.B Savage, Hi all you 18 wheelers

Anyone seen any smokey bears, 

How about some bears smoking, aha C.B. Savage here come-on)

Well, I looked at Jay, and I said Hey, did you hear what I just heard

He nodded his head, and his face got red, we never said a word

We both reached for the mike, a thinkin' we might, just answer that 19 call

When that C.B. device came back alive, just a lispin' wall to wall

And that unusual voice came on again sayin'

(Break 19 again, this is your one and only C.B. Savage

Mercy sakes good buddy, aha, could I please have your 20

I'd settle for a big 10-4, mercy, mercy, how 'bout a mile ha post

Listen, you can't keep your handle down forever you know

Speak to me peddle pumpers, how about it)

Well the box went dead and we looked straight ahead and didn't say a word at all

We had 4 in the chair, and the door back there, nobody'd answer that call

A while went by, and Jay and I, we started breathin' again

We figured this stranger was plumb out of range, when all at once he come back in

It was that same odd voice sayin'

(Breakers, Breakers, any takers, Hi Hi, it's me again

I'm in your chair and I love it there

Say you truckers really know how to take a person for a ride

Speak to me you Diesel Deamon, I'd love to get to know your handle aha

C.B. Savage here, come-on, come-on)

Well I grabbed the mike, and I held it tight, and my hand began to sweat

I looked at Jay, and he was grinnin' away, like a big ole bird fed cat

So I put down the talker, and turned up the squaker, and got a good grip on the wheel

I decided the trucker that answered this nut sure a heck wasn't gonna be me

'Bout that time that wierd voice came back on again sayin'

(You Hoo, Breakeroo, Hi Hi you Jim Dandy Jimmy John review

Do I ever have a surprise for you

If you listen real close, you'll find my voice is changin'

And if you'll start checkin' your rear views, you'll find you got company

Fine plain white smokies dressin' up for a ticket written party

Y'all was so busy copyin' my put on, you didn't notice your little convoy was being infiltrated

You can start shuttin' 'em down any time now

This is your C.B. Savage, the smokies friend, wall to wall and tree top tall

That is all, bye bye)

WXJL Tonight 
Oakey, Philips, Marsh, Ian Craig, Ware, Martyn 

The way it was in the past
A long, long time ago
Before staff levels dropped
They used to listen to the radio
And listen to the DJs talk
About the songs they didn't know
As if it really mattered
Chorus :
Hit-pick or phone-in show
I don't want you to go tonight
Ten thousand watts of power
News headlines on the hour tonight
Our music beats the best
You just don't need the rest tonight
Once I couldn't care at all
But I can feel the ratings fall tonight
And 20 years ago
No-one seemed to care
The people must have known
The DJ's role was only there
To fill in space between the songs
That talk of love and other things
As if they didn't matter
Automatic stations came
And sent them all away
And now I'm left alone
I haven't got a word to say
And you're the one who makes the choice
To turn me on or turn me off
But now it really matters
(Chorus)
Hit-pick or phone-in show
I don't want you to go tonight
Ten thousand watts of power
News headlines on the hour tonight
Our music beats the best
You just don't need the rest tonight
Ten thousand watts of power
News headlines on the hour tonight

Around the World (in Eighty Days)
Victor Young, Harald Adamson

Around the world I’ve searched for you,
I traveled on when hope was gone to keep a rendezvous. 

I knew somewhere, sometime, somehow,
you’d look at me and I would see the smile you’re smiling now. 

It might have been in County Down,
or in New York, in Gay Paree, or even London Town. 

No more will I go all around the world,
for I have found my world in you. 

You turn me on, I’m a Radio

Joni Mitchell

If you're driving into town with a dark cloud above you
Dial in the number who's bound to love you
Oh, honey, you turn me on, I'm a radio
I'm a country station, I'm a little bit corny
I'm a wild wood flower waving for you
Broadcasting tower, waving for you
And I'm sending you out this signal here
I hope you can pick it loud and clear
I know you don't like weak women, you get bored so quick
And you don't like strong women 'cause they're hip to your tricks
It's been dirty for dirty down the line
But you know I come when you whistle, when you're loving and kind.

But if you've got too many doubts
If there's no good reception for me then tune me out
Cause honey who needs the static?
It hurts the head and you wind up cracking
And the day goes dismal from "Breakfast Barney" to the sign off prayer
What a sorry face you get to wear
I'm gonna tell you again now if you're still listening there:

If you're driving into town with a dark cloud above you
Dail in the number who's bound to love you
If you're lying on the beach with the transistor going
Kick off the sandflies honey, the love's still flowing
if you head says forget it but your heart's still smoking
Call me at the station, the lines are open.
El Ultimo Tanguillo
José Moreno

EPIC EPC 5305 – Sung by El Josele (nombre artístico de José Moreneo). Prod. José Moreno.

Ahora tode es distinto,

Poco a poco fue cambiando,

Todo lo viejo por nuevo,

Lo antiguo está olvidando.

Nadie quiere telarafias,

Nadie quiere telarafias,

aunqus fuiste de los malso,

Antonio, vénte pa’Espafis.

Si lo que pass en tu pueblo,

un dís quieres saber,

Antonio ya no haoe falta

Escouchar la BBC.

Si lo que pass en Espafia

Un día quieras saber,

Antonio, ya no hace falta poger

la oreja a la BBC.

Antonio, ya no hace falte pegar

la oreja a la BBC.

Desde hace poea tiempo

Ya se nota libertad.

Podemos jugar al Bingo,

Al póker y al bacarrat.

Parder hasta las postañas,

Parder hasta las postañas

aunque tu no seas vicioso,

Antoni, vénte pa’España.

Si lo que pasa en tu pueblo,

Un día quieres saber.

Antonio ya no hace falta

escuchar la BBC.

Si lo que pesa en Espafis

Un dís quieres saber,

Antonio, ya no hace falta pogar

la orej a la BBC.

Antonio, ya no hace falta pegar

la oreja a la BBC.

Yo nadie to como el coco,

puede pensar libremente.

Se olvidan les viejos teimpos,

puedos hablar con la gento.

Ya nadie vive de hasefias,

Ya nadie vive de hasafias,

aunque no tengas medallas,

Antoni, vénte pa’Espfia.

Si lo que pase en tu pueblo,

un día quiras saber,

Antoni yo no hace falta

Es cucher la BBC.

Si lo que pase en tu pueblo,

un día quieres saber.

Antonio, ya no hace falta pogar

la oreja a la BBC.

Antoni, ya no hace falta pegar

la oreja a la BBC.

Antoni, ya o hace falta pegar

la oreja a la BBC …

Translation of “El Ultimo Tanguillo”

Now everything is different,

Little by litte it was changing,

All the old for the new,

The old is being forgotten.

Nobody wants complications,

Nobody wants complications,

Although you left because of the bad things,

Antonio, come back to Spain.

If what’s happening in your home town,

One day you want to know,

Antonio there’s no need anymore

To listen to the BBC.

If what’s happening in Spain,

One day you want to know,

Antonio, there’s no need to glue

your ear to the BBC.

Antonio, there’s no need to glue

your ear to the BBC.

Since a little while ago,

We’ve already noticed liberty.

We can play at Bingo,

at poker and at Baccarat.

You can lose even your eyelashes,

You can lose even your eyelashes,

Although you’re not wicked,

Antonio, come back to Spain.

If what’s happening in your home town,

One day you want to know,

Antonio there’s no need anymore

To listen to the BBC.

If what’s happening in Spain,

One day you want to know,

Antonio, there’s no need to glue

your ear to the BBC.

Antonio, there’s no need to glue

your ear to the BBC.

Now nobody’s going to scare you,

You can think freely.

The old times are forgotten,

You can speak to the people.

Now nobody lives in fear,

Now nobody lives in fear,

Although yo haven’t any medals,

Antonio, come back to Spain.

If what’s happening in your home town,

One day you want to know,

Antonio there’s no need anymore

To listen to the BBC.

If what’s happening in your home town,

One day you want to know,

Antoni, there’s no need to glue

your ear to the BBC.

Antonio, there’s no need to glue

your ear to the BBC.

Antonio, there’s no need to glue

your ear to the BBC …

BBC Answer to Radio Nacional’s Song

David Galut & Co.

Pasaron las elecciones

la política ya no es pecado,

pasaron las elecciones,

las chicas se han desnudado.

Pasaron las eleccioones

y no es una cosa ertrafia,

ya lo sabemos, Antonio,

te vuelves a tu España.

Si lo que pasa on el Mundo

un día quieres saber,

Pon Radio Nacional de España

y luego la BBC.

y aunque hoy todo el mundo informa

con extensa libertad,

puntos de vista hay más de uno,

así se sabe la verdad.

Puntos de vista hay más de uno,

Asi se sabe la verdad.

Ya no existe la censura,

se nota más libertad,

infórmate bien, Antonio,

no te falta variedad.

Si quieres dos cosas buenas,

que suerte vas a tener,

ya tienes la democracia,

y siempre la BBC.

Si lo que pasa en tu pueblo,

un día quieres asaber,

Pon Radio Nacional de España,

y luego la BBC.

Si lo que pasa en tu pueblo,

un día quieres saber,

Pon Radio Nacional de España,

y luego la BBC.

Y aunque hoy todo al mundo informa

con extensa libertad,

puntos de vista hay más de uno,

así se sabe la verdad,

puntos de vista hay más de uno,

así se sabe la verdad.

Madrid, Murcio o Sevilla,

a Vigo o a Carabaña,

ya lo sabemos Antonio,

que te vuelves para tu España.

Ya tienes dos cosas buenoas,

que suerte vas a tener,

te vuelvas para tu España,

y sigue la BBC.

Si lo que pasa en el Mundo,

un día quieres saber,

Pon Radio Nacional de España

y lugo la BBC.

y aunque hoy todo el mundo informa

con extensa libertad,

puntos de vista hay más de uno,

así se sabe la verdad.

Puntos de vista hay más de uno,

así se sabe la verdad.

puntos de vista hay más de uno,

así se sabe la verdad …

Translation (approx.!) of BBC Anwswer to Radio Nacional’s Song

The elections are over,

Politics isn’t a sin,

The elections are over,

The girls have all undressed.

The elections are over,

And there’s nothing strange,

We already know, Antonio,

That you’re going home to Spain.

If what’s happening in the world

One day you want to know,

Tune in to Radio Nacional de España,

And then to the BBC.

And although now all the world inform us,

With extensive liberty,

Points of view of these there are many,

That’s the way to know to truth,

Points of view of these there are many,

That’s the way to know the truth.

Now there’s no more censorship,

One can see more liberty,

Get informed well, Antonio,

There’s no Tsck of variety.

If you want two good things,

What luck you’re goint to have,

You’ve already got democracy,

And always the BBC.

If what happens in your home town,

One day you want to know,

Tune into Radio Nacional de España,

And then to the BBC.

And although now all the world informs us

With extensive liberty,

Points of view ot these there are many

That’s the way to know the truth.

Points of view of these there are many

That’s the way to know the truth.

Madrid, Murcis or Sevillan

To Vigo or to Carabaña,

We alread know, Antonio,

That your’re going home to Spain.

You’ve already got two good things,

What luck you’re going to have,

You’re going home to your Spain,

And there’s still the BBC.

If what’s happening in the world,

One day you want to know,

Tune in to Radio Nacional de España,

And then to the BBC.

And although now all the world informs us

With extensive liberty,

Points of view of these there are many

That’s the way to know the truth.

Points of view of these there are many

That’s the way to know the truth.

Points of view of these there are many

That’s the way to know the truth …

Radio Silence

Thomas Dolby

Caroline
Makes the final adjustments
In her rear-view mirror
She's nervous and tense
But she's thinking it over
With logic and sense
She'll overcome her phobia...
Oh to paint her eyes so red and her lips so blue
Carve her legend on the bow - Caroline four-five-two
When they come to call for her I will be there too...
Observe Radio Silence observe
Radio Silence observe Radio Silence
Maintain Radio Silence thoughout
...Now where can he be?
What's wrong with the parking meter? What's happening to me?
She'll burst a blood vessel if he doesn't show
She's caught up in traffic
And I'm on her radio...
Oh to paint her eyes so red and her lips so blue
Raise her likeness on the mast - Caroline four-five-two
When they come to call for her, I will be there too...
She tune in till the tune suits her right
She tune in till the dial come alright
She tune the dial till the needles-'s in the white
Tune in tonight
Tune in tonight
Tune in tonight...
Try to think of nothing
Through the Airwaves

Thomas Dolby


Strange how the scale forms
In tiny patterns
On my atenna
and The Five O'Clock Show, hello hello ...
Brooklyn is crawling with famous people
I turn my vehicle beneath the river, west from south

Through the airwaves-
people never read the airwaves
Do we only feed the airwaves
I really should have seen through the airwaves

Electric fences line our new freeway
Here in the half-light, the motorhomes leave
Knee-deep in water under a pylon
How slow my heartbeat
How thin the air I'm breathing in

Through the airwaves -
People never read the airwaves
do we only feed the airwaves
Or stamp them out at street level ?
Airwaves - the dampness of the wind
The airwaves - the tension of the skin
The airwaves

Be in my broadcast when this is over
Give me your shoulder, I need a place
To wait for morning
No it was nothing - some car backfiring -
Please don't ask questions
I itch all over
Let me sleep 

Through the airwaves -
People never read the airwaves
Do we only feed the airwaves
Or stamp them out at street level ?
Airwaves - the dampness of the wind
The airwaves - the tension of the skin
The airwaves I really should have seen through ...
Transmission

Joy Division

Radio, live transmission.
Radio, live transmission.

Listen to the silence, let it ring on.
Eyes, dark grey lenses frightened of the sun.
We would have a fine time living in the night,
Left to blind destruction,
Waiting for our sight.

And we would go on as though nothing was wrong.
And hide from these days we remained all alone.
Staying in the same place, just staying out the time.
Touching from a distance,
Further all the time.

Dance, dance, dance, dance, dance, to the radio.
Dance, dance, dance, dance, dance, to the radio...

Well I could call out when the going gets tough.
The things that we've learnt are no longer enough.
No language, just sound, that's all we need know,
To synchronies love to the beat of the show.

And we could dance.

Dance, dance, dance, dance, dance, to the radio.
Dance, dance, dance, dance, dance, to the radio...
Radio Free Europe

Michael Stype, William Berry, Peter Buck, Mike Mills

Beside yourself if radio's gonna stay.
Reason: It could polish up the grey.
Put that, put that, put that up your wall.
That this isn't country at all.

Raving station, beside yourself.
Keep me out of country in the word.
Deal the porch is leading us absurd.
Push that, push that, push that to the hull.
That this isn't nothing at all.

Straight off the boat, where to go?
Calling on in transit, calling on in transit
Radio free Europe, radio.
Beside defying media too fast.
Instead of pushing palaces to fall.
Put that, put that, put that before all.
That this isn't fortunate at all.

Raving station, beside yourself.
Calling on in transit, calling on in transit
Radio free Europe, radio.
Decide yourself, calling all of the medias too fast.
Keep me out of country in the word.
Disappoint is into us absurd.
Straight off the boat, where to go?

Calling on in transit, calling on in transit
Radio free Europe, radio free Europe.

Calling on in transit, calling on in transit
Radio free Europe, radio free Europe.
Video killed the radio star

The Buggles

I heard you on the wireless back in Fifty Two 
Lying awake intent at tuning in on you. 
If I was young it didn't stop you coming through. 
Oh-a oh 
They took the credit for your second symphony. 
Rewritten by machine and new technology, 
and now I understand the problems you can see. 
Oh-a oh 
I met your children 
Oh-a oh 
What did you tell them? 
Video killed the radio star. 
Video killed the radio star. 
Pictures came and broke your heart. 
Oh-a-a-a oh 
And now we meet in an abandoned studio. 
We hear the playback and it seems so long ago. 
And you remember the jingles used to go. 
Oh-a oh 
You were the first one. 
Oh-a oh 
You were the last one. 
Video killed the radio star. 
Video killed the radio star. 
In my mind and in my car, we can't rewind we've gone to far 
Oh-a-aho oh, 
Oh-a-aho oh 
Video killed the radio star. 
Video killed the radio star. 
In my mind and in my car, we can't rewind we've gone to far. 
Pictures came and broke your heart, put the blame on VTR. 
You are a radio star. 
You are a radio star. 
Video killed the radio star
.

Du Da Im Radio

Rolf Zuckowski

Du da - im Radio
wie geht's dir denn heut' morgen ?
Du da - im Radio
wie war denn deine Nacht ?
Du da - vorm Radio
auch ich hab' meine Sorgen.
Du da - vorm Radio
ich bin schlecht aufgewacht.
Du da - im Radio
du mußt ja ziemlich klein sein.
Du da - im Radio
wie paßt du denn da rein ?
Du da - vorm Radio
und du mußt wohl allein sein.
Du da - vorm Radio
wem fällt sonst so was ein ?
Ich hab' da 'ne Idee
damit ich dich mal seh'.
hol' ich den Schraubenzieher raus und schraub den Kasten auf.
Hey
du da - vorm Radio
das laß mal lieber bleiben
du da - vorm Radio
das kann gefährlich sein.
Du da - im Radio
dann wird's nix mit uns beiden
du da - im Radio
das finde ich gemein !
Ich ha' da 'ne Idee
damit ich dich mal seh'
schick mir ein Bild von dir und du kriegst ein Bild von mir.
Hey
du da - vorm Radio
gehst du denn schon zur Schule ?
Du da - vorm Radio
dann wird's jetzt ziemlich knapp.
Du da - im Radio
ich muß zum Kindergarten.
Du da - im Radio
ich schalt' dich jetzt mal ab.
Tschüß!
Do you remember Rock’n’roll Music
The Ramones

Do you remember Rock'n, rock'n'roll radio
Let's go!
Do you remember Hullabaloo,
Upbeat, Shindig and Ed Sullivan too?
Do you remember rock'n'roll radio?
Do you remember rock'n'roll radio?
Do you remember Murray the K,
Alan Freed, and high energy?
It's the end, the end of the 70's
It's the end, the end of the century (Yeah, yeah!)
Do you remember lying in bed
With your covers pulled up over your head?
Radio playin' so no one can see
We need change, we need it fast
Before rock's just part of the past
'Cause lately it all sounds the same to me - Whoa-oh
Rock'n, rock'n'roll radio - Let's go! - Listen!
Will you remember Jerry Lee,
John Lennon, T. Rex and O'le Moulty?
It's the end, the end of the 70's
It's the end, the end of the century - (Yeah!)
We love the Pirates

The Roaring 60’s

We love the pirate stations
Don't let them take 'em away
When you're walking down the street

with your transistor radio
Everybody has a good time
You can dance to the beat of the transistor radio
Even when the sun don't shine
You can hear your favorite rock 'n' roll
Rhythm and blues with a lot of soul
We love the pirate stations
Don't let them take 'em away
There's some swingin' DJ's playing Top 40 records
That'll really turn you on
Now the government's trying to close down the stations
What'll happen when they are gone?
You won't hear the music that you like
Any old time of day or night
We love the pirate stations
Don't let them take 'em away
We built this city on rock and roll

Jefferson Starship

CHORUS:
We built this city, we built this city on rock an' roll
Built this city, we built this city on rock an' roll

Say you don't know me, or recognize my face
Say you don't care who goes to that kind of place
Knee deep in the hoopla, sinking in your fight
Too many runaways eating up the night
Marconi plays the mamba, listen to the radio, don't you remember
We built this city, we built this city on rock an' roll

CHORUS

Someone's always playing corporation games
Who cares, they're always changing corporation names
We just want to dance here, someone stole the stage
They call us irresponsible, write us off the page

CHORUS

It's just another Sunday, in a tired old street
Police have got the chokehold, oh, then we just lost the beat
Who counts the money underneath the bar
Who writes the wrecking ball into our guitars
Don't tell us you need us, 'cause we're the ship of fools
Looking for America, coming through your schools

(I'm looking out over that Golden Gate bridge on another gorgeous sunny Saturday, not seein' that bumper-to-bumper traffic)
Don't you remember (remember)
(It's your favorite radio station, in your favorite radio city
The city by the bay, the city that rocks, the city that never sleeps)
Marconi plays the mamba, listen to the radio, don't you remember
We built this city, we built this city on rock an' roll
On my radio

The Selecter

I bought my baby a red radio
He played it all day a-go-go a-go-go
He liked to dance to it down in the streets
He said he loved me but he loved the beat

But when I switch on I rotate the dial
I could see it there driving him so wild
I bought my baby a red radio
He said he loved me but he had to go

It's just the same old show on my radio

going out from me to you on the dedication line.
I wonder if you're listening to the words that keep me wishing
that one day I'll be kissing you

Radio Romance
Tiffany

My secret admiration I won't reveal
I wouldn't want to hurt no one by tellin' how I feel.
The DJ knows my voice now
he even knows my choice now
he never says my name
he just says:
From the one who loves you baby.
Radio romance
One night you'll hear a song and then you'll know just who it's from.
Silent Night and  7o’Clock News

Simon & Garfunkel 

(Simulated "7 O'Clock News" bulletin of the actual events of 3 August 1966)

.A compromise was painfully worked out in the House Judiciary Committee. In Los Angeles today comedian Lenny Bruce died of what was believed to be an overdoes of narcotics. Bruce was 42 years old.
Dr. Martin Luther King says he does not intend to cancel plans for an open housing march Sunday into the Chicago suburb of Cicero. Cook County Sheriff Richard Ogleby asked King to call off the march and the police in Cicero said they would ask the National Guard to be called out if it is held. King, now in Atlanta, Georgia, plans to return to Chicago Tuesday.In Chicago Richard Speck, accused murderer of nine student nurses, was brought before a grand jury today for indictment.
The nurses were found stabbed an strangled in their Chicago apartment.
In Washington the atmosphere was tense today as a special subcommittee of the House Committee on Un-American activities continued its probe into anti- Viet nam war protests. Demonstrators were forcibly evicted from the hearings when they began chanting anti-war slogans.
Former Vice-President Richard Nixon says that unless there is a substantial increase in the present war effort in Viet nam, the U.S. should look forward to five more years of war.
In a speech before the Convention of the Veterans of Foreign Wars in New York, Nixon also said opposition to the war in this country is the greatest single weapon working against the U.S.
That's the 7 o'clock edition of the news, Goodnight.

Wind Power

Thomas Dolby

Switch off the mind and let the heart decide who you were meant to be (Windpower) 
Flick to remote and let the body glide (Wind), there is no enemy (Windpower) 
Etch out a future of your own design, well tailored to your needs (Windpower) 
Then fan the flame and keep the dream alive of a continent, a continent, a continent, a continent... 
(Windpower) There is no enemy 
(Windpower) Switch of the mind and let the heart decide 
We're a continent, a continent, a continent, a continent... 
Shatter the lens and grind it into sand (Windpower), one measured exposure 
Scatter the seed and furrow in our land, the future is roses, roses (Windpower) 
Switch off the mind and let the heart decide, there is no enemy (Windpower) 
Lift up the hearts of this your only tribe, we're a continent, a continent, a continent, a continent... 
We're a continent, a continent, a continent, a continent... 
(Windpower) 
Steering on, North-west, heading north, fall on five with variable three in South of fast 
Showers in East, good - Sole, Londy, fast net, irly C, Northerly four to six, locally seven, decreasing three or four, locally five - Showers at first, good - Shannon, Rod Hall, North-West...
Starman

David Bowie (Songwriter: David Robert Jones)

Goodbye, love

Didn’t know what time it was, the lights were low

I leaned back on my radio

Some cat was laying down some rock’n’roll lotta soul, he said

Then the loud sound seemed to fade

Came back like a slow voice on a wave of phase

That weren’t no d.j. that was hazy cosmic jive.

There’s a starman waiting in the sky

He’d like to come and meet us

But he thinks he’d blow our minds.

There’s a starman waiting in the sky

He’s told us not to blow it

Cause he knows its all worthwile

He Told me: Let the childen loose it

Let the children use it

Let all the children boogie.

I had to phone someone so I picked on you

Hey! that’s far out so you heard him, too

Switch on the TV we may pick him up on channel two

Look out the window I can see his light

If we can sparkle he may land tonight

Don’t tell your papa or he’ll get us locked up in fright.


Sad Songs (Say So Much)
Music by Elton John - Lyrics by Bernie Taupin

Guess there are times when we all need to share a little pain
And ironing out the rough spots
Is the hardest part when memories remain
And it's times like these when we all need to hear the radio
`Cause from the lips of some old singer
We can share the troubles we already know
Turn them on, turn them on Turn on those sad songs
When all hope is gone Why don't you tune in and turn them on
They reach into your room Just feel their gentle touch
When all hope is gone Sad songs say so much
If someone else is suffering enough to write it down
When every single word makes sense
Then it's easier to have those songs around
The kick inside is in the line that finally gets to you
and it feels so good to hurt so bad
And suffer just enough to sing the blues
Let me lose Control
Eric Carmen, Dean Pitchford

I run a comb through my hair and step out in the street
And the city's the color of flame in the mid-summer heat, oh yeah
Jennifer's got her daddy's car, she's playing up-town on the stereo
We go cruisin' so close, the way they did long ago
My darlin'
CHORUS:
(Turn) Turn the radio up for that sweet sound
Hold me close never let me go
(Keep) Keep this feelin' alive
Make me lose control
Baby baby
(When) When I look in your eyes, I go crazy
Fever's high with the lights down low
(So take) Take me over the edge
Make me lose control
We put the top down and park with the moon in the sky
And the wind is so hot in our hair, like a fire in july, oh yeah
Jennifer's singin' "Stand by Me" and she knows every single word by heart
Was love always this good, or could this be just the start? Oh darlin'
CHORUS
Keep my baby clothes on, and were movin' in time
And the heat from your touch, makes me feel like I'm losing my mind Oh yeah
(And then they played) Back in my arms again(We close our eyes) We start rememberin' when
(We start to kiss) And all the feelings return
And we just pray that this night never ends
CHORUS

Noting on but the radio
Gary Allan

I sure do hope this is a long night
Cause I have never felt one so right
Each look into your eyes, I'm falling
A little more and more
Looks like we started us a fire
Wrapped up in flames of desire
With every touch, they're burning higher
Two shadows dancing on the wall

With nothing on but the radio
Feel the music playing soft and slow
You and me and the lights down low
With nothing on but the radio

We'll fall asleep here in the moonlight
In tangled sheets, we'll be here all night
And when we wake up in the morning
We might stay like this all day
Two people meant to be together
Two lovers dreaming of forever
And it just keeps on getting better
With every tender little kiss
Nothing on but the radio...

Two people meant to be together
Two lovers dreaming of forever
And it just keeps on getting better
With nothing on but the radio...


The Revolution Will Not Be Televised
Gil Scott-Heron

You will not be able to stay home, brother.
You will not be able to plug in, turn on and cop out.
You will not be able to lose yourself on skag and skip,
Skip out for beer during commercials,
Because the revolution will not be televised.

The revolution will not be televised.
The revolution will not be brought to you by Xerox
In 4 parts without commercial interruptions.
The revolution will not show you pictures of Nixon
blowing a bugle and leading a charge by John
Mitchell, General Abrams and Spiro Agnew to eat
hog maws confiscated from a Harlem sanctuary.
The revolution will not be televised.

The revolution will not be brought to you by the 
Schaefer Award Theatre and will not star Natalie
Woods and Steve McQueen or Bullwinkle and Julia.
The revolution will not give your mouth sex appeal.
The revolution will not get rid of the nubs.
The revolution will not make you look five pounds
thinner, because the revolution will not be televised, Brother.

There will be no pictures of you and Willie May
pushing that shopping cart down the block on the dead run,
or trying to slide that color television into a stolen ambulance.
NBC will not be able predict the winner at 8:32
or report from 29 districts.
The revolution will not be televised.

There will be no pictures of pigs shooting down
brothers in the instant replay.
There will be no pictures of pigs shooting down
brothers in the instant replay.
There will be no pictures of Whitney Young being
run out of Harlem on a rail with a brand new process.
There will be no slow motion or still life of Roy
Wilkens strolling through Watts in a Red, Black and
Green liberation jumpsuit that he had been saving
For just the proper occasion.

Green Acres, The Beverly Hillbillies, and Hooterville
Junction will no longer be so damned relevant, and
women will not care if Dick finally gets down with
Jane on Search for Tomorrow because Black people
will be in the street looking for a brighter day.
The revolution will not be televised.

There will be no highlights on the eleven o'clock
news and no pictures of hairy armed women
liberationists and Jackie Onassis blowing her nose.
The theme song will not be written by Jim Webb,
Francis Scott Key, nor sung by Glen Campbell, Tom
Jones, Johnny Cash, Englebert Humperdink, or the Rare Earth.
The revolution will not be televised.

The revolution will not be right back after a message
bbout a white tornado, white lightning, or white people.
You will not have to worry about a dove in your
bedroom, a tiger in your tank, or the giant in your toilet bowl.
The revolution will not go better with Coke.
The revolution will not fight the germs that may cause bad breath.
The revolution will put you in the driver's seat.

The revolution will not be televised, will not be televised,
will not be televised, will not be televised.
The revolution will be no re-run brothers;
The revolution will be live.
The Spirit of the Radio
Rush
Begin the day with a friendly voice, 
A companion unobtrusive 
Plays that song that's so elusive 
And the magic music makes your morning mood. 

Off on your way, hit the open road, 
There is magic at your fingers 
For the Spirit ever lingers, 
Undemanding contact in your happy solitude. 

Invisible airwaves crackle with life 
Bright antenna bristle with the energy 
Emotional feedback on timeless wavelength 
Bearing a gift beyond price, almost free 

All this machinery making modern music 
Can still be open-hearted. 
Not so coldly charted, it's really just a question 
Of your honesty, yeah, your honesty. 

One likes to believe in the freedom of music, 
But glittering prizes and endless compromises 
Shatter the illusion of integrity. 

For the words of the prophets were written on the studio wall, 
Concert hall 
And echoes with the sounds of salesmen. Of salesmen. Of salesmen.

Radio Clash
The Clash

Interrupting all programs

This is Radio Clash from pirate satellite
Orbiting your living room
Cashing in the Bill of Rights
Cuban army surplus or refusing all third lights
This is Radio Clash on pirate satellite
Cuban army surplus or refusing all third lights
This is Radio Clash on pirate satellite

This sound does not subscribe
To the international plan
In the psycho shadow of the white right hand
Then that see ghettology as an urban Vietnam
Giving deadly exhibitions of murder by napalm

This is Radio Clash tearing up the seven veils
This is Radio Clash, please save us, not the whales
This is Radio Clash underneath a mushroom cloud
This is Radio Clash, you don't need that funeral shroud

Forces have been looting my humanity
Curfews have been curbing the end of liberty

Hands of law have sorted through my identity
But now this sound is brave and wants to be free
Any way to be free

This is Radio Clash on pirate satellite
This is not Free Europe
Not an armed force network
This is Radio Clash using audio ammunition
This is Radio Clash, can we get that world to listen?
This is Radio Clash using aural ammunition
This is Radio Clash, can we get that world to listen?

This is Radio Clash on pirate satellite
Orbiting your living room
Cashing in the Bill of Rights
This is Radio Clash on pirate satellite
This is Radio Clash, everybody hold on tight

A-riggy diggy dig dang dang
Go back to urban 'Nam
No Money Down
Chuck Berry 

As I was motivatin' Back in town
I saw a Cadillac sign Sayin' "No Money Down"
So I eased on my brakes And I pulled in the drive
Gunned my motor twice Then I walked inside
Dealer came to me Said "Trade in you Ford
And I'll put you in a car That'll eat up the road
Just tell me what you want And then sign on that line
And I'll have it brought down to you In a hour's time"
I'm gonna get me a car
And I'll be headed on down the road
Then I won't have to worry
About that broken - down, raggedy Ford
"Well Mister I want a yellow convertible
Four - door de Ville With a Continental spare
And a wide chrome wheel I want power steering
And power brakes I want a powerful motor
With a jet off – take I want air condition
I want automatic heat And I want a full Murphy bed In my back seat
 I want short - wave radio I want TV and a phone
You know I gotta talk to my baby When I'm ridin' alone"
Yes I'm gonna get that car
And I'm gonna head on down the road
Yeah, then I won't have to worry
About that broken - down, raggedy Ford
"I want four carburettors And two straight exhausts
I'm burnin' aviation fuel No matter what the cost
I want railroad air horns And a military spot
And I want a five - year guarantee On everything I got
I want ten - dollar deductible I want twenty dollar notes
I want thirty thousand liability" That's all she wrote
I got me a car
And I'm headed on down the road
No money down
I don't have to worry
About that broken - down, raggedy Ford
Radio Africa 
Latin Quarter

I'm hearing only bad news from Radio Africa,
I'm hearing only sad news from Radio Africa
They've still got trouble with a monster in the South
Heads buried deep in that lion's mouth
Like a jaw snapped shut, it keeps them apart
If that jaw got broke it would be a start.
The West still complains about the foreign aid
They'd do better to change the terms of trade.
More tanks than food in the Ogaden
It looks like Moscow got it wrong again.
Mozambique and Mugabe
Still got Frelimo I hear them say
But "Exchange" means...Recession" means",
It all means "Harder to take".
Tanzania should be moving up a gear


Our Radio rocks
PJ & Duncan

Here we go, here we go, here we go! 
Video never killed the radio star, 
I'm tuned in at home and in my car, 
24-7, 7, 11, There better be radio when I get to heaven! 
Locked into the frequency, Faces we never see, 
Ya got more pedigree than a rolls royce, 
Anytime you're my number one choice, 
Are you a person or simply a voice? 
We're gonna dance to the music you play, 
Anytime; night or day, 
We're gonna dance to what you play, 
Our radio rocks! 
Here we go, here we go, here we go! Radio! 
Our radio, our radio, our radio rocks! 
AM, PM, AM, PM, FM anytime! 
Funky punky soul, rock and roll, hip-hop, 
All night, all day, it don't ever stop, 
DJ, you're the shepherd and we are your flock, 
You holler, we follow our favourite jock! 
They got a jingle plays all the time; it goes: 
OUR radio...OUR...OUR radio...OUR... 
We're gonna dance to the music you play, 
Anytime; night or day, 
We're gonna dance to what you play, 
Our radio rocks! 
Here we go, here we go, here we go! Radio!
Our Radio rocks 
AM, PM, AM, PM, FM anytime! 
With my fly hi-fi I'm wired for sound, 
Rare groove, swing and underground, 
Scannin' the waves on my radio station, 
News, views, conversation! 
Our flavour of music good to go, 
Keeps us buzzin' show after show, 
DJ, transmit, and I'm the reciever, 
Never saw your face but I'm still a believer! 
They got a jingle plays all the time; it goes: 
OUR radio...OUR...OUR radio...OUR... 
Here we go, here we go, here we go! Radio!
Our radio, our radio, our radio rocks! 
AM, PM, AM, PM, FM anytime! 

Oh Yeah (On The Radio):
Roxy Music

Some expression in your eyes 
Overtook me by surprise
Where was I ? 
How was I to know ? 
How we can drive to a movie show 
When the music is here in my car
There's a band playing on the radio 
With a rhythm of rhyming guitars
They're playing oh yeah on the radio
And so it came to be our song 
And so on through all summer long 
Day and night drifting on into love
Driving you home from a movie show 
So in tune to the sounds in my car 
There's a band playing on the radio 
With a rhythm of rhyming guitars
They're playing oh yeah on the radio
It's some time since we said goodbye 
And now we lead our separate lives 
But where am I ? 
Where can I go ? 
Driving alone to a movie show 
So I turn to the sounds in my car
There's a band playing on the radio 
With a rhythm of rhyming guitars
There's a band playing on the radio 
And it's drowning the sounds of my tears 
They're playing oh yeah on the radio

Don't Listen To The Radio (1) :

The Vines 

Don't listen to the radio
Hear something that ya ready know
I got no radio
Don't speak upon the telephone
Hear somethin' that you're never shown
I got no telephone
Get out the way today
(Oh yeah I say)
Get out the way today
(Oh yeah I say)
Don't listen to the TV show
Feel someone that you ready know
I got no T.V.O
Get out the way today
(Oh yeah I say)
Get out the way today
(Oh yeah I say)

Don’t listen to the Radio (2)

Granger Smith

If you like to drive fast 
Don't listen to the state trooper 
If you like to drink slow 
Don't listen to the bartender 
If you don't like the cold hard truth 
Don't listen to the 6 o'clock news 
Yeah, I've got a thing or two I've learned 


Chorus 
Don't listen to the radio 
If you got your heart broke 
'cause it always knows exactly what to play 
You're bound to hear a love song 
Reminding you she's gone 
'cause you did her wrong and drove her away 
So do what you do to get her out of your head you know 
But wherever you go, don't listen to the radio 

If you like to light a smoke 
Don't listen to your mommas teachin' 
If you don't believe in God 
Don't listen to the gospel preacher 
If you're happy with the world you see 
Don't listen to your TV 
But let me tell you what I learned from me and her 

Chorus


 I’ve forgotten to remember
\Moved on to live without her 
And had one little song take me back 

Chorus

WKRP in Cincinnati

Tom Wells

Baby, if you've ever wondered, 
Wondered whatever became of me, 
I'm living on the air in Cincinnati, 
Cincinnati, WKRP. 
Got kind of tired packing and unpacking, 
Town to town and up and down the dial 
Maybe you and me were never meant to be, 
But baby think of me once in awhile. 
I'm at WKRP in Cincinnati.
I love my Radio
Taffy

Wo oh my guy the deejay after midnight 
Wo oh my guy on the midnight radio.
Wo oh my guy the deejay after midnight 
I love my radio my midnight radio. 
I can't wait another day without you I'm crazy.
In the morning I can't work in the night I can't sleep.
Now my life is in the dark deep inside I'm sighing.
On my bed I hear a song playing on the radio.
And now the radio is my mind's new video 
Because your memories are revived there only so.
And now the radio is a film of my life's show 
My mind goes back to all the good times I recall. 
Wo oh my guy the deejay after midnight . . . 
Radio plays another song and your voice reminds me.
Across my mind a thousand times in my mind confusion. 
And now the radio is my mind's new video
Wo oh my guy the deejay after midnight.

Jam Jingle Song 
The Jam Singers 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qepFMep0uv8
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1ZFubJmwXmQ
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/JAM_Creative_Productions
In the Days Before Rock And Roll
Van Morrison
Justin, gentler than a man
I am down on my knees
At the wireless knobs
I am down on my knees
At those wireless knobs
Telefunken, Telefunken
And I'm searching for
Luxembourg, Luxembourg,
Athlone, Budapest, AFN,
Hilversum, Helvetia
In the days before rock 'n' roll 

In the days before rock 'n' roll
In the days before rock 'n' roll 

When we let, then we bet
On Lester Piggott when we met
We let the goldfish go 

In the days before rock 'n' roll 

Fats did not come in
Without those wireless knobs
Fats did not come in
Without those wireless knobs
Elvis did not come in
Without those wireless knobs
Nor Fats, nor Elvis
Nor Sonny, nor Lightning
Nor Muddy, nor John Lee 

In the days before rock 'n' roll
In the days before rock 'n' roll 

When we let and we bet
On Lester Piggott 101
And we let the goldfish go
Down the stream
Before rock 'n' roll
We went over the wavebands
We'd get Luxembourg,
Luxembourg and Athlone 

AFM stars of Jazz
Come in, come in, come in, Ray Charles
Come in, the high priest 

In the days before rock 'n' roll
In the days before rock 'n' roll 

When we let and we bet
On Lester Piggott 10 to 1
And we let the goldfish go
And then the killer came along
The killer, Jerry Lee Lewis
A whole lotta shakin' goin' on,
Great balls of fire
Little Richard 

Justin, gentler than a man
Justin, Justin, where is Justin now?
What's Justin doing now?
Just, where is Justin now?
Come aboard

Angie Baby
Helen Reddy

You live your life in the songs you hear
on the rock and roll radio
and when a young girl doesn't have any friends
thats a really nice place to go
folks hoping you'd turn out cool
but they had to take you out of school
you're a little touched you know
angie baby

lovers appear in your room each night
and they whirl you across the floor
but they always seem to fade away
when your daddy taps on your door
angie girl are you alright?
tell the radio goodnight
all alone once more angie baby

Chorus
angie baby you're a special lady
living in a world of make believe well maybe

stopping at her house is a neighbour boy
with evil on his mind
cos he's been peeking in angie's room
at the night through her window blind
I see your folks have gone away
would you dance with me today
I'll show you how to have a good time
angie baby

when he walks in the room
he feels confused
like he walked into a play
and the music's so loud
it spins him around
till his soul has lost it's way
and as she turns the volume down
he's getting smaller with the sound
it seems to pull him off the ground
toward the radio he's bound
never to be found

the headlines read that a boy disapeared
and everyone thinks he died
except a crazy girl with a secret lover
who keeps her satisfied
it's so nice to be insane
no one asked you to explain
radio by your side
angie baby

Yesterday once more 
The carpenters

When I was young I listened to the radio 
Waiting for my favourite songs 
When it played, I'd sing along 
It made me smile 
Those were such happy times and not so long ago 
How I wondered where they'd gone

But they're back again 
Just like a long lost friend 
All the songs I love so well

Every shalalala, every Oh-uh-oh-oh still shines 
Every shinglelingleling 
That they're starting to sing's so fine 
When they get to the part 
Where he's breaking her heart 
It can really make me cry 
Just like before 
It's yesterday once more

Looking back on how it was in years gone by 
And the good time that I had 
Makes today seem rather sad 
So much has changed

It was songs of love 
That I would sing to them 
And I memorize each word

Those old melodies 
Still sound so good to me 
As they melt the years away

Every shalalala, every Oh-uh-oh-oh still shines, 
Every shingleligleling that they're starting to sing 
all my best memories 
come back really to me 
such can even make me cry 
just like before 
it's yesterday once more
The Nightfly
Donald Fagen

I'm Lester the Nightfly
Hello Baton Rouge
Won't you turn your radio down
Respect the seven second delay we use
So you say there's a race
Of men in the trees
You're for tough legislation
Thanks for calling
I wait all night for calls like these
An independent station
WJAZ
With jazz and conversation

From the foot of Mt. Belzoni
Sweet music
Tonight the night is mine
Late line till the sun comes through the skylight

I've got plenty of java
And Chesterfield Kings
But I feel like crying
I wish I had a heart like ice
Heart like ice
If you want your honey
To look super swell
You must spring for that little blue jar
Patton's Kiss And Tell
Kiss And Tell
An independent station
WJAZ
With jazz and conversation

From the foot of Mt. Belzoni
Sweet music
Tonight the night is mine
Late line till the sun comes through the skylight

You'd never believe it
But once there was a time
When love was in my life
I sometimes wonder
What happened to that flame
The answer's still the same
It was you you it was you
Tonight you're still on my mind
An independent station
WJAZ
With jazz and conversation

From the foot of Mt. Belzoni
Sweet music
Tonight the night is mine
Late line till the sun comes through the skylight
CQ Serenade
Maurice Durieux, VE2QS und Georges Brewer, VE2BR
Dah-di-dah-dit dah-dah-dih-dah
Dah-di-dah-dit dah-dah-dih-dah
Whaddaya hear, over the air:

CQ Serenade.

So you don’t know just what it means

Dust your shoes off, shake out your jeans

Get on your feet, jump to the beat

Of CQ Serenade.

CQ has gone and brought a new rhythm

That’s swinging all the cats by the ear,

Let’s do ourselves a favour and get with ‘em;

You’ll find you get the message, man you’ll hear it come loud and clear

Doesn’t matter what words you sing

Just remember the beat’s the thing

Get on the beam, carry the theme

Of CQ Serenade.

Dah-di-dah-dit dah-dah-dih-dah
Dah-di-dah-dit dah-dah-dih-dah
Whaddaya hear, over the air:

CQ Serenade.

Amateurs on the radio

Picked it up and then made it grow,

Spread it around, swelling the sound

Of CQ Serenade.

From India a call to the U.S.A.:

I’m reading you, you’ve coming through fine;

From Canada to France and the old U.K.

For when it comes to radio the world’s one great big party line

Tune in anywhere on the band

Any corner of any land

Let’s “put it there” right on the air

With CQ Serenade

Dah-di-dah-dit dah-dah-dih-dah
Makes a fellow feel “lah-dee-dah”

When he unbends, making new friends

With CQ Serenade

Clap your hands, pal, and tap your feet
Till we all dig the friendly beat,

Till all you hear over the air

Is CQ Serenade

It really doesn’t matter at all –CQ-

How smooth you make the signals combine;

And anyone can answer the call –CQ-

Just make with the receiver and get on the CQ party line

Take your cue from the radio

Even “beatnicks” get “do dee do”

It’s everywhere, filling the air

That CQ Serenade

