Invalid Surrender

Looks like the season's over time to go back on the road 
everyone’s returning the things they’ve been learning

are things that they've always known

Your plane left this morning I died upon the street

I had run so dry I couldn't even cry and I could not even speak

Could have made you wait upon me but who am I to insist

you see I know why you had to go that point had not been missed

when the invalids surrender they go back to the casualty ward

and I’ll ask you to remember that when you're bored

that it was you who chose the music

and it was you who led the dance

and when the music stopped and I wanted to leave

well it was you yes it was you who took my chance

Made friends with the highwaymen we were traveling from the south

they say they heard that when you gave your word all I wanted was your mouth

And that you talents they were wasted and how skills they were abused

but they could not see that if you’d stayed with me you would only be misused

Your close friend she's on canvas and your sister is in verse

but the lover you met is only in debt with his hand inside your purse

But beggars can't be choosers and it’s been that way since birth

so it's easy to encourage you for all that you're worth

So when the invalids surrender they go back to the casualty ward

and I’ll ask you to remember that when you're bored

that it was you who chose the music that it was you who led the dance

and when the music stopped and I wanted to go

 I saw the invalids surrender and go back to the casualty ward

I’ll ask you to remember that when you're bored

that it was you who chose the music that it was you who led the dance 

and when the music stopped and I wanted to leave

well it was you yes it was you who took my chance

now the vessel is in dry dock this must mean that journeys end 

you take me in from the storm you keep me safe and warm

and you take the sailors revenge
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Written september 1973 la Janica Club on the Côte d’Azur. In order to pay off the pizzeria bill Bachdenkel were obliged to demolish the interior of the club come the end of the summer season. Dirty dusty work for which the only reward was

more pizzas and an unrelenting bill.

I had some things to take care of up in Paris such as the aftermath of my Tangiers trip. Hitch-hiking was the way of getting there and back At 2 in the morning stranded on the autoroute I wished I was back in la Janica.

Chris Bell is Hugh Cornwell’s drummer and he’d been recording with Hugh in the studio. It was a tight schedule but whilst Hugh went to pick up a rental car I managed to get Chris to put drums and percussion on this song. The first drum track to be recorded before Jeff Boudreaux came in for the lions share some months later.

