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			Publishing my lyrics separately from, their musical accompaniment is something that I’ve studiously avoided until now. The two, lyrics and music, have always been mutually dependent, in much the same way as a mannequin and a set of clothes are dependent on each other; separate them, and what remains is a naked dummy and a pile of cloth. Nevertheless, the exercise has been an interesting one, seeing perhaps for the first time how successfully the lyrics survive on their own, and inviting the question as to whether song lyrics are in fact poetry or something else entirely. And while I’ve never seriously described myself as a poet, the book in your hands, devoid as it is of any musical notation, looks suspiciously like a book of poems.

			So it seems I am entering, with some trepidation, the unadorned realm of the poet. I have set out my compositions in the sequence they were written and provided a little background when I thought it might be illuminating. My wares have neither been sorted nor dressed in clothes that do not belong to them; indeed, they have been shorn of the very garments that gave them their shape in the first place. No doubt some of them will perish in the cold cruelty of this new environment, and yet others may prove more resilient and become perhaps more beautiful in their naked state. I can’t predict the outcome, but I have taken this risk knowingly and, while no one in their right mind should ever attempt to set “The Waste Land” to music, in the hopeful words of T. S. Eliot, These fragments I have shored against my ruins.
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			OUTLANDOS D’AMOUR (1978)

			
					
					Next to You

					

					
					So Lonely

					

					
					Roxanne

					

					
					Hole in My Life

					

					
					Peanuts

					

					
					Can’t Stand Losing You

					

					
					Truth Hits Everybody

					

					
					Born in the ’50s
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					Visions of the Night
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			Our first album as the Police was recorded piecemeal in a run-down studio above a dairy in Leatherhead. We had been together as a band for roughly a year by then. Some of the songs had been written for my previous band, Last Exit, and adapted for the new one. Others had been composed while touring, and some were created during rehearsals or while recording.

			We weren’t signed to a record company yet, and none of us had any money, so we used some secondhand tapes that we found in our manager’s garage and recorded very late at night, for an even cheaper studio rate: moonlighting only after another band had left.

			We’d work until the coffee ran out and we were bleary-eyed and delirious with exhaustion and the absurdity of our arguments.

			I’d drive back to London in my battered old Citroän in a kind of euphoria, with these tunes thundering in my head, yelling improvised lyrics at the top of my voice to the empty road and the stars twinkling sceptically above the rooftops.

			I’d get back to my flat in Bayswater just as the sun was coming up through the trees in Hyde Park, thinking that these were some of the best days and weeks of my life. I’d try to scribble down whatever I’d been declaiming in the car and then go to sleep for the rest of the morning.

			The afternoon would be spent trying to make sense of these fragments and working on them until early evening so that I would have something presentable that night.

			I was happy because I’d dreamed about this, this making of an album, for as long as I’d owned a guitar, strummed my first chord, and rhymed my first couplet. It was almost too much to absorb.

			There’s no grand concept at work in this album, just a loose collection of dreams, fragments and fantasies, low doggerel and high dudgeon, sense and nonsense, anger and romance, all welded together by the bluff and bluster of a new band.

			We were insane in our optimism, and we were never happier.

			          Next to You
[image: ]

			
				I can’t stand it for another day
When you live so many miles away
Nothing here is gonna make me stay
You took me over, let me find a way



				I sold my house
I sold my motor, too
All I want is to be next to you
I’d rob a bank
Maybe steal a plane
You took me over
Think I’m goin’ insane



				What can I do
All I want is to be next to you
What can I do
All I want is to be next to you



				I’ve had a thousand girls or maybe more
But I’ve never felt like this before
But I just don’t know what’s come over me
You took me over, take a look at me



				What can I do
All I want is to be next to you
What can I do
All I want is to be next to you



				All I want is to be next to you
All I want is to be next to you
All I want is to be next to you



				So many times I used to give a sign
Got this feeling, gonna lose my mind
When all it is is just a love affair
You took me over, baby, take me there



				What can I do
All I want is to be next to you
What can I do
All I want is to be next to you
What can I do
All I want is to be next to you
What can I do
All I want is to be next to you



				All I want is to be next to you …



			

			 



			I wrote these lyrics while I was in Last Exit and then grafted them shamelessly onto the chords from Bob Marley’s “No Woman, No Cry.” This kind of musical juxtaposition—the lilting rhythm of the verses separated by monolithic slabs of straight rock and roll—pleased the hell out of me. That we could achieve it effortlessly just added to the irony of a song about misery being sung so joyously.

			It was something of a coup when someone pointed out to BBC television that, because of my poor diction, I seemed to be singing the name of a popular TV presenter, Sue Lawley and not “So lonely.” It was played on national television as an homage to Sue, but we didn’t complain. Blessings are often unexpected.

			          So Lonely
[image: ]

			
				Well someone told me yesterday
That when you throw your love away
You act as if you don’t care
You look as if you’re going somewhere



				But I just can’t convince myself
I couldn’t live with no one else
And I can only play that part
And sit and nurse my broken heart



				So lonely
So lonely
So lonely
So lonely



				So lonely
So lonely
So lonely
So lonely …



				Now no one’s knocked upon my door
For a thousand years or more



				All made up and nowhere to go
Welcome to this one-man show



				Just take a seat they’re always free
No surprise no mystery
In this theatre that I call my soul
I always play the starring role



				So lonely
So lonely
So lonely
So lonely



				So lonely
So lonely So lonely
So lonely …



			

			 

			A friend of mine bought a sheet of lyrics for “Roxanne” that had turned up in a collection of memorabilia, and he asked me to verify if it was genuine.

			“Well, that’s my handwriting,” I said, “and those are my doodles”: three clocks—one at five to four, another at ten past six, and one sidelong that looks to be showing eight o’clock—a sundial, an hourglass, five sets of five-bar gates that prisoners use to mark the passing of the days, some kind of whirlwind vortex spinning in the top right-hand corner, and a spear or an arrowhead. I imagine I was drawing these as I was listening back to various takes of the vocals, but I don’t know what they mean.

			I wrote “Roxanne” in Paris in 1977. The band was staying in a seedy hotel near the Gare St.-Lazare. I had a set of descending chords starting in G minor and a melancholy frame of mind. Inspired by the romance and sadness of Edmond Rostand’s great play Cyrano de Bergerac and the prostitutes on the street below my window, “Roxanne” came to life.

			I’ve sung this song on most of the nights of my life since then, and it’s my job to sing it with the same freshness and enthusiasm as if I’d written it that afternoon and not thirty years previously. I always manage to find something new in it and I’m still grateful.

			          Roxanne
[image: ]

			
				Roxanne
You don’t have to put on the red light
Those days are over
You don’t have to sell your body to the night



				Roxanne
You don’t have to wear that dress tonight
Walk the streets for money
You don’t care if it’s wrong or if it’s right



				Roxanne
You don’t have to put on the red light
Roxanne
You don’t have to put on the red light



				Roxanne (Put on the red light)
Roxanne (Put on the red light)
Roxanne (Put on the red light)
Roxanne (Put on the red light)
Roxanne (Put on the red light)
Roxanne



				I loved you since I knew you
I wouldn’t talk down to you
I have you to tell just how I feel
I won’t share you with another boy



				I know my mind is made up
So put away your makeup
Told you once I won’t tell you again
It’s a bad way



				Roxanne
You don’t have to put on the red light
Roxanne
You don’t have to put on the red light



				Roxanne (Put on the red light)
Roxanne (Put on the red light)
Roxanne (Put on the red light)

			

			 

			          Hole in My Life
[image: ]

			
				There’s a hole
In my life
There’s a hole
In my life



				Shadow in my heart
Is tearing me apart
Or maybe it’s just something
In my stars



				There’s a hole
In my life
There’s a hole
In my life



				Be a happy man
I try the best I can
Or maybe I’m just looking
For too much



				There’s something missing from my life
Cuts me open like a knife
It leaves me vulnerable
I have this disease
I shake like an incurable
God help me please



				Oh, there’s a hole
In my life
There’s a hole
In my life



			

			 

			I’d been asked to contribute some lyrics for this tune by Stewart Copeland—it was one of those I composed in the car on the way home from Leatherhead. I was thinking about a former musical hero who had dwindled to a mere celebrity and I was more than willing to pass judgment on his extracurricular activities in the tabloids, never thinking for a moment that I would suffer the same distorted perceptions at their hands a few years later.

			          Peanuts
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				It’s all a game
You’re not the same
Your famous name
The price of fame



				Oh no
Try to liberate me
I said oh no
Stay and irritate me
I said oh no
Try to elevate me
I said oh no
Just a fallen hero



				Don’t wanna hear about the drugs you’re taking
Don’t wanna read about the love you’re making
Don’t wanna hear about the life you’re faking
Don’t wanna read about the muck they’re raking



				You sang your song
For much too long
The songs they’re wrong
The bread has gone



				Oh no
Try to liberate me
I said oh no
Stay and irritate me
I said oh no
Try to elevate me
I said oh no
Just a fallen hero



				Don’t wanna hear about the drugs you’re taking
Don’t wanna read about the love you’re making
Don’t wanna hear about the life you’re faking
Don’t wanna read about the muck they’re raking



				It’s all a game
You’re not the same
Your famous name
The price of fame



				Oh no
Try to liberate me
I said oh no
Stay and irritate me
I said oh no
Try to elevate me
I said oh no
Just a fallen hero
Oh, you’re just a fallen hero



				Don’t wanna hear about the drugs you’re taking
Don’t wanna read about the love you’re making
Don’t wanna hear about the life you’re faking
Don’t wanna read about the muck they’re raking



				Don’t wanna find out what you’ve been taking
Don’t wanna read about the love you’re making
Don’t wanna hear about the life you’re faking
Don’t wanna read about the muck they’re raking



				Don’t wanna find out what you’ve been taking
Don’t wanna read about the love you’re making
Don’t wanna hear about the life you’re faking
Don’t wanna read about the muck they’re raking



				Peanuts, peanuts
Peanuts



				Oh, no, no
Oh, no, no
Oh, no, no
Oh, no, no
Oh, no, no
Oh

			

			 

			          Can’t Stand Losing You
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				I’ve called you so many times today
And I guess it’s all true what your girlfriends say
That you don’t ever want to see me again
And your brother’s gonna kill me and he’s six feet ten
I guess you’d call it cowardice
But I’m not prepared to go on like this



				I can’t, I can’t
I can’t stand losing
I can’t, I can’t
I can’t stand losing
I can’t, I can’t
I can’t
I can’t stand losing you
I can’t stand losing you
I can’t stand losing you
I can’t stand losing you



				I see you’ve sent my letters back
And my LP records and they’re all scratched
I can’t see the point in another day
When nobody listens to a word I say
You can call it lack of confidence
But to carry on living doesn’t make no sense
I can’t, I can’t
I can’t stand losing
I can’t, I can’t
I can’t stand losing
I can’t, I can’t
I can’t stand losing
I can’t, I can’t
I can’t stand losing …



				I guess this is our last good-bye
And you don’t care so I won’t cry
But you’ll be sorry when I’m dead
And all this guilt will be on your head
I guess you’d call it suicide
But I’m too full to swallow my pride



				I can’t, I can’t
I can’t stand losing …

				I can’t stand losing you

			

			 

			          Truth Hits Everybody
[image: ]

			
				Sleep lay behind me like a broken ocean
Strange waking dreams before my eyes unfold
You lay there sleeping like an open doorway
I stepped outside myself and felt so cold



				Take a look at my new toy
It’ll blow your head in two, oh boy



				Truth hits everybody
Truth hits everyone
Oh, oh, oh
Truth hits everybody
Truth hits everyone
Truth hits everybody
Truth hits everyone



				I thought about it and my dream was broken
I clutch at images like dying breath
And I don’t want to make a fuss about it
The only certain thing in life is death



				Take a look at my new toy
It’ll blow your head in two, oh boy



				Truth hits everybody
Truth hits everyone
Oh, oh, oh
Truth hits everybody
Truth hits everyone
Truth hits everybody
Truth hits everyone



				Where you want to be
Won’t you ever see
Truth hits everybody
Truth hits everyone
Oh, oh, oh
Truth hits everybody
Truth hits everyone
Truth hits everybody
Truth hits everyone
Truth hits everybody
Truth hits everyone
Now



			

			 

			Friday 22nd November 1963. I was twelve years old, in my first year at grammar school, and was watching The Dick Van Dyke Show with my mum. Dick was having one of his exasperated arguments with Mary Tyler Moore when the program is interrupted by a news flash from Dallas, Texas.

			Through her tears my mother blamed the communists for the assassination of President Kennedy, but I was sceptical even then: Why would the communists want to do that? Having gotten over my terror of nuclear Armageddon during the Cuban Missile Crisis, I’d actually grown quite fond of Mr. Khrushchev. The image of him hammering the table with his shoe at the UN was such a vibrant contrast to the staid old-world decorum of our own leader, Mr. Macmillan. Strange how a remembered incident from your life can sometimes become the first line of a song.

			          Born in the ’50s
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				We were born
Born in the fifties
Born
Born in the fifties
Born
Born in the fifties
Born
Born in the fifties



				My mother cried
When President Kennedy died
She said it was the communists
But I knew better



				Would they drop the bomb on us
While we made love on the beach
We were the class they couldn’t teach
’Cos we knew better



				We were born
Born in the fifties
Born
Born in the fifties
Born
Born in the fifties
Born
Born in the fifties



				They screamed
When the Beatles sang
And they laughed when the King fell down the stairs
Oh they should’ve known better



				Oh we hated our aunt
Then we messed in our pants
Then we lost our faith and prayed to the TV
Oh we should’ve known better



				We were born
Born in the fifties
Born
Born in the fifties
Born
Born in the fifties
Born
Born in the fifties



				We freeze like statues on the pages of history
Living was never like this when we took all those G.C.E.’s
Oh you opened the door for us
And then you turned to dust



				You don’t understand us
So don’t reprimand us
We’re taking the future
We don’t need no teacher



				We were born
Born in the fifties
Born
Born in the fifties
Born
Born in the fifties
Born
Born in the fifties

			

			 

			          Visions of the Night
[image: ]

			
				Gazed into the visions of the night
Seen the darkness fall
I’ve heard a mountain fall away from sight
Heard the thunder call



				I have seen the beast I call myself
Creature of the night
I feel the creeping darkness close
That I need electric light



				They say the meek shall inherit the earth
How long will you keep it?
They sow a harvest but what’s it worth?
There’s no one left to reap it



				Gazed into the visions of the night
Seen the darkness fall
I’ve heard a mountain fall away from sight
Heard the thunder call



				I have seen the beast I call myself
Creature of the night
I feel the creeping darkness close
That I need electric light



				They say the meek shall inherit the earth
How long will you keep it?
They sow a harvest but what’s it worth?
There’s no one left to reap it



				Gazed into the visions of the night
Gazed into the visions of the night
Gazed into the visions of the night
Gazed into the visions of the night



				They say the meek shall inherit the earth
How long will you keep it?
They sow a harvest but what’s it worth?
There’s no one left to reap it



				Gazed into the visions of the night
Gazed into the visions of the night
Gazed into the visions of the night
Gazed into the visions of the night



				I have gazed into the visions of the night
I have gazed into the visions of the night

			

		

	
		[image: ]

	
		
			REGGATTA DE BLANC (1979)

			
					
					Message in a Bottle

					

					
					It’s Alright for You

					

					
					Bring on the Night

					

					
					Deathwish

					

					
					Walking on the Moon

					

					
					The Bed’s Too Big Without You

					

					
					No Time This Time
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			We recorded our second album in much the same way as our first, even though we’d had some chart success with “Roxanne” and “Can’t Stand Losing You” and a successful tour of the U.S. under our belts. We used the same studio, although by now we could afford the day rate and brand-new multitrack tapes. I suppose we were a little superstitious about our good fortune and didn’t want to change things too much.



			I’d been carrying this guitar riff around in my head for a year. I used to play it over and over again to my dog in our basement flat in Bayswater, and he would stare at me with that look of hopeless resignation dogs can have when they’re waiting for their walk in the park. Was it that hopeless look that provoked the idea of the island castaway and his bottle? I don’t know, but the song sounded like a hit the first time we played it. The dog finally got his walk, and this song was our first number-one in the UK.

			I was pleased that I’d managed a narrative song with a beginning, a middle, and some kind of philosophical resolution in the final verse. If I’d been a more sophisticated songwriter, I would have probably illuminated this change of mood by modulating the third verse into a different key. But it worked anyway.

			          Message in a Bottle
[image: ]

			
				Just a castaway, an island lost at sea, oh
Another lonely day, with no one here but me, oh
More loneliness than any man could bear
Rescue me before I fall into despair, oh



				I’ll send an S.O.S. to the world
I’ll send an S.O.S. to the world
I hope that someone gets my
I hope that someone gets my
I hope that someone gets my
Message in a bottle, yeah
Message in a bottle, yeah



				A year has passed since I wrote my note
But I should have known this right from the start
Only hope can keep me together
Love can mend your life but
Love can break your heart
I’ll send an S.O.S. to the world
I’ll send an S.O.S. to the world



				I hope that someone gets my
I hope that someone gets my
I hope that someone gets my
Message in a bottle, yeah
Message in a bottle, yeah
Message in a bottle, yeah
Message in a bottle, yeah



				Walked out this morning, don’t believe what I saw
Hundred billion bottles washed up on the shore
Seems I’m not alone at being alone
Hundred billion castaways, looking for a home
I’ll send an S.O.S. to the world
I’ll send an S.O.S. to the world
I hope that someone gets my
I hope that someone gets my
I hope that someone gets my
Message in a bottle, yeah
Message in a bottle, yeah
Message in a bottle, yeah
Message in a bottle, yeah



				Sending out an S.O.S.
Sending out an S.O.S.
Sending out an S.O.S.
Sending out an S.O.S….

			

			 

			          It’s Alright for You
[image: ]

			
				Wake up
Make up
Bring it up
Shake up
Stand by
Don’t cry
Watching while the world dies



				Big car
Movie star
Hot tip
Go far
Blind date
Too late
Take a bus
Don’t wait



				It’s alright for you
It’s alright for you
It’s alright for you
For you and you and you and you and you



				It’s alright for you
It’s alright for you
It’s alright for you
For you and you and you



				Limp wrist
Tight fist
Contact
No twist
Black dress
No mess
People want no less, no less



				Stand by
Don’t cry
Watching while the world dies
Three lane
Fast lane
Standing in the cold rain



				It’s alright for you
It’s alright for you
It’s alright for you
For you and you and you and you and you



				It’s alright for you
It’s alright for you
It’s alright for you
For you



				Headlight
High life
Can’t sleep
Good night
Up tight
Big fight
Big deal
Too right, too right



				Big town
Don’t drown
Jump back
Turn around
No life
Flick knife
Finish off my life



				It’s alright for you
It’s alright for you
It’s alright for you
For you and you and you and you and you



				It’s alright for you
It’s alright for you
It’s alright for you
For you



			

			 

			This was another guitar riff I was deeply proud of but unable to find a home for. The dog was hopelessly resigned about his walk this time as well, so the song ended up as another one about longing.

			The second line was shamelessly lifted from T S. Eliot’s “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock.”

			What was it Eliot said? “Bad poets borrow, good poets steal”?

			          Bring on the Night
[image: ]

			
				The afternoon has gently passed me by
The evening spreads itself against the sky
Waiting for tomorrow, just another day
As I bid yesterday good-bye



				Bring on the night
I couldn’t spend another hour of daylight
Bring on the night
I couldn’t stand another hour of daylight



				The future is but a question mark
Hangs above my head, there in the dark
Can’t see for the brightness is staring me blind
As I bid yesterday good-bye



				Bring on the night
I couldn’t spend another hour of daylight
Bring on the night
I couldn’t stand another hour of daylight



				I couldn’t spend another hour of daylight
I couldn’t stand another hour of daylight
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			          Deathwish
[image: ]

			
				Deathwish in the fading light
Headlight pointing through the night
Never thought I’d see the day
Playing with my life this way



				Gotta keep my foot right down
If I had wings I’d leave the ground
Burning in the outside lane
People think that I’m insane



				The day I take a bend too fast
Judgment that could be my last
I’ll be wiped right off the slate
Don’t wait up ’Cause I’ll be late



				I’ll be late …



			

			 

			Couldn’t sleep. I was lying in bed in a hotel room in Munich, with this boom ba boom bass line running in my head. I scribbled the rhythm down in my notebook, guessing at the notes—C C D F E

			
			          Walking on the Moon
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			          The Bed’s Too Big Without You
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			          No Time This Time
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