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THE MINISTRY OF HOURS

The institution measures names, bodies and futures until its clocks revolt. Rigid common time gives way to unmeasured

OPENING FOR BUSINESS
SPOKEN ANNOUNCEMENT

Citizene are reminded:
Morning beging at the appointed hour.

Unecheduled thoughte muget be declared.

Pergonal time remaing the property
of the Minigtry.

VERSE 1

[ came beneath a painted ign
At nine precigely, dresged in grey.
A woman took my name and age
And filed the rest of me away,

She measured out my future years,
She marked my hands in numbered ink.
She eaid, "You need not chooge 4 life.

We gave our citizeng from choice.'

CHORUS

At the Minietry of Hourg,

Every second hag a name.

Every minute turne a wheel,
Every heartheat feeds the frame.

At the Minigtry of Hourg,
Keep your eyes upon the wall.
When the little red hand reaches twelve,
You will anewer when we eall.

VERSE 2

They gave me geven doore to page,
A form for every door hehind.
One agked the colour of my blood,
One agked the contente of my mind.

A gmiling man in polished shoes
Said, "Freedom makee a worker elow."
He wound the clock heneath my ribs
And ehowed me where my feet ghould go.

CHORUS

At the Minietry of Hourg,
Every purpoge hag a place.
Every citizen ig ugeful
When the number fite the face.

At the Ministry of Hourg,
There ie nothing left to fear.
We have written your tomorrow.
You have only to appear.

THE PROCESSING FLOOR
FRAGMENTED VOICES

human movenment.
complete lyric

Name?

Age?
Occupation?
Religion?
Dependante?
Previoug convictiong?
Future intentione?
Are you wiling?
Are you able?
Are you euitahle?

Are you etill there?
SPOKEN CLERK

Sign at the bottom.
Do not read the reverge.

VERSE 3

[ caw a hoy from Section Three
Come running through the paper rain.
He cried, "The clocke are all agleep!
The gun hag stopped above the lane!”

They held him gently by the arme.
They told him daylight could not etall.
Then eomewhere in the building's heart
A thougand clocke hegan to fall

CHORUS

At the Ministry of Hourg,
Someone broke the central gpring.
Every minute lost it number.
Every bell forgot to ring.

At the Ministry of Houre,
All the hands began to gpin.
And the doors they built to keep ug here
Would neither cloge nor let ug in.

THE REVOLT OF THE CLOCKS
SHOUTED VOICES

Your hour ig finiched!
Your hour ig finighed!
Your hour ig -
Finiched.
Finighed.
Finigh.

Finn -
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FINAL VERSE

[ climbed the etaire above the clocke
And found no minigter ingide.
A jacket hung behind a desk.
A little fan revolved and sighed.

Upon the wall, beneath the duct,
One sentence waited, emall and plain:

“We built the Minigtry of Hourg
Becauge we feared unmeagured daye.’

FINAL CHORUS

No more Minigtry of Hours.
Let the geconde loge their names.
Let the minuteg leave the wheelg.

Let the heart escape the frame.

No more Minigtry of Houre.
Take your eyes away from the wall.
When the little red hand reaches twelve,
There may be no call at al.

CLOSING INDEFINITELY

PUBLIC-ADDRESS VOICE, DAMAGED AND
SLOWING
Citizeng are reminded:
Tomorrow hag heen...
temporarily...
postponed.
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THE HOUSE WHERE YESTERDAY LIVES

Mewory becones architecture: every winlived Life still occuples a room. The warm key binds the boy, the adult and a house

THE DOOR IN THE RAIN
WHISPERED VOICE

[ know thig etreet.
[ know that gate.

But the number on the door
wag never eight.

VERSE 1

[ found the houge behind the rain,
The garden leaning through the wall
The windows watched me from the dark
Ag though they knew [d come at al.

The key wag cold ingide my hand.
The lock remembered how to turn.
A hallway breathed my childhood name.
Upstairg, a yellow lamp etill burned.

CHORUS

[n the houge where yesterday lives,
Nothing leavee and nothing gives.
Every room retaing a face.
Every footstep keeps ite place.

[n the houge where yesterday etays,
Dugt lieg coftly on the daye.
Call my name from yeare ago.

[ will anewer. [ don't know.

VERSE 2

My mother ¢tood beside the etove,

Still twenty-nine and dressed in blue.
She turned and <aid, "You're home too goon.

Your father hagn't heard from you."

A wirelese played the evening news,
But every word arrived revereed.
The announcer named tomorrow's dead
And then degcribed the morning firat.

CHORUS

[n the houge where yesterday lives,
Every wound forgete, forgives.
Every promige waits upstairs.
Every eilence gits in chaire.

[n the houge where yesterday etays,
Clocke grow flowerg on their faces.
Call my name from yeare ago.

[ will angwer. [ don't know.

THE ROOMS BEGIN TO TURN
CHILD'S VOICE

Thig ig my room.

that remembers both.

complete lyric

OLDER VOICE

No. Thig ie mine.

CHILD'S VOICE

Why are you wearing my face?

OLDER VOICE

Why are you waiting in my bed?
VERSE 3

[ found mygelf at twelve years old

Still drawing rockets on the floor.

He looked at me without surprige
And pointed toward the bedroom door.

Behind it etood 4 field at noon,
[te grage unmoving in the light.
A digtant figure eroggeed the sun
And caet no shadow left or right.

BRIDGE: “THE PROTOGRAPH

[ held the family photograph.
The faces changed beneath my thumb.
My father vaniched, then returned.
My mother aged. The boy became -

A etranger etanding in the rain,
A eoldier waiting for a train,
A voice that travelled through the stare,
A child who never left the yard.

FINAL CHORUS

[n the houge where yesterday lives,
Every life we might have lived
Walke the paseages at night,
Turning handleg out of gight.

[n the houge where yesterday etaye,
We are gueste of former days.
Call my name from yeare ago.
[ will angwer. Let me go.

THE HOUSE REMEMBERS
LAYERED VOICES

You're home too goon.
Thig ie my room.
Someone ig coming.

Your father hagn't heard.
Why are you wearing my face?
Call my name.

Call my name.
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Call -
FINAL VERSE

[ran outside before the daun.
The garden cloged behind my feet.
The rain had etopped. The houge wag gone.
No doorway opened to the etreet.

But in my coat [ found the key,
Still warm ag though held by a ehild.
And from a window years away,

[ caw my younger <elf - and smiled.

TOMORROW AT THE WINDOW
CHILD'S VOICE

Will you comme back tomorrow?

ADULT VOICE
[ think [ already did.
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THE VISITOR

Aw inkelligence follows human music across space and asks what made it. The answer remains contradiction: weapown and

SIGNAL APPROACHING

Blue world... blue world...
Your gignal hag crogsed the dark.
[ have followed the mugic.

[ am entering your eky.

VERSE 1

[ travelled where the clocke grow etil,
Pagt frozen etones and fields of night.
[ followed one electric voice
That vanighed underneath your light.
Your oceang turned beneath my feet,
Your cloude unfolded, white and elow.
[ came to ask one gimple thing:
What are you, and do you know?

CHORUS

Blue world turning under one emall etar,
Tell me what you think you are.
You ging of love, you gpeak of fear,
You call acroge the dark - and [ am here.
Blue world burning blue and white,
Do you know yourselves tonight?
[ erogged the gilence, cold and far,
To ack you what you are.

DESCENT / RADIO FRAGMENTS

Weather at ten..
Hold the line...
Thig ie your etation..
Are you receiving?
Come home goon...

VERSE 2

[ eaw a child releage a kite,

A woman punch a factory clock.
Two lovere argued by a train,
While young men waited on the dock.
[ eaw green uniforme at dawn,

A dance floor shaking after rain.
One hand wag building comething new,
Another tore it down again.

CHORUS

Blue world turning under one emall etar,
Now [ eee how strange you are.
You make a weapon, make a gong,

Then epend the night deciding which wag wrong.

Blue world burning blue and white,
Every window holds a light.

[ eroeged the gilence, cold and far,

But etill don't know what you are.

THE INTERVIEW

song, fear and conmection.

complete lyric

[ acked the oldier what you were.
He 2aid, "Ack me when 'm home."
[ acked the ginger what you were.
She gaid, "Listen when [m gone.”
[ acked the child what you were.
The child looked upward...
And acked me the came question.

FINAL VERSE

So [ returned beyond your clouds

With no report that [ could prove.

[ could not call you wige or lost,

[ only knew that you could move.
And in my chip, beyond your moon,
One broken broadeagt followed me:

Alittle gong, a human voice,
Still reaching where it could not gee.

FINAL CHORUS

Blue world turning under one emall etar,
Perhape you do not know what you are.
You ging of love, you epeak of fear,
You callinto the dark - and we can hear.
Blue world fading blue and white,
Keep your windows on tonight.
Somewhere beyond your nearegt star,
We're acking what we are.

FINAL TRANSMISSION

Blue world...
Keep <inging.
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THE BOY AT THE EDGE OF NOON

At maximum daylight, a fallew pilot wmeets a child outside ordinary time. Noow becomes the boundary between command,

SPOKEN INTRO

Mayday..
Compage gone.
Engine burning.

Only sand.

Then gilence.

VERSE 1

[ woke beneath a copper eun,

My silver engine gplit in two.
The eand had climbed across one wing;
The emoke went etraight into the blue.

No road, no eloud, no moving thing,
No chade to tell the hour by.
Then from the white horizon came
A barefoot boy againet the eky.

CHORUS

Boy at the edge of noon,
With the daylight in your eyeg,
[ had fallen out of thunder;
You had come to agk me why.

Boy at the edge of noon,
Where the earth and heaven meet,
You gpoke ag though the burning world
Were cool beneath your feet.

INSTRUMENTAL BREAK
SPOKEN INTERLUDE

Hold your cource...
Your cignal ie breaking...
Can you hear me?
Come back...

VERSE 2

He pointed to the twigted gune
And agked me what the metal meant.
[ caid, A pilot hag hig ordere.”
He acked me where the orders went.

[ caid, "l flew becauge they called.
[ etayed becauge my friends were there.’
He watched the heat above the dunes

And acked, "Who giveg orderg to the air?"

CHORUS

Boy at the edge of noon,
With the degert in your eyeg,
[ could name the roade and rivers,

memory and awakening.

complete lyric

[ could read the changing ekieg.

Boy at the edge of noon,
[ had chartg for near and far,
But nothing in my pilot's book
Could tell me what we are.

SPOKEN BRIDGE

Are you logt?
No.
Then why did you come?
You were falling.
[ wag flying.
Not anymore.
The earth remembere water.

Ligten beneath the ¢tone.

FINAL VERSE

He led me where the etonese were black
And made me ligten to the ground.
Beneath a ructed wheel and chain

Ahidden cup of rain wag found.

At dawn the digtant engineg came.
They agked who led me to the well
No vilage etood for fifty mileg;

No footprinte marked the place he fell.

They carried me into the sky;
Below, the wreck became g mark.
And through my dead receiver breathed
A emall voice riging from the dark.

FINAL CHORUS

Boy at the edge of noon,
Now the cloude are under me.
[ ean chart the roade and riverg,
Not the thing you made me cee.

Boy at the edge of noon,
If your voice comes drifting through,
[ will leave one channel open
So the earth can anewer you.

WHISPERED OUTRO

The sky muet not forget the ground.
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THE LAST BROADCAST FROM EARTH

Humanity's final message cannot be reduced to proof or rank. Beneath the inventories, the visitor hears owe voice reaching

THE STATION OPENS
TECHNICIAN

Trangmiggion tower etanding by.
Carrier wave ig gtable.

All nationg have surrendered
their remaining frequencies.

When the red lamp appears,
gpeak clearly.

There may be no second attempt.

VERSE 1

They built the tower on the hil
Where geven roade had met before.
They carried wireg acrose the fielde

And gealed the windows, locked the door.

The cities gent their chogen words,
The oceane gent recorded rain.
A thougand voices filled the reelg,
Then someone wiped them clean again.

CHORUS

Thig ig the lagt broadcagt from Earth.
We cannot tell you what we're worth.
We learned to meagure gea and eky,

But never learned the reagon why.

Thie ie the lagt broadeast tonight.
Alittle sound againet the night.
We do not know how far you are.
We only know we found your star.

VERSE 2

The general brought a liet of ware.
The preacher brought a book of names.
The merchant counted what remained.

The gcientiet degeribed the flames.

A mother carried one emall ehoe.

Aprigoner brought a rugted key.

A einger etood before the glage
And eaid, "Perhaps the gong ie me."

CHORUS

Thig ie the lagt broadcagt from Earth.
No single voice can epeak our worth.
We make a cradle, make a qun,
Then teach our children which ig one.

Thie ig the lagt broadeaet tonight.
Keep one receiver turned toward light.
We do not know what anewers are.
We only know we found your star.

for another.

complete lyric

STATEMENTS FOR THE RECORD
SOLDIER

Tell them [ wag frightened.
MECHANICAL VOICE

Recorded.
WORKER

Tell them [ built the thing
that took my work away.

MECHANICAL VOICE

Recorded.
SCIENTIST

Tell them knowledge did not make ug wige.

MECHANICAL VOICE

Recorded.
MOTHER

Tell them he wag only nineteen.

MECHANICAL VOICE

Recorded.
CHILD

Tell them we looked up.
MECHANICAL VOICE, DISTORTED

Recorded.
VERSE 3

The boy who etood at noon arrived
With rain etill shining on hig coat.
He placed a warm and tarnished key
Begide the wordg the others wrote.

He caid, { found the houge again.
The roome were full of lives untold.
f something heare ue after thig,
Do not believe we all grew old."

THE VISITOR REPLIES
VISITOR

Blue world...
[ received your fear.
[ received your numbers.

[ received the names
you gave your dead.
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But the gignal beneath them
wag not fear.

[t wag the sound
of one voice reaching
for another.

CHORUS

Thig ig the lagt broadcast from Earth.
Now gomeone knowsg that we had worth.
Not for the towerg or the flame,
But for the voice that called a name.

Thig ig the laet broadeast tonight.
One human gound againet the night.
We do not know what futureg are.
But something heard ug from a ctar.

THE HUMAN FREQUENCY

Morning beging at the appointed hour...

Thig ig my room...
Someone ig coming...
Blue world...

Call my name...
Your hour ig finighed..
Keep cinging...
FINAL VERSE

We gent no flag into the dark.
We claimed no kingdom in the sky.
We gent the sound of ordinary hearte
That lived 4 little while, then died.

And if the cignal fades before

[t reaches any digtant shore,
The act of calling through the night
Hag made ug lesg alone than before.

FINAL CHORUS

Thie wag the lagt broadeaet from Earth,
Remember neither rank nor hirth.
Remember windows burning bright

Acroge one emall and turning night.

Thie wag the lagt broadeast we knew.
A human eong wag pagging through.
And comewhere pagt the nearest etar,
A voice wag acking what we are.




PERSONNEL / THE ORPHEUS SESSIONS

THE UNMEASURED HOURS

Seven people, four tracks, one room, and a red Lanp that would not go out.

GIDEON MARCH

lead voice, acoustic guitar; epoken trangmiggione
RUTH BELLAMY

combo organ; harmenium; upright piano; harmony voice
MARTIN QUILL

electric guitar; tremolo; feedback; tape echo

CELIA NORTH

rhythm and twelve-gtring guitar; hand percuseion; voice
PETER FALLOW

dlectric baeg; bowed bagg; cello

LEON BAPTISTE

drumg; timpani; chaing and found-metal percussion
ANYA V0SS

flute; shortwave er; ogcillators; tape loop

THE LAST BROAPCAST FROM EARTH / INTERNAL BOOKLET

rded |1 November 1966 - 3 February 1967,
iong: Orpheus Sound Roome, Wardour Mews, Soho, London.

Additional chamber recordinge: the stairwell and aggembly room at Bellfoundry
Houge, Highgate.

Final night mixee: Lantern Room Studio, Barnes.

Orpheus occupied a former om heneath a Soho cinema. Seesiong
hegan after the final ecreening ector room fell quiet,

Rain, doore and room footetepe for The House Where Yeeterday Lives were
captured &t Bellfo ouge ghortly after two in the morning.

Produ i and The Unmeagured Hours. Engineered by Alfred
Perroge. Second engineer: Dora Kemp.

METHOD

Recorded to four-track o
Live rhythm performan
treatments occupied the remaining fr

Echo came from a plate, a tiled etairwel, spring unite and two hand-threaded
tape machineg.

ceillator tones came from repaired test equipment. Every loop wag eut,

The final group voice u g around one ribbon microphone while the: childhood
melody played fro ockwork mugic box in the oo,

was cut at Larkepur Dige Service, Holborn, on 7

NOTE: ALL performers, studios and production personmnel are fictional.

A PATH original production.
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