
 

The Fletcher memorial home  
Pink Floyd (1983) 

 

Take all your overgrown infants away 
somewhere  
And build them a home, a little place of 
their own.  
The Fletcher Memorial  
Home for Incurable Tyrants and Kings.  

And they can appear to themselves 
every day  
On closed circuit T.V.  
To make sure they're still real.  
It's the only connection they feel.  
"Ladies and gentlemen, please 
welcome, Reagan and Haig,  
Mr. Begin and friend, Mrs. Thatcher, 
and Paisly,  
"Hello Maggie!"  
Mr. Brezhnev and party.  
"Who's the bald chap?"  
The ghost of McCarthy,  
The memories of Nixon.  
"Good-bye!"  
And now, adding color, a group of 
anonymous latin-  
American Meat packing glitterati.  

Did they expect us to treat them with 
any respect?  
They can polish their medals and 
sharpen their  
Smiles, and amuse themselves playing 
games for awhile.  
Boom boom, bang bang, lie down 
you're dead.  

 

 

 

Safe in the permanent gaze of a cold 
glass eye  
With their favorite toys  
They'll be good girls and boys  
In the Fletcher Memorial Home for 
colonial  
Wasters of life and limb.  

Is everyone in?  
Are you having a nice time?  
Now the final solution can be applied. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



La llar "Memorial Fletcher”
 

Emporta’t tots els nens crescuts en 
algun lloc llunyà 
I construeix-los una llar, un petit lloc 
Només per a ells 
El Memorial Fletcher 
Llar per a incurables tirans i reis 
 
Així podran aparèixer ells mateixos 
cada dia 
En circuit tancat de TV 
Per assegurar-se que encara son reals 
És l’única connexió que senten 
Senyores i senyors, sisplau 
Doneu la benvinguda a Reagan i Haig 
Al Sr. Begin i amics, a la Sra. Thatcher i 
Paisly 
“Hola Maggie!” 
Al Sr. Brezhnev i el partit 
Al fantasma de MacCarthy 
I als records de Nixon 
“Adéu” 
I ara, per afegir-hi color,  
A un grup d’anònims magnats 
llatinoamericans de les conserves 
càrniques 
 
Esperaven que els tractéssim amb 
respecte? 
Poden polir les seves medalles i 
accentuar els seus somriures 
I divertir-se jugant a jocs durant una 
estona 
Bum, bum, bang, bang, cau a terra, estàs 
mort 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Sa i estalvi sota la mirada permanent 
d’un 
Fred ull de vidre amb les seves joguines 
favorites 
Seran bons nois i bones noies 
A la llar “Memorial Fletcher” per a 
explotadors 
 
Colonials de vides i cossos 
Hi és tothom? Us ho passeu bé? 
Ara es pot aplicar la solució final 

 

 


