40 Foot Alma Mater

The Sun shines bright on my Forty Foot Array
The signals are coming in strong.

Elvis is expanding my baseline 

And the lightning’s interfering far away.

Give me back my baseline.

Oh give me strength to peak.

Let my signal shine past the long galactic plane.

Let my signal rise above all the rest.

Declination’s set, we hope to avoid the sun.

The beam’s now in place for transit.

The  reading’s flat after calibration’s done.

‘cause we didn’t use sidereal, oh shit.

Give me back my baseline.

Oh Give me strength to peak.

Let my signal shine past the long galactic plane.

Let my signal rise above all the rest.

