All Roads Lead to Eastlands

Standing high on Werneth Lowe

The city streets stretch out below

Welcome to the fabric of my life

These ancient hills and moorland heights

Silhouettes to the sunrise

The chimneys shadow’s sundials counts the time

Chorus:

All those bits and pieces 

All those streets and houses

All roads lead to Eastlands

All those towns and places

All those lives and faces

All roads lead to Eastlands

I see the tower blocks of Lowryville

Here and there satanic mills

Shipwrecks of the revolution

Waiting for their new solution

In shades of lead and as heavy too

The rain descends and I lose the view

I turn my collar and head back to the car

We never made love behind the stadium

So much for the song and Van Morrison

There was no grass and your eyes weren’t brown but blue

So as I descend down through the cloud

And I make my way there with the crowd

I’m clear now who I love and that is you
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