
Where the Heart is 
 

 
 

Yesterday, I- 
No, wait a minute, I tell a lie- 

Two days ago, or three, I don't know, 
I walked along the New Cross Road 

with a can of Tennants and an overload 
Of reason, emotion, and pure London living 
Of too much taking and not enough giving 

I went behind a block of flats 
And pissed among the kids and dead cats 
Still slugging my beer like an oxygen tank 

I drifted through subways that scared me and stank 
At the Elephant and Castle I started to smile 

Just to be different for a little while 
Soon it was Walworth, and then to the river 
Not thinking about other people, my liver 

I stood on the bridge contemplating the water 
Thinking about a dead man's daughter 

I love her but she loves me not 
What have other women got that I haven't got? 

Over the bridge and into the City 
Where people in suits thought 'What a pity' 
I laughed and drank and said 'endendend' 

My can was empty but still my friend 
I walked past a place where I once used to work 

It was a site then but now more suits lurk 
I started to dawdle as I drew near my home 
Never knew it was possible to be so alone. 
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