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Words & Music by Simon Friend, Charles Heather,
Mark Chadwick, Jon Sevink & Jeremy Cunningham.
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There’s on-ly one way of life, and that’s your  own, your own, your
(a0
/ o & i T T I s
| & b LS & ! 4 1 | 1 | I T I T I ¥ T T
51@ 77 & ,’L i _’L | T i i i i i i
: ELE AT A i s L AERELE
b ks - - o @ - * b @ > 7
| ' il
e Xy:] N | 1 |
A EV I 2 7] 1 4 i =i z i
7 7 & p= & 1 ] T
74 € 1 { 7z I
g z
A
x= o D
fm xx ul e
oo
P = —— —
o - = Fo =y
.4 = |l = =
T 1 ':r. i
. 1 i T
v
own.
lF -
o = I | | ——| | e ! ] 1 | ——| o e
y_— : I } 1 i ] i e e S e i i 1 [ e ——
T s so s 8 E8rrifitirt 18 ittt
& L 4
SN— N—
Il
Y]
!'I'l
= s o o m—
= J 744 v ¥ o v ¥
= e ¥ - L S
v
F G D
Q00 XX0O
P -
- 7 r P e 7 p—
T S e s s B i i e e ! flAFf11 ] e e p—
Yo AEESt iEien
' ~— ~ o
|
5= ;
il "] e | i | I
7 T i 1 I 1 i 7 Y T
* — P - -1 I 1 I
q N— Nt i i UL-
N—
F G
000
’, -
] N ﬂ
L 1 L__J i B
S — - < —*
\ 5, € 7
l i
1. My
’ -
. F e e i T T p— I i

L 4
A' b . ~—
|
=~ -
il EF"] T 1 I 1 | I
- 4 - p— T I 1 [ 1 | |
i T » - . =t
O
v 'd’- q ~— ~

© Copyright 1991 Empire Music Limited for the World. ®11 Rights Reserved. International Copyright Secured.

3 3



|

that looked

was young - er took me up on - to____  the hill

I

fa-ther, when
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He said, ‘Now thisis where I come

on the ci - ty smog and a - bove the fac-tory spill. _
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Hey!

these words stuck with me.

in his_ life-time, but

ne-ver was

Well he

to be free.’
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then

fa-mi-ly dis-grace,

as the

I looked down on -to my life

- bove the fac - tory spill.
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Yes, and

to chase.

off

wa - ges

their

line

my friends on the start - ing

all
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Chorus
There’s on - ly

waste.

bloo-dy

the

all

There’s on -1
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your own.
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your own,

own,

000

and

jobs,

their

my friends, and all___
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and that’s

of life,
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your own, that’s your own, that’s your

and that’s
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of life,

way
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2. Well, well, well,

. Well, well, well,

I grew up, learned to love and laugh,

Circled As on the underpass,

But the noise we thought would never stop

Died a death as the punks grew up.

And we choked on our dreams,

We wrestled with our fears,

We’re running through the heartless concrete streets
Chasing our ideas. Run!

And all the problems of the world
Won’t be solved by this guitar,

And they won’t stop coming either

By the life I’ve had so far.

And the bright lights of my home town
Won’t be getting any dimmer,

Though their calling has receded

Like some old distant singer.

And they don’t look so appealing

To the eyes of this poor sinner.

Chorus (twice)



