The Road And The Heat


Words and music by Tony Maloley








My old teacher has said each man must earn his bread,


Live and die by the law of this land.


Though the load burdens me, far away I can see,


To the lights of the city I go.





Oh the road and the heat make me roam lonely streets,


Every night when I reach for my goal.





To the yard every day, working hard, earn my pay,


Spending time as my life passes by.


To the road, through the heat, to the hole where I sleep,


Eat some fuel, try to clean up, and go again.





Oh the road and the heat make me roam lonely streets,


Every night when I reach for my goal.





On the road, in the heat, violent foes I will meet,


Those who tread on the weary below,


The road can rise to meet their bruised heads at my feet,


Their own crimes have laid them low.





Oh the road and the heat make me roam lonely streets,


Every night when I reach for my goal.





On the road, in the heat, one day I'll find my feet,


Rise, and walk back to places I know.


From the road I will beat a straight path to that street,


And the signs there will welcome me home,


It can't keep me much longer from home,


I'll see you when I get home,


I'll see you when I get home.


