Oh, but would the wheels go faster
Drive past Hayling to our English dream

Unroll the rug to lie upon, uncork and pour the Sauvignon

Midnight ride at the seaside

Tell me when you get to Brighton

Where the mainland meets la mer

Tell me when you get to Brighton and I’ll see you there

Oh, the night is so romantic

In the halo of the sparkling pier

The rocks are hard beneath the knees, on my back I can feel the breeze

Vertical smile at the Royal Mile

Tell me when you get to Brighton

Where the mainland meets la mer

Tell me when you get to Brighton and I’ll see you there

