My Friend Jack

History comes, history goes, my mate Jack lived the dream
Running around as kids, as blood brothers, that was just a few
Waking up to a new summer when the birds and bees come together
School breaks up, there was going to be a lot of trouble, holidays start

In the year 1976, summer love, hottest year in our history, me and Jack
Playing games on each other, and with others, summer of 1976
Chasing the girls and playing dare, do, kiss or promise
Young, sweet and innocent, that’s what we thought

Wild as cats exploring the borders and boundaries
Making tree huts for a party for the brave
A flagon of cider made us men for the day
Smoking cigarettes and lighting cigars – they were good days

The years have moved on and nothing’s the same
We went from young to men and we worked hard
Now, with new culture, music, a dance and a laugh
Young women taking the mick – they were so harsh

We wined and dined them, and they don’t come cheap
It takes time before the dime will drop, sometimes
We take them to the cinema to watch a horror movie
MacDonalds and find a lay-by in the woods on the way back 

Big mistake, ring on their fingers, dirty nappies everywhere
This was no laugh for me, Jack was going to the Falklands war
Love and life has changed, responsibility came into the game
Jack was the god father of my first, and I named him Jack
Jack never came back, my best man, my friend, my friend, Jack
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