
Glory Dayz  (For Chris Jones)  
Some of them knew danger and courted it too soon

Now they’re crazy somewhere howling at the moon

Some of us were lucky some of us got busted

Some of us ran out of luck and some could not be trusted

Jonesy came from Reno he tried hard to get away

So he signed up for the army and left the USA

His father gave him tough love was that why he found love tough

He said – stand up straight be a man we all need that hero stuff

These were the Glory Dayz Glory Dayz are past

These were the Glory Dayz Glory Dayz don’t last

If beer was your companion then whiskey was your friend

Music was the one thing on which you could depend

There’s no need to say sorry you wouldn’t want it anyway

You lived the way you choose to live and died with Hell to pay

I never saw a player who could do what you could do

I sometimes saw your fingers bleed then fixed with super glue

You fought hard and you played hard you won and lost a friend

You smoked and joked and often said this will kill me in the end

Many people loved you many really cared

Those of us who knew you best saw a child who should be spared

I know you missed your children and I suppose that they missed you

Now you jam with Jimi Hendrix and Buddy Holly too

With Janis Joplin, Momma Cass and Johnny Cash

And Elvis Presley too

Late one night in a Frankfurt Bar it had never been so clear

For all the good you do you get paid in Heaven

For all the bad you pay down here.

