Glory Dayz
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

Chris came out of London lord he had songs to sing

A heart as big as the Golden gate a joke for everything

I met him up in Amsterdam when Fairport was the place

A bull in a china shop he’d bring a smile to a dead man’s face

These were the Glory Dayz Glory Dayz are past

These were the Glory Dayz Glory Dayz don’t last
Alan came from Dublin he ran to San Francisco

Ended up in a German jail he thought it was a disco

Later on in Zagreb no one yet knows why

Maybe he knew it all along to be the time and the place to die

I know we pushed the boat out some never thinking twice

Some have lived to tell the tale and some have paid the price

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.

