Strumming this ol’ 6 string trying to make ends meet,
They’re Racing their push-irons around the council estate,

A roll of John Houblon’s, pipe dreamers concern,

A needle hits the groove on that old seventy eight,

You’ll remember this in the light of the day,

So pick up your old six string and strum these simple chords,

Hazy smoking rooms and drummers slipping offbeat,
“You've only had three pints lad, you are such a lightweight!”

Two bob and a conker son is all what you’ll earn!

When parents call it noise you know it must be orate,

Whilst watching action heroes screaming ‘Yipee Kay Ay’

Ignoring all distractions from the blonde girls and broads,

A suitcase full of lire, where your millions are made,
Singing down the ‘Stute for regulars, dying to please,
Bars, over-seasoned by Beaux’s number five,

Strumming simple chords now to the man on the street,
It’s not about the brokers selling real estate

Forget dancing with Devil’s in the pale moon light,

Writing records for the Jeremy Kyle Brigade,
When all they wants’ their Bingo and their fives and threes.

Wasted on the groundhogs who just sup in this dive,

Strumming simple chords just to make ends meet,

It’s all about Imagine, and so Sally can wait

Keep this rhythm going man right into the night |
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[Em]And I’m [G] Strumming simple [D] Chords now o
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Like [Cadd9] you, like [G] You [D]
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