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Old Jack, he’s come again.

Can’t you hear the windows rattling?

All the leaves have turned from red to brown.
The wind took them to the ground.

Now the fields are full of snow again.
Winter’s back like some old missing friend.

Old friend, old friend,

Winter’s come back home again.
Old friend, old friend,

Cold without but warm within,
Warm within.

Old friend, old friend,

Winter’s come back home again.
Old friend, old friend,

Cold without but warm within,
Warm within.

Warm within.



