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He fought through the depression,
Been through a war, then became a mayor,
He has seen the world and so many people,
Always finding time to care,
He loves his music like a boy in his teens,
Louise and Ella were the kings and the queens.

Not every day do I sit down and give someone my hours,
But not every boy is writing songs about flowers,
What is hard to accept, most people neglect,
But not my Pa; he receives my greatest respect,

Chorus
Jazz with my Pa and drinking ginger beer,
He is my teacher,
Jazz with my Pa, he sings a message so clear,
He says to play the piano,
Jazz with my Pa and unconditional love
My hero gives me traditional love.
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