123
Just small numbers, 123,

But a place like this

Means everything to me.

When my troubles were, oh so much,

Someone gave me this number,

To get in touch.

The people in there, they all care.

Oh, how they understand

When you reach out your hand.

It’s 20 years on and I still go,

Where most of my troubles now,

They don’t show

With the help from my friends, at 123

I’ll never forget what they mean to me.
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Note ;  123 West Street is  the address of a 

Family Support Group for those with problems in 

connection with addiction.






