Shortening Bread

Rewritten by John T. Wurzer

When I was just a baby on my hands and knees

I’d get myself in trouble any time I pleased

I’d tag along and follow anyone who led

Looking for piece of that shortening bread

Shortening bread, shortening bread,

Mama’s little baby likes shortening bread

Mama’s little baby likes shortening, shortening,

Mama’s little baby likes shortening bread

I grew into a teenybopper, grew my hair

People used to ask me what was living up there

I’d practice my guitar until my fingers bled

Trying to learn a song about shortening bread

I hitchhiked off to Texas after 18 years

Crashed a smoky party after 18 beers

I asked what they were smoking, and here’s what they said.

“Take a hit and think of it as shortening bread!”

I touched the farmer’s daughter and I felt the gun

Poking at my forehead with no place to run

The farmer, drunk and angry said, “You ought to wed!

Settle down and bake a little shortening bread.!”

The farmer’s daughter drank enough to stone a horse

I went down to the courthouse and got a divorce

I let a thousand women crawl around in my head

Looking for a piece of that shortening bread

I finally learned my lesson; took a second wife

A house and home to live in for the rest of my life

I’m executive director of the land of the dead

Crawling towards a oven filled with shortening bread.

