Born & Bred

(Intro — Spoken)
“May not have come first, but I'll be the last dead... right where | was born and bred.”

(Verse 1)

Mother came from the city
Daddy grew up on the farm
When they met love came alive
And one year later | arrived

(Rise)
Old Mission is my childhood home;
But I'm a man now—full ass grown!

(Chorus)

Will never try to impress you

No reason to be well read

I'm a local from God’s country
Backroom whiskey puts me to bed
Just a servant of Mother Nature
Right where | was born and bred

(Verse 2)

Giving compliments ain’t my way
Can’t tell you who’s Governor
But | know how to fire a shotgun
When bucks eat profit by the ton

(Rise)
Talking sweet really ain’t my thing
But give me a guitar—watch it sing!

(Chorus)

Will never try to impress you

No reason to be well read

I’'m a local from God’s country
Backroom whiskey puts me to bed
Just a servant of Mother Nature
Right where | was born and bred

(Bridge)

—Little brothers and a big sister
—AQuite the farmers we became
—All tending to the land past dark
—Each of us earning our good name
—No shortcuts in the cherry game!!!

(Chorus)

Will never try to impress you

No reason to be well read

I'm a local from God’s country
Backroom whiskey puts me to bed
Just a servant of Mother Nature
Right where | was born and bred

(Coda — Spoken)
“If we reach end times, hope all know | was born and bred...
to be kind.”



