
Clay Walker, Fore She Was Mama
Bout ten years old, hide and seekI found me in the closetReady or not I stumbled onAnd opened up that box ofYearbooks, letters, black and whitesA hundred, maybe moreNext thing I know my brothers and meGot em scattered on the floor (Yeah)There was one of her, flippin the birdSittin on a HarleyAnd a few with some hairy hippie dudeTurns out his name was CharlieHer hair, her clothes, her drinkin smokinHad us boys confusedIll never forget the day us nosey kids got introducedTo Mama, fore she was MamaIn a string bikini, in TijuanaWont admit she smoked marijuanaBut I saw Mama, fore she was MamaWe put that box right where it wasAnd never said a wordBut growin up got hard just tryin Not to picture her
In anything but aprons, dressesMini-vans and churchOh and Daddy would have whooped our buttsFor diggin up that dirtOn Mama, fore she was MamaIn a string bikini, in TijuanaShe wont admit she smoked marijuanaBut I saw Mama, fore she was MamaWe laugh and hang it over her headRight above her haloHer face turns red when we bring upThat tie-dyed WinnebagoShe runs and hides and still deniesThat hip high rose tattooShe burned that box of forget-me-notsWhen she found out we knewAbout Mama, fore she was MamaIn a string bikini, in TijuanaWont admit she smoked marijuanaBut that was Mama, fore she was MamaAnd theres that one down in the BahamasBut that was Mama, fore she was Mama
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