Mamma

GDid your mamma talk to you Emabout the facts of life

CWhen you were a young boy and you could not Gunderstand?

GDid she ever talk to you Emabout a thing called love

CWhen you were a young man and you did not Gunderstand?

AmSo long Cago, Git is forty years and Emcounting

CWhen my mamma Dtaught me what she Gknew

Mamma raised up six of us before I came along

Fate had dealt her cards that she could not understand

With all her children moved away with families of their own

My daddy came to her for he knew she would understand

So long ago, it is forty years and counting

When my mamma taught me what she knew

Mamma made the sacrifices that only mothers do

She did without the little things and I could not understand

With a cotton dress and a bonnet, she worked the fields all day

Night would come, she would kneel and pray and hope he would understand

So long ago, it is forty years and counting

When my mamma taught me what she knew

Mamma told me more than once to heed these simple words

Open up your heart to love or you would never understand

I guess no one knew it better than my dear old daddy’s mom

She raised me like her only son and now you understand

So long ago, it is forty years and counting

When my mamma taught me what she knew

Did your mamma talk to you about the facts of life

When you were a young boy and you could not understand?

Did she ever talk to you about a thing called love

When you were a young man and you did not understand?

So long ago, it is forty years and counting

When my mamma taught me what she knew
When my mamma taught me what she knew
When my mamma taught me what she knew
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