Born To Play Guitar

When I was in her womb

Mama played that old guitar

When I kicked out the rhythm

She said she knew I’d be a star

And later in the cradle

When I was crying up a streak

She’d play Chet Atkins

And I’d fall fast asleep

Chorus

Cause I Was Born To Play Guitar

I was Born To Play Guitar

I Was Born To Play Guitar

I was Born To Play Guitar

When I was four years old

I picked up mama’s old six string

Soon as I held in my hands

I made that Martin sing

A bigwig down in Nashville

Came to visit me one day

And signed me to a contract

After list’nin to me play

Chorus

He said, “Boy, You were Born To Play Guitar

You were Born To Play Guitar

You were Born To Play Guitar

You were Born To Play Guitar

Now each time I walk up on this stage

And I look out in the crowd

As I play those first few notes

And watch the fans go wild

I know I’m living the dream

Of a big time country star

But all I ever really cared about

Was playing this guitar

Bridge

When I get lost in the music

That’s when I find myself

Every note tells a story

About everything I ever felt

In the chords and words and music

Of every song I sing

I leave my heart out there

Hanging on those strings

Chorus

Cause I was Born To Play Guitar

I was Born To Play Guitar

I Was Born To Play Guitar

I was Born To Play Guitar
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