Some of you will remember when I worked at ‘Loafers’ and took a flour sack out on gigs filled with various items I had baked in the shop. There was a verse for each and the first out was a French stick with two rather large crusty cobs attached to one end. It was drawn slowly from the sack whilst reciting the first verse to be revealed in all its glory by the start of the second. Some people still call me ‘Bob the Baker’………here’s a selection
I baked a bloody big French stick
A lady said, ‘Oo! There’s thick’

I said, Madam with this loaf you can’t go wrong

It’s nearly two foot and six inches long

I baked two cracking crusty cobs

You could tell they were mine and people said,
‘Look they’re Bob’s’

They were all warm and crusty when they were first baked

But someone used them as footballs

And they didn’t ‘alf ache

I baked a lovely apple tart
Stuffed so full of fruit it would make you…
Part….with your money…to taste such wares

You know I’m so talented I ought to sell shares

Here’s a craft-made custard slice

Topped with icing, filled with custard

The trouble with custard’s the colour – it’s yellow

And sometimes I filled them with mustard

I bake a little hedgehog (aww)   Yes I made him out of bread

The ungrateful bugger gave me a prick

So I stamped right on ‘is ‘ead

I baked another hedgehog…they wanted to make love

But when I prised the buggers apart

I made sure I wore the gloves

