CHICKEN ON THE HIGHWAY (Peter Krug)G
  G     F    C             G    F   C         G       F      C            G    F   C
     G                     F                    C                 G        
As I was rolling down the road early in the day
   G                                           F               C                       G
I seen a little chicken on the center line of the Great Highway
      G                                F                      C                   G
It must have fell from a poultry truck as it was rolling by
     G                           F                       C                                G  
It seemed more than likely that poor chicken was about to die

G                               C->                 G                             C->                 F                           G
Yeah, Chicken on the highway, chicken on the highway, gonna get hit by a car
G                          C ->         G                    C->          F                                   G   
Chicken on the highway, chicken on the highway, ain’t a’ gonna make it far
G                         C->           G                    C->           F                          G
Chicken on the highway, chicken on the highway, gonna get hit by a truck
G                         C->          G                      C->           F                             G   FCG 
Chicken on the highway, chicken on the highway, gonna have real bad luck

Well it might get hit by a Chevrolet, it might get hit by a Ford
It might get hit by a Model A Truck with an old time running board
It might get hit by a Greyhound bus or by a delivery van
Well anyway, that chicken’s bound for the chicken Promised Land   Chorus

It might have been bound for Colonel Sanders or bound for Foster’s Farm
But any way you slice it man, that chicken was bound for harm
It was written in the Book of Fate that chicken’s time had come
It’s hard to feel too sorry though, cause chickens are so damn dumb   Chorus

Well that chicken’s not too different from the likes of you and me
We spend our lives just trying to dodge from the path of destiny
From forces we don’t comprehend we fall beneath the wheels
I can’t help feeling that I know how that poor chicken feels   Chorus




