Chicken Fried Zac Brown Band
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Ch1You know [ like my Chicken Fried, cold beer OB a Friday night,

a pair of jeans that fitéust right, and the radioDup
Well | like to see the sunrise, see the love of a woraanlss eyes,
feel the touch of a precious child, and my mothers love.

InterludeiG D C G D

D C
ViWell | waDs raised underneath the shade of a Georgia pine

and tha(ta's home ya IE()now. c
Sweet tea, I|3ecan pie and homemade wine
where the peaches C D
Well my house ain't much to talk about D

but it's filled with loved it's grown in southern ground, and a little bit of...
Ch2
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V2And it's %nny how il’ss, the Igimple things inCI(i:fe, that Ianean thB most.
Not where you live or what you drive or the priceé[ag on your cIothBS.
There's no dollar sign on peace of mind, and this I've co|5ne to know.
If you agree have a drink with me, raise your glasses for a toast...

Ch3
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V3l thank god for my life, and for theDstars and stripes
May freedom forever fly, let it ring.

Salute those who died, and the ones who gave their Ii[\)/es,
so we don't have to sacrifice, all the things we love...Hold
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