Living Thanksgiving
By Fred Bogert

Intro:

D – F#m – Bm – Em – G – A – D – A 

The {D} Indian corn;
The {A} frosty morn;

The {D} golden {D#} harvest }Em} days.

The {Em7} autumn sleet;

The {B7} winter wheat;

The {Em} forest brown {A7} and {D} gray.

The {D} sparkling lights

Of {A} starry nights

The {D} turkey in the {Em} blen

The {Em7} deer and grouse

The {B7 cozy house

The {Em} fellowship {A7} of {D} friends. {D7 – Em - D7
{G} Living Thanks {D} giving

We {Em} pause to re {A} mi {D} nisce. 

How the {Em} Good Lord had the {B7} Good grace

To {Em} give us all {A7} of {D} this. {Em}
{G} We’ll be ex {D/F#} pres {Em} sions

Of {F#7} God’s gracious {Bm} way

By {D/A} living Thanks {A} giving each {D} day. {A} {
{D} {A} {D} {D#} {Em} {A} {D}

 

{Bb} {Cm} {Bb/D}
We {Eb}lift a glass

To {Bb}pilgrims past

The {Eb}good life {Eo}they in{Fm}spire

The {Fm}blessings of

The {Caug}ones we love All {Fm7}gathered ‘round {Bb}the {Eb}fire.

As {Eb}fortunes turn 

We {Bb}come to learn 

Of {Eb}love that ling{Eo}ers {Fm}still 

The {Fm}good things done

And {Caug}yet to come

Their {Fm7}hopes and dreams {Bb}ful {Eb}filled; {Eb} {Fm} Eb/G}

Chorus 
{Ab} Living Thanks {Eb} giving

We {Fm} pause to remi {Bb} ni {Eb}isce. 

How the {Fm} Good Lord had the {Caug} Good grace

To {Fm} give us all {Bb}of {Eb} this. {Fm} {Eb/G}

{Ab} We’ll be ex {Eb} pressions

Of {G7} God’s gracious {Cm} way

By {Eb/Bb} living Thanks {B} giving each {Eb} day. 

by {Eb/Bb}living  Thanks{Bb}  giving  each {Eb}day  {Ab} {Eb/G} {Fm} {Eb}

