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           C               F                    G               C 
Tra-la-lah! I’m Freeway, the high-flying pig. 

         	 	 	 	 F             C                     D7                 G     
We were off  to the market, but I did a quick jig. 

                                             F                                                           C 
With a flip of  my fanny I flopped o’er the side, 

                                      F               G                    C-F-C 
And I found myself  free in the wide world outside! 

                F              C            G               C 
   The day started out sunny. It started out well. 

                                                    F           C            G              C 
‘Was like any other for all I could tell. 

                                              Am                                     F               G 
     Then right after breakfast, they pulled up a truck 

                                                      F                   C                  G                       C 
                         And they packed us all in, I yelled, “Yikes, we’re all stuck!” 

                 My heart started pounding; I looked all around. 
                      We were shoulder to shoulder, in a big bumpy mound. 

         My fear gave me nerve not to follow the crowd 
                       So I leapt off  that truck landing, Ouch! Up-side down! 

          I checked myself  over for bruises and bumps, 
                  ‘Cause a pig can get hurt making high-flying jumps! 

  But I’d been well-protected by all of  my fat 
                    So I stood up and brushed off, fancy free just like that! 

        Now I’ve been adopted by a great big pig farm. 
           I eat well and sleep well and show off  my charm. 

             So if  you’re ever stuck where you don’t want to be 
          Just speak up and leap up and get yourself  free! 




