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The Weck O The Ednmund Fitzgerald
CGor don Li ght f oot

(strumup on the first three chords)

E G
The I egend lives on fromthe Chi ppewa on down
D E
to the big | ake they call G tche Gunee
E G
The lake, it is said, never gives up her dead
D E

VWhen t he skies of November turn gl oony

E G
Wth a | oad of iron ore -26,000 tons nore
D E
than the Ednmund Fitzgeral d wei ghed enpty
E G
That good ship and true was a bone to be chewed
D E

When the gal es of Novenber cane early

E G
The ship was the pride of the Amrerican side
D E
com ng back fromsome mll in Wsconson
E G
As the big freighters go it was bigger than nost.
D E

Wth a crew and the captain well seasoned.

E G
Concluding sonme ternms with a couple of steel firns
D E
When they left fully | oaded for O evel and,
E G
and | ater that night when the ships bell rang,
D E

could it be the North wind they d been feeling.

E G
The wind in the wires nade a tattletal e sound
D E
and a wave broke over the railing.
E G
Every man knew, as the captain did, too,
D E

T was the witch of Novenber cane stealing.

E G



The dawn came | ate and the breakfast had to wait

D E

when the gal es of Novenber cane sl ashing.
E G

When afternoon cane it was freezing rain
D E

in the face if a hurricane west w nd.

E G
When supper tinme canme the old cook cane on deck,
D E
Saying fellas it s to rough to feed ya.
E G
At 7PM a main hatchway caved in.
D E

He said fellas it s been good to know ya.

E G
The captain wired in, he had water comng in,
D E
and the good ship and crew were in peril.
E G
Later that night when his Iights went out of sight
D E

came the weck of the Edmund Fitzgeral d.

E G
Does anyone know where the | ove of God goes,
D E
VWhen the words turn mnutes to hours.
E G
The searchers all say they d have made Witefish Bay
D E
If they d fifteen nore mles behind her.

E G
They night have split up and they m ght have capsi zed.
D E
They nay have broke deep and took water.
E G
Al'l that remains is the faces and the nanes
D E
of the wives and the sons and the daughters.

E G
Lake Huron rolls, Superior sings
D E
in the ruins of her ice water mansion.
E G
A d mchigan steans |ike a young nan s dreans,
D E
the islands and bays are for sportsnen.



E G
And farther bel ow Lake Ontario

D E

takes in what Lake Erie can send her
E G

and the iron boats go as the nmariners all know
D E

with the gal es of Novenber renenbered.

E G
In a nusty old hall in Detroit they prayed
D E
in the Maritime Sail ors Cathedral
E G
The church bell chimed, til it rang 29 tinmes
D E

for each man on the Ednund Fitzgerald.

E G
The legend lives on fromthe Chi ppewa on down
D E
to the big |l ake they call G tche Gunee.
E G
Superior, they said, never gives up her dead
D E

when t he gal es of novenber cone early.



