
Amazing Grace 
(John Newton) 

 
A-(C)maz-ing (C7)grace, how (F)sweet the (C)sound 

that (Am)saved a (C)wretch like (G7)me. 
I (C)once was (C7)lost, but (F)now am (C)found, 

was (Am)blind, but (G7)now I (C)see. 
 

‘Twas grace that (C7)taught my (F)heart to (C)fear 
and (Am)grace my (C)fears re-(G7)lieved; 

how (C)pre-cious (C7)did that (F)grace ap-(C)pear, 
the (Am)hour I (G7)first be-(C)lieved. 

 
Through man-y (C7)dang-ers, (F)toils, and (C)snares 

I (Am)have al-(C)read-y (G7)come; 
‘Twas (C)grace that (C7)brought me (F)safe thus (C)far, 

and (Am)grace will (G7)lead me (C)home. 
 

When we-ve been (C7)there ten (F)thous-and (C)years, 
bright (Am)shin-ing (C)as the (G7)sun, 

We’ve (C)no less (C7)days to (F)sing God’s (C)praise 
than (Am)when we (G7)first be-(C)gun. 

 
A-(C)maz-ing (C7)grace, how (F)sweet the (C)sound 

that (Am)saved a (C)wretch like (G7)me. 
I (C)once was (C7)lost, but (F)now am (C)found, 

was (Am)blind, but (G7)now I (C)see. 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



By And By 
 
Chorus:  Well, chil-dren, (G) by and by, (G7)oh (C)when the morn-ing (G)comes, 

All the saints of (Em7)God are (A7)gath-er-ing (D7)home; 
We will (G) tell the sto-(G7)ry (C)how we’ll o-ver-(G)come, 
And we'll un-der-stand it (D7)bet-ter by and (G)by.  (C)  (G) 

 
Tri-als dark on ev-‘ry hand (G7)and we (C)can-not un-der-(G)stand, 
All the ways God will lead us through the (A7)bless-ed Prom-ised (D7)Land. 
He will (G)guide us with His (G7)eye and we’ll (C)follow till we (G)die, 
And we'll un-der-stand it (D7)bet-ter by and (G)by.  (C)  (G) 
 

        Well, chil-dren, (G) by and by, (G7)oh (C)when the morn-ing (G)comes, 
All the saints of (Em7)God are (A7)gath-er-ing (D7)home; 
We will (G) tell the sto-(G7)ry (C)how we’ll o-ver-(G)come, 
And we'll un-der-stand it (D7)bet-ter by and (G)by.  (C)  (G) 

 
Temp-ta-tion's hid-den snares (G7)of-ten (C)take us un-a-(G)wares, 
And our hearts are made to bleed for some (A7)thought-less word or (D7)deed. 
And we (G)wond-er why they (G7)test, when we (C)try to do our (G)best, 
But we'll un-der-stand it (D7)bet-ter by and (G)by.  (C)  (G) 
 

Well, chil-dren, (G) by and by, (G7)oh (C)when the morn-ing (G)comes, 
All the saints of (Em7)God are (A7)gath-er-ing (D7)home; 
We will (G) tell the sto-(G7)ry (C)how we’ll o-ver-(G)come, 
And we'll un-der-stand it (D7)bet-ter by and (G)by.  (C)  (G) 

 

	  
	  

	   	   	   	   	   	   	   
 

 
 
 
 
 
                
 
 



Come And Go With Me  (spiritual) 
 
 

Come and go (G)with me to that (G7)land, come and go (C)with me to that (G)land, 
come and go with me to that (Em)land where I’m (Am7)bound.  (D7) 

Come and go (G)with me to that (G7)land, come and go (C)with me to that (A7)land, 
(G)with me to that (D7)land where I’m (G)bound.  (D7) 

 

There ain't no (G)kneel-in' in that (G7)land, there ain't no (C)kneel-in' in that (G)land 
there ain't no kneelin' in that (Em)land where I'm (Am7)bound.  (D7) 

There ain't no (G)kneel-in' in that (G7)land, there ain’t no (C)kneelin' in that (A7)land 
(G)kneelin' in that (D7)land where I'm (G)bound.  (D7) 

 

Well, there’ll be (G)singin' in that (G7)land, voic-es (C)ring-in' in that (G)land 
There'll be freed-om in that (Em)land where I'm (Am7)bound.  (D7) 

There'll be (G)sing-in' in that (G7)land, there’ll (C)sing-in' in that (A7)land 
(G)Freed-om in that (D7)land where I'm (G)bound.  (D7) 

 
(below only - back-up vocals in bold) 

 

*Well, I'm gon-na (G)walk the streets of Glor-y on that great day in the morn-’in. 
I'm gon-na (D7)walk the streets of Glor-y on that great day in the morn’-in. 

I’m gon-na (G)walk the streets of (G7)Glor-y, (C)put on the shoes that's (Cm)hol-y 
I'm gon-na (G)walk the streets of (D7)Glor-y, Hall-e-(G)lu  (D7) 

 

Don't you want to (G)hear the child-ren sing-in'on that great day in the morn-in'? 
        Don't you want to (D7)hear the child-ren singin' on that great day in the morn-in'? 
Don't you want to (G)hear all the child-ren (G7)sing-in’, (C)big ol' bells a-(Cm)ringin’, 

Don't you want to (G)hear all the child-ren (D7)sing-in', hall-e-(G)lu?  (D7) 
 

Don't you want to (G)stand in the line to-geth-er on that great day in the morn-in'? 
      Don't you want to (D7)stand in the line to-geth-er on that great day in the morn-in'? 

Don't you want to (G)stand in the line to-(G7)geth-er 
(C)Shake hands with one an-(Cm)oth-er? 

Don't you want to (G)stand in the line to-(D7)geth-er, Hall-e-(G)lu?  (D7) 
 

(Repeat paragraph # 1 with * at the same time) 
 

 
 

 
 



               Daddy Sang Bass (Carl Perkins)  
 

I rem-(A)em-ber when I was a (A7)lad, times were (D)hard and things were (A)bad 
But there's a sil-ver lin-ing be-hind ev-‘ry (E7)cloud 
Just poor (A)peo-ple that's all we (A7)were,  
try-in' to make a (D)liv-in' out of black land (A)dirt 
We'd get to-geth-er in a fam-’ly (E7)cir-cle sing-in' (A)loud. 
 

Chorus:                           Dad-dy sang bass, ma-ma sang ten-or 
And me and lit-tle (D)broth-er would join right (A)in there 

Sing-in' seems to help a troubl-ed (E7)soul 
One of these (A)days and it won't be (A7)long I'll re-(D)join them in a (A)song 

I'm gon-na join the fam-‘ly (E7)cir-cle at the (A)throne. 
 

Bridge:                             Oh, the cir-cle won't be (A7)brok-en 
By and (D)by, Lord, by and (A)by 

 

  Dad-dy sang bass, ma-ma sang ten-or 
                       And me and lit-tle (D)broth-er would join right (A)in there 

In the sky, Lord, (E7)in the (A)sky. 
 

I rem-em-ber after (A7)work Ma-ma would (D)call in all of (A)us 
You could hear us sing-ing for a count-ry (E7)mile 
Now, lit-tle (A)broth-er has done gone (A7)on, but I'll re-(D)join him in a (A)song 
And we'll be to-geth-er a-gain up (E7)yond-er in a lit-tle (A)while. 
 

Dad-dy’ll sing bass, ma-ma’ll sing ten-or 
Me and lit-tle (D)broth-er will join right (A)in there 

Sing-in' seems to help a troubl-ed (E7)soul 
One of these (A)days and it won't be (A7)long I'll re-(D)join them in a (A)song 

I'm gon-na join the fam-‘ly (E7)cir-cle at the (A)throne. 
 

Oh, the circle won't be (A7)brok-en 
      By and (D)by, Lord, by and (A)by 

 

Daddy’ll sing bass, ma-ma’ll sing ten-or 
And me and lit-tle (D)broth-er will join right (A)in there 

In the sky Lord, (E7)in the (A)sky.   
In the sky Lord, (E7)in the (A)sky... 

 

 

 

 



Down By The Riverside (spiritual) 
 

Gon-na (A)lay down my sword and shield down by the riv-er-side, 
(E7) down by the riv-er-side, (A) down by the riv-er-side. 
Gon-na lay down my sword and shield down by the riv-er-side  
and (E7)stud-y war no (A)more.  (A7) 
 
Chorus: I ain’t gon-na (D)stud-y war no more, I ain-t gon-na (A)stud-y more no more,  

I ain’t gon-na (E7)stud-y war no (A)mo-o-(A7)ore. 
I ain’t gon-na (D)stud-y war no more, I ain-t gon-na (A)stud-y more no more,  

I ain’t gon-na (E7)stud-y war no (A)more. 
 

I’m gon-na join hands with ev-‘ry-one down by the riv-er-side 
(E7) down by the riv-er-side, (A) down by the riv-er-side. 
I’m gon-na join hands with ev-‘ry-one down by the riv-er-side 
and (E7)stud-y war no (A)more.  (A7) 
 
Chorus: 
 
I'm gon-na walk with that Prince of Peace down by the riv-er-side, 
(E7) down by the riv-er-side, (A) down by the riv-er-side.  
I'm gon-na walk with that Prince of Peace down by the riv-er-side  
and (E7)stud-y war no (A)more.  (A7) 
 
Chorus: 
 
I'm gon-na lay down that a-tom bomb down by the riv-er-side, 
(E7) down by the riv-er-side, (A) down by the riv-er-side.  
I'm gon-na lay down that a-tom bomb down by the riv-er-side  
and (E7) stud-y war no (A)more.  (A7) 
 
Chorus: (end on A) 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 



Every Day Will Be Sunday By And By  
(Bob Miller) 

 

Intro:  (D)  (A7)  (D - G)  (D) 
 

Chorus 1:       Oh, by and (D)by (by and by), by and by (by and by). 
 When I reach (when I reach) that home (that home)be-(E7)yond (be-yond) the (A7)sky 

Far from the (D)land of toil and (D7)pain, sick-ness will (G)nev-er come a-(Gm)gain 
And ev-‘ry (D)day (ev’-ry day) will be (E7)Sun-day (A7)by and (D)by.  (G)  (D) 

 

Chorus 2:        Oh, by and by (by and by), by and by (by and by). 
When I reach (when I reach) that home (that home) be-(E7)yond (be-yond) the (A7)sky 

Liv-in' in sun-(D)shine of his (D7)love think-in' of the (G)won-ders from a-(Gm)bove 
And ev-‘ry (D)day (ev-‘ry day) will be (E7)Sun-day (A7)by and (D)by.  (G)  (D) 

 

(acapella) Well, when I reach that ci-ty, ci-ty so bright and fair 
All of my friends and loved ones are gon-na (E7)wel-come me up (A7)there 

I'm gon-na (D)sit down put on my (D7)long white robe, 
(G)sit down be-(Gm)side my Lord 

And ev-‘ry (D)day (ev-‘ry day) will be (E7)Sun-day (A7)by and (D)by.  (G)  (D) 
 

Chorus 1: 
 

Bridge:                              On Mon-day (I’m gon-na tell the stor-y) 
On (G)Tues-day (shout with the saints in glor-y) 

On (D)Wednes-day (take a walk in the Gard-en of Ed-en) 
(E7) It’s an et-er-nal (A7)land of freed-om 

On (D)Thurs-day (be free from (D7)pain and mis-‘ry) 
On (G)Frid-ay (gon-na sit down and (Gm)rest with the wear-y) 

On (D)Satur-day (look up John, Job and Eli) 
(G)I got sins to (Gm)proph-e-cy 

And ev’ry (D)day (ev’ry day) will be (E7)Sun-day (A7)by and (D)by.   (G)  (D) 
 

Chorus 1: x 2   (repeat last line on last chorus) 
 
 

 

	   	   	   	   	    
 

	  	  	  	   	   	   	     
 
 



Farther Along 
(J.R. Baxter, Jr. & W.B. Stevens) 

 

Temp-ted and (F)tried (F7)we're (Bb)oft made to (F)won-der  
Why it (G#o)should (F)be thus (G7)all the day (C7)long 
(F)While there are oth-(F7)ers (Bb)liv-ing a-(F)bout us  
Nev-er (G#o)mo-(F)lest-ed (C7)though in the (F)wrong 
 

Chorus:                  Far-ther a-long we'll (Bb)know all a-(F)bout it  
Far-ther (G#o)a-(F)long we'll (G7)un-der-stand (C7)why 

(F)Cheer up my broth-(F7)er, (Bb)live in the (F)sun-shine, 
We'll un-(G#o)der-(F)stand it (C7)all by and (F)by. 

 

When death has come (F7)and (Bb)tak-en our (F)loved ones, 
It leaves (G#o)our (F)home so (G7)lone-ly and (C7)drear; 
(F)Then do we won-(F7)der (Bb)why oth-ers (F)pros-per, 
Liv-ing (G#o)so (F)wick-ed (C7)year af-ter (F)year. 
 

Chorus: 
 

Faith-ful ‘till death (F7)said (Bb)our lov-ing (F)Mas-ter, 
A few (G#o)more (F)days to (G7)la-bor and (C7)wait; 
(F)Toils of the road (F7)will (Bb)then seem as (F)noth-ing, 
As we (G#o)sweep (F)through the (C7)beau-ti-ful (F)gate. 
 

Chorus: 
 

When we see Je-(F7)sus (Bb)com-ing in (F)glo-ry,  
When he (G#o)comes (F)from His (G7)home in the (C7)sky; 
(F)Then we shall meet (F7)Him (Bb)in that bright (F)man-sion,  
We'll un-(G#o)der-(F)stand it (C7)all by and (F)by. 
 

Chorus: 
 

	  
 

 
 
 
 
 



Give Me That Old Time Religion  
 
Chorus:                            Give me that (G)old time re-li-gion, 

give me that (D7)old time re-(G)li-gion, 
Give me that old time re-(C)li-gion,  

it’s (G)good e-(D7)nough for (G)me. 
 
It was good for the He-brew child-ren,  
it was (D7)good for the He-brew (G)child-ren, 
It was good for the He-brew (C)child-ren, it’s (G)good e-(D7)nough for (G)me. 
 
Chorus: 
 
It was good for our moth-ers,  
it was (D7)good for our (G)moth-ers, 
It was good for our moth-(C)ers, it’s (G)good e-(D7)nough for (G)me. 
 
Chorus: 
 
It will take us all to heav-en,  
it was (D7)take us all to (G)heav-en, 
It will take use all to (C)heav-en, it’s (G)good e-(D7)nough for (G)me. 
 
Chorus: 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



He’s Got The Whole World In His Hands (traditional) 
 

He’s got the (F)whole world in His hands, 
He’s got the (C7)whole world in His hands, 
He’s got the (F)whole world in His hands, 
He’s got the (C7)whole world in His (F)hands. 
 
He’s got the lit-tle bit-ty ba-by in His hands, 
he’s got the (C7)lit-tle bit-ty ba-by in His hands, 
he’s got the (F)lit-tle bit-ty ba-by in His hands, 
He’s got the (C7)whole world in His (F)hands. 
 
He’s got you and me, sister, in His hands, 
He’s got (C7)you and me, sister, in His hands, 
He’s got (F)you and me, sister, in His hands, 
He’s got the (C7)whole world in His (F)hands. 
 
He’s got you and me, brother, in His hands, 
He’s got (C7)you and me, brother, in His hands, 
He’s got (F)you and me, brother, in His hands, 
He’s got the (C7)whole world in His (F)hands. 
 
He’s got the (F)whole world in His hands, 
He’s got the (C7)whole world in His hands, 
He’s got the (F)whole world in His hands, 
He’s got the (C7)whole world in His (F)hands. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



His Eye Is On The Sparrow 
(Civilla Durfee Martin & Charles Hutchinson Gabriel) 

 

(F)Why should I feel dis-cour-aged (F7) (Bb)why should the shad-ows (F)come 
(D7)Why should my heart be (Gm)lone-ly and (C7)long for heav-en and (F)home  
When Je-sus is my port-ion my con-stant (F7)friend is (Bb)He (G)  
His (C7)eye is on the (F)spar-row and I (C7)know He watch-es (F)me  
His eye is (F7)on the (Bb)spar-row (Bbm) and I (F)know He (C7)watch-es (F)me  
 

     Chorus:                          I (C7)sing be-cause I'm (F)hap-py. 
I (C7)sing be-cause I'm (F)free.  (F7) 

His (Bb)eye is on the (F)spar-(A7)ar-(Dm)row 
and I (F)know He (C7)watch-es (F)me 

 

When-ev-er I am temp-ted (F7) (Bb)when-ev-er clouds a-(F)rise  
(D7)When songs give place to (Gm)sigh-ing when (C7)hope with-in me (F)dies  
I draw the clos-er to Him from care He (F7)sets me (Bb)free (G) 
His (C7)eye is on the (F)spar-row and I (C7)know He watch-es (F)me  
His eye is (F7)on the (Bb)spar-row (Bbm) and I (F)know He (C7)watch-es (F)me  
 

I (C7)sing be-cause I'm (F)hap-py. 
I (C7)sing be-cause I'm (F)free.  (F7) 

His (Bb)eye is on the (F)spar-(A7)ar-(Dm)row 
and I (F)know He (C7)watch-es (F)me 

 

I (C7)sing be-cause I'm (F)hap-py. 
I (C7)sing be-cause I'm (F)free.  (F7) 

His (Bb)eye is on the (F)spar-(A7)ar-(Dm)row 
and I (F)know He (C7)watch-es, and I (F)know He (C7)watch-es, 

and I (F)know He (C7)watch-es (F)me. 
 

	  
 

 
 

 
 



How Great Thou Art 
(Stuart K. Hine) 

 
O Lord my (C)God, when I in (F)awe-some won-der 
Con-sid-er (C)all the (G7)worlds Thy hands have (C)made 
I see the stars, I hear the (F)rol-ling thun-der, 
Thy pow’r through-(C)out the (G7)u-ni-verse dis-(C)played. 
 
Chorus:            Then sings my soul, my (F)Sav-iour God to (C)Thee: 

How great Thou (G7)art, how great Thou (C)art. 
Then sings my (C7)soul, my (F)Sav-iour God to (C)Thee, 

How great Thou (Dm)art, (G7) how great Thou (C)art. 
 
When through the woods and for-est (F)glades I wan-der, 
And hear the (C)birds sing (G7)sweet-ly in the (C)trees, 
When I look down from lof-ty (F)moun-tain gran-deur, 
And hear the (C)brook and (G7)feel the gen-tle (C)breeze 
 
Chorus: 
 
And when I think that God His (F)son not soar-ing, 
Sent Him to (C)die, I (G7)scarce can take it (C)in; 
That on the cross, my bur-den (F)glad-ly bear-ing,  
He bled and (C)died to (G7)take a-way my (C)sin. 
 
Chorus: 
 
When Christ shall come with shout of (F)ac-cla-ma-tion 
And take me (C)home, what (G7)joy shall fill my (C)heart! 
Then I shall bow in hum-ble (F)ad-o-ra-tion 
And there pro-(C)claim, My (G7)God how great Thou (C)Art 
 
Chorus: 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 



I’ll Fly Away 
(Albert E. Brumley 1929) 

 
(G)Some glad morn-ing when this life is o’er (C)I’ll fly a-(G)way 
to a home on God’s ce-les-tial shore I’ll (D) fly a-(G)way. 
 
Chorus:                    I’ll fly a-way, oh glo-ry, (C)I’ll fly a-(G)way. 

When I die, hal-le-lu-jah by and by, I’ll (D) fly a-(G)way. 
 

When the shad-ows of this life have grown, (C)I’ll fly a-(G)way 
like a bird from pris-on bars has flown, I’ll (D) fly a-(G)way. 

 
Chorus: 
 
Oh, how glad and hap-py when we meet, (C)I’ll fly a-(G)way 
No more cold ir-on shack-les on my feet, I’ll (D) fly a-(G)way 
 
Chorus: 
 
Just a few more wea-ry days and then (C)I’ll fly a-(G)way 
To a land where joys shall nev-er end, I’ll (D) fly a-(G)way. 
 
Chorus: 
 

 
 

	   	   	   	    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I Saw The Light 
(Hank Williams) 

 
I (G)wan-dered so aim-less, life fill-ed with sin. 
(C)I would’n-t let my dear Sav-ior (G)in. 
Then Je-sus came like a strang-er in the night. 
Praise the Lord, (D7)I saw the (G)light. 
 
Chorus:                               I saw the light.  I saw the light. 

(C)No more dark-ness, no more (G)night. 
Now I’m so hap-py, no sor-row in sight. 
Praise the Lord, (D7)I saw the (G)light! 

 
Just like a blind man I wan-dered a-lone. 
(C)Wor-ries and fears I claimed for my (G)own. 
Now I have trad-ed the wrong for the right. 
Praise the Lord, (D7)I saw the (G)light! 
 
Chorus: 
 
I was a fool to wan-der and stray. 
(C)Straight is the gate and nar-row the (G)way. 
Now I have trad-ed the wrong for the right. 
Praise the Lord, (D7)I saw the (G)light! 
 
Chorus:  x2 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I Shall Not Be Moved 
 

(G)Glo-ry hal-le-lu-jah, (D)I shall not be moved 
An-chored in sav-ior (G)I shall not be moved 
Just like a (C)tree that's plant-ed by the (G)wa-(Em)ters 
(G)I shall (D)not be (G)moved 

 
In His love a-biding (D)I shall not be moved 
And in Him con-fid-ing (G)I shall not be moved 
Just like a (C)tree that's plant-ed by the (G)wa-(Em)ters 
(G)I shall (D)not be (G)moved 

 
Chorus:                           I shall not be (D)I shall not be moved 

I shall not be (G)I shall not be moved 
Just like a (C)tree that's plant-ed by the (G)wa-(Em)ters 

(G)I shall (D)not be (G)moved 
 
Though all hell assail me (D)I shall not be moved 
Jes-us will not fail me (G)I shall not be moved 
Just like a (C)tree that's plant-ed by the (G)wa-(Em)ters 
(G)I shall (D)not be (G)moved 

 
Though the temp-est ra-ges (D)I shall not be moved 
On the rock of a-ges (G)I shall not be moved 
Just like a (C)tree that's plant-ed by the (G)wa-(Em)ters 
(G)I shall (D)not be (G)moved 

 

	  
	  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



In The Sweet By And By 
(Sanford Fillmore Bennett & J.P Webster) 

 
There’s a (C)land that is (F)fair-er than (C)day,  
and by faith we can see it a-(G7)far, 
for the (C)Fa-ther waits (F)o-ver the (C)way  
to pre-pare us a (G7)dwell-ing place (C)there.  (F)  (C) 

 
Chorus:                                In the sweet by and (G7)by, 
                                we shall meet on that beau-ti-ful (C)shore; 

In the (C7)sweet by and (F)by,  
we shall (C)meet on that (G7)beau-ti-ful (C)shore.  (F)  (C) 

 
We shall sing on the (F)beau-ti-ful (C)shore 
the me-lo-dious songs of the (G7)blessed, 
and our (C)spir-its shall (F)sor-row no (C)more,  
not a sign for the (G7)bless-ing of (C)rest.  (F)  (C) 
 
Chorus: 
 
To our boun-ti-ful (F)Fa-ther a-(C)bove,  
we will of-fer our trib-ute of (G7)praise 
for the (C)glo-ri-ous (F)gift of His (C)love  
and the bless-ings that (G7)hal-low our (C)days.  (F)  (C) 
 
Chorus: 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Joshua Fit The Battle Of Jericho 
 

 
Chorus:       (F)Josh-ua fit the bat-tle of Jer-i-cho, (C7)Jer-i-cho, (F)Jer-i-cho. 

Josh-ua fit the bat-tle of Jer-i-cho and the walls came (C7)tum-bl-in’ (F)down. 
 

Good morn-in’ Sis-ter Mar-y, good morn-in’ Broth-er (C7)John; 
Well, (F)I don’t wan-na stop and talk with (Bb)you,  
I’ll (F)tell you while (C7)I come a-(F)long. 

 

I know you’ve heard a-bout Josh-u-a; He was the son of (C7)Nun. 
He (F)nev-er stopped his work un-(Bb)til,  
un-(F)til the (C7)work was (F)done. 

 

Chorus: 
 

You may talk a-bout your men of Gid-e-on, you may talk a-bout your men of (C7)Saul; 
There’s (F)none like good old Josh-u-(Bb)a,  
at the (F)bat-tle of (C7)Jer-i-(F)cho. 

 

Up to the walls of Jer-i-cho, he marched with spear in (C7)hand; 
“Go (F)blow them ram horns,” Josh-u-a (Bb)cried,  
“’cause the (F)bat-tle is (C7)in my (F)hand.” 

 

Chorus: 
 

They tell me, great God, that Joshua’s spear was well nigh twelve feet (C7)long. 
And up-(F)on his hip was a dou-ble-edged (Bb)sword  
and his (F)mouth was a (C7)gosp-el (F)horn. 

 

Yet bold and brave he stood, sal-va-tion in his (C7)hand, 
“Go (F)blow them ram horns,” Josh-u-a (Bb)cried, 
“‘cause the (F)dev-il can’t (C7)do you no (F)harm.” 

 

Chorus: 
 

Then the lamb, ram, sheep horns be-gan to blow, the trum-pets be-gan to (C7)sound; 
Old (F)Josh-u-a shout-ed, “Glo-(Bb)ry,”  
and the (F)walls come (C7)tum-bl-in’(F)down. 

 

Chorus: 
 

Down, down, down, down, (C7)down.  Tumblin’ (F)down. 
 
 

 



Lead Me, Guide Me 
(Doris Akers) 

 
(G)Lead me, oh, (D7)Lord, won't you (G)lead me 
 
I am (G)tired and I (E7)need Thy (Am)strength and (D7)pow’r 
To (Am)guide me (D7)o-ver my (G)dark-(D7)est (G)hour 
For just o-pen my (G7)eyes that (C)I may (Cm)see  
(G)Lead me, oh, (D7)Lord, won't you (G)lead me (D7) (G) 
 
Chorus:               Lead me, (Em)guide me a-(Am)long the (D7)way; 

(C)For if you (D7)lead me (G)I (C)can-not (G)stray. 
Or just o-pen my (G7)eyes that (C)I may (Cm)see 

(G)Lead me, oh, (D7)Lord, won't you (G)lead me. (D7) (G) 
 
I am lost if You (E7)take your (Am)hand from (D7)me. 
I am (Am)blind with-(D7)out Thy (G)light (D7)to (G)see. 
Lord, just al-ways let (G7)me Thy (C)serv-ant (Cm)be; 
(G)Lead me, oh, (D7)Lord, won't you (G)lead me. (D7) (G) 
 

Lead me, (Em)guide me a-(Am)long the (D7)way; 
(C)For if you (D7)lead me (G)I (C)can-not (G)stray. 
Or just o-pen my (G7)eyes that (C)I may (Cm)see 

(G)Lead me, oh (D7)Lord, won't you (G)lead me. (D7) (G) 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
              
 



Keep On The Sunny Side (A.P. Carter) 
 

There’s a (F)dark and a (Bb)trou-bled side of (F)life;  
there’s a bright and a sum-my side (C7)too. 
Though we meet with the dark-ness and (F)strife,  
the (C7)sun-ny side we al-so may (F)view 
 
Chorus:            Keep on the sun-ny side, (Bb)al-ways on the sun-ny (F)side, 

keep on the (G7)sun-ny side of (C7)life. 
It will (F)help us ev-’ry day, it will (Bb)bright-en all the (F)way, 

if we keep on the (C7)sun-ny side of (F)life. 
 

The storm and it’s (Bb)fur-ry broke to-(F)day, 
crush-ing hopes that we cher-ish so (C7)dear. 
Clouds and storm will in time pass a-(F)way;  
the (C7)sun a-gain will shine bright and (F)clear. 
 
Chorus: 
 
Let us greet with the (Bb)song of hope each (F)day, 
though the mo-ment be cloud-y or (C7)fair. 
Let us trust in our Sav-iour al-(F)ways,  
who (C7)keep-eth ev-‘ry-one in His (F)care. 
 
Chorus:  x2 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Kumbaya  (Come By Here)       (spiritual) 
 

Kum-ba-(G)ya, my Lord, (C)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
Kum-ba-ya, my Lord, (C)kum-ba-(D7)ya. 
Kum-ba-(G)ya, my Lord, (C)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
(C)Oh, (G)Lord, (D7)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
 
Some-one’s cry-ing, Lord, (C)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
Some-one’s cry-ing, Lord, (C)kum-ba-(D7)ya. 
Some-one’s (G)cry-ing, Lord, (C)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
(C)Oh, (G)Lord, (D7)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
 
Some-one’s laugh-ing, Lord, (C)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
Some-one’s laugh-ing, Lord, (C)kum-ba-(D7)ya. 
Some-one’s (G)laugh-ing, Lord, (C)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
(C)Oh, (G)Lord, (D7)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
 
Someone’s sing-ing, Lord, (C)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
Someone’s sing-ing, Lord, (C)kum-ba-(D7)ya. 
Someone’s (G)sing-ing, Lord, (C)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
(C)Oh, (G)Lord, (D7)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
 
Someone’s praying, Lord, (C)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
Someone’s praying, Lord, (C)kum-ba-(D7)ya. 
Someone’s (G)praying, Lord, (C)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
(C)Oh, (G)Lord, (D7)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
 
Kum-ba-ya, my Lord, (C)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
Kum-ba-ya, my Lord, (C)kum-ba-(D7)ya. 
Kum-ba-(G)ya, my Lord, (C)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
(C)Oh, (G)Lord, (D7)kum-ba-(G)ya. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Love Lifted Me 
(James Rowe & Howard E. Smith) 

 
(D)I was sink-ing deep in sin, far from that peace-ful (A7)shore, 
ver-y deep-ly stained with-in, sink-ing to rise no (D)more. 
But the Mast-er of the sea, heard my des-pair-ing (G)cry,  (Em) 
(G)from the wat-ers (D)lift-ed (Bm)me; now (A7)safe am (D)I. 
 
Chorus:                Love (A7)lift-ed (D)me, love lift-ed (G)me (Em)  

(G)When noth-ing (D)else could help (E7)love lift-ed (A7)me 
(D)Love (A7)lift-ed (D)me, love lift-ed (G)me (Em) 

When noth-ing (D)else could (Bm)help (D)love (A7)lift-ed (D)me. 
 

All my heart to Him I give; ev-er to Him I’ll (A7)cling, 
in his bless-ed pres-ence live, ev-er His prais-es (D)sing. 
Love so might-y and so true mer-its my soul’s best (G)songs; (Em) 
(G)faith-ful, lov-ing (D)service, (Bm)too, to (A7)Him be-(D)longs. 
 
Chorus: 
 
Souls in dang-er, look above; Jes-us comp-lete-ly (A7)saves. 
He will lift you by His love, out of the ang-ry (D)waves. 
He’s the Mas-ter of the sea; bill-lows His will o-(G)bey.  (Em) 
(G)He your Sav-iour (D)wants to (Bm)be – be (A7)saved to-(D)day. 
 
Chorus: 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Michael Row The Boat Ashore        (spiritual) 

 
Mi-chael, (G)row the boat a-shore, Hal-le-(C)lu-(G)jah. 
Mi-chael, (Bm)row the boat a-(Am)shore, Hal-le-(G)lu-(D)u-(G)jah. 
 
Sis-ter, help to trim the sails, Hal-le-(C)lu-(G)jah. 
Sis-ter, (Bm)help to trim the (Am)sails, Hal-le-(G)lu-(D)u-(G)jah. 
 
Jord-an’s riv-er is deep and wide, Hal-le-(C)lu-(G)jah. 
Jord-an’s (Bm)riv-er is deep and (Am)wide, Hal-le-(G)lu-(D)u-(G)jah. 
 
Mi-chael-s boat is a mus-ic boat, Hal-le-(C)lu-(G)jah. 
Michael-s (Bm)boat is a mus-ic (Am)boat, Hal-le-(G)lu-(D)u-(G)jah. 
 
The trum-pets sound the jub-il-ee, Hal-le-(C)lu-(G)jah. 
The trum-pets (Bm)sound the jub-il-(Am)ee, Hal-le-(G)lu-(D)u-(G)jah. 
 
Mi-chael, row the boat a-shore, Hal-le-(C)lu-(G)jah. 
Mi-chael, (Bm)row the boat a-(Am)shore, Hal-le-(G)lu-(D)u-(G)jah. 
 
 

 
	  	  	  	  	  	   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



           (There’ll Be) Peace In The Valley (For Me) (Thomas Dorsey) 
 

I am (F)tir-ed and wea-ry, but (Bb)I must toil on  
‘till the (F)Lord comes to (G7)call me a-(C7)way, (G7) (C7) 
Where the (F)morn-ing is bright and the (Bb)Lamb is the light 
And the (F)night is as (G7)fair as the (F)day. (Bb) (Bbm) (F) 
 
Chorus:          There’ll be (Bb)peace in the val-ley for (F)me some-day. 

There’ll be peace in the (G7)val-ley for (C7)me. 
(G7)I (C7)pray no more (F)sor-row and (F7)sad-ness or (Bb)trou-ble will (G7)be. 

There’ll be (F)peace in the (G7)val-ley (C7)for (F)me.  (Bb)  (Bbm)  (F) 
 
Chorus: 
 
There the (Bb)flow’rs will be bloom-ing, the (Bb)grass will be green, 
And the (F)skies will be (G7)clear and se-(C7)rene.  (G7)  (C7) 
The (F)sun ev-er shines, giv-ing (Bb)one end-less beam, 
And no (F)clouds there will (G7)ev-er (C7)be (F)seen.  (Bb)  (Bbm)  (F) 
 
Chorus: 
 
There the bear will be gen-tle, the (Bb)wolf will be tame,  
and the (F)lion will lay (G7)down by the (C7)lamb.  (G7)  (C7) 
The (F)host from the wild will be (Bb)led by a child;  
I’ll be (F)changed from the (G7)crea-ture (C7)I (F)am.  (Bb)  (Bbm)  (F) 
 
Chorus: 
 
No head-aches or heart-aches or (Bb)mis-un-der-stands. 
No con-(F)fu-sion or (G7)trou-ble won’t (C7)be.  (G7)  (C7) 
No (F)frowns to de-file, just a (Bb)big end-less smile. 
There’ll be (F)peace and con-(G7)tent-ment (C7)for (F)me.  (Bb)  (Bbm)  (F) 

 
Chorus: 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



Rich Man's Spiritual (Gordon Lightfoot) 
 

(G)Gon-na but me a (Em)long white robe (C)   
Yes, Lord to (D)help me home 

(G) I'm gon-na buy me a (Em)long white robe (C)    
Yes, Lord to (D)get me home 

And when I (G)get my heav-en-ly (G7)gown and I (C)lay my bur-den (Cm)down 
I'm gon-na (G)get me a (Em)long white (C)robe to (D)get me (G)home. 

 

I'm gon-na buy me two (Em)gold-en slip-pers (C)  
Yes, Lord to (D)walk me home 

(G) I'm gon-na buy me two (Em)gold-en slip-pers (C)  
Yes, Lord to (D)walk me home 

And when I (G)get my slip-pers of (G7)gold then the (C)Lord will have my (Cm)soul 
I'm gon-na (G)get me two (Em)gold-en (C)slip-pers to (D)get me (G)home 

 

I'm gon-na buy me two (Em)wings of sil-ver (C)   
Yes, Lord to (D)fly me home 

(G) I'm gon-na buy me two (Em)wings of sil-ver (C)   
Yes, Lord to (D)fly me home 

And when I (G)get my sil-ver-y (G7)wings then an (C)an-gel choir will (Cm)sing 
I'm gon-na (G)get me two (Em)wings of (C)sil-ver to (D)get me (G)home 

 

I'm gon-na buy me a (Em)poor man's trou-ble (C)   
Yes, Lord to (D)help me home 

(G) I'm gon-na buy me a (Em)poor man's trou-ble (C)  
Yes, Lord to (D)help me home 

And when I (G)get my trou-ble and (G7)woe then (C)home-ward I will (Cm)go 
I'm gon-na (G)get a lit-tle (Em)trou-ble and (C)woe to (D)get me (G)home 

 

I'm gon-na find me a (Em)smil-in' an-gel (C)  
Yes, Lord to (D)lead me home 

(G) I'm gon-na get me a (Em)smil-in' an-gel (C)  
Yes, Lord to (D)lead me home 

And when he (G)takes me by the (G7)hand I know the (C)Lord will un-der-(Cm)stand 
I'm gon-na (G)get me a (Em)smil-in' (C)an-gel to (D)lead me (G)home. 

 
 

 
 

 



Rivers Of Bablyon 
(F. Farion, G. Reyam, B. Dowe, T. McNaughton) 

 
Chorus:     By the riv-ers of (G)Bab-y-lon, there we sat down 
                   Ye-ah, we (D7)wept, when we rem-em-bered (G)Zi-i-on. 
                   By the riv-ers of Bab-y-lon, there we sat down 
                   Ye-ah, we (D7)wept, when we rem-em-bered (G)Zi-i-on. 
 
When the wick-ed car-ried us a-way in cap-tiv-i-ty, re-(C)quir-ed from us a (G)song 
Now, how shall we sing the lord's song in a (D7)stra-ange (G)land? 
When the wick-ed car-ried us a-way in cap-tiv-ity, re-(C)quired from us a (G)song 
Now, how shall we sing the lord's song in a (D7)stra-ange (G)land? 
 
Let the words of our (D7)mouth and the med-i-(G)ta-tions of our (D7)heart 
be ac-(G)cep-ta-ble in thy (D7)sight here to-(G)night 
Let the words of our (D7)mouth and the med-i-(G)ta-tion of our (D7)heart 
be ac-(G)cep-ta-ble in thy (D7)sight here to-(G)night. 
 
                   By the riv-ers of Bab-y-lon, there we sat down 
                   Ye-ah, we (D7)wept, when we rem-em-bered (G)Zi-i-on. 
                   By the riv-ers of Bab-y-lon, there we sat down 
                   Ye-ah, we (D7)wept, when we rem-em-bered (G)Zi-i-on. 
 
                   By the riv-ers of Bab-y-lon (dark tears of Bab-y-lon)  
                   there we sat down (you got to sing a song) 
                   Ye-ah, we (D7)wept, (sing a song of love) 
                   when we rem-em-bered (G)Zi-i-on. (yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah) 
 
                   By the riv-ers of Bab-y-lon (rough bits of Bab-y-lon) 
                   there we sat down (you hear the people cry) 
                   Ye-ah, we (D7)wept, (they need their god) 
                   when we rem-em-bered (G)Zi-i-on. (ooh, have the power) 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Swing Down, Sweet Chariot 
 

Chorus:     Why don't you (F)swing down, sweet char-i-ot, stop and let me ride. 
(C7) Swing down, char-i-ot, stop and let me ride. 

(F7)Rock me, Lord, (Bb)rock me Lord, (F) calm and (Dm)eas-y 
Well, (F) I've got a (G7)home on the (C7) oth-er (F)side. 

 

E-zek-ial went down in the mid-dle of the field, 
He saw an an-gel work-in' on a char-i-ot wheel. 
Was-n't so par-tic-u-lar 'bout the char-i-ot wheel 
just want-ed to see how a char-i-ot feel. 
 

Chorus:      
 

E-zek-ial went down and got on board, 
Char-i-ot went a-bump-in' on down the road. 
Zeke was-n't so par-tic-u-lar 'bout the bump-in' of the road. 
Just want-ed to lay down his heav-y load. 
 

Chorus:      
 

Well, I got a Fa-ther in the Prom-ised Land, 
Ain't no more stop-pin' till I shake His hand. 
Rock me, Lord, rock me, Lord, calm and eas-y 
I've got a home on the oth-er side. 

 

Chorus:      
 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Tell It On The Mountain  
 

Chorus:                       (C)Go tell it on the (Am)moun-tain,  
(Dm)o-ver the (G7)hill and (C)ev-(Em)‘ry (F)where(G7)  

(C)Go (E7)tell it on the (F)moun-(Fm)tain,  
to (C)let my (G7)peo-ple (C)go.  (G7) 

 

(C)Who's that yon-der (Am)dressed in red? (F)Let my (G7)peo-ple (C)go, (G7) 
(C)Must be the chil-dren that (Am)Mo-ses led, (D7)let my peo-ple (G7)go. 
(C)Who's that yon-der (C7)dressed in red?  
(F)Must be the chil-dren that (Dm)Mo-ses (Dm7)led, 
(C)Go tell it on the (F)moun-tain, to (C)let my (G7)peo-ple (C)go.  (G7) 
 

Chorus: 
 

(C)Who's that yon-der (Am)dressed in white? (F)Let my (G7)peo-ple (C)go,  (G7) 
(C)Must be the chil-dren of the (Am)Is-ra-el-ite, (D7)let my peo-ple (G7)go.  
(C)Who's that yon-der (C7)dressed in white?  
(F)Must be the chil-dren of the (Dm)Is-ra-el-(Dm7)ite, 
(C)Go tell it on the (F)moun-tain, to (C)let my (G7)peo-ple (C)go.  (G7) 
 

Chorus: 
 

(C)Who's that yon-der (Am)dressed in black? (F)Let my (G7)peo-ple (C)go,  (G7) 
(C)Must be the hyp-o-crites (Am)turn-ing back, (D7)let my people (G7)go. 
(C)Who's that yon-der (C7)dressed in black?  
(G)Must be the hyp-o-crites (Dm)turn-ing (Dm7)back. 
(C)Go tell it on the (F)moun-tain, to (C)let my (G7)peo-ple (C)go.  (G7) 
 

Chorus: (end on C) 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 



The Battle Hymn Of The Republic 
(Julia Ward Howe & William Steffe)   

 

Mine (C)eyes have seen the glo-ry of the com-ing of the Lord; 
He is (F)tram-ling out the vin-tage where the (C)grapes of wrath are stored. 
He hath loosed the fate-ful light-ning of His (E7)ter-ri-ble swift (Am)sword; 
His (Dm)truth is (G7)march-in (C)on. 
 

Chorus:                                  Glo-ry, glo-ry hal-le-lu-jah! 
(F)Glo-ry, glo-ry hal-le-(C)lu-jah! 

Glo-ry, glo-ry hal-le-(E7)lu-(Am)jah! 
His (Dm)truth is (G7)march-ing (C)on. 

 

I have seen Him in the watch-fires of a hun-dred cir-cling camps. 
They have (F)build-ed Him an al-tar in the (C)eve-ning dews and damps. 
I can read His right-eous sen-tence by the (E7)dim and flar-ing (Am)lamps, 
His (Dm)day is (G7)march-ing (C)on. 
 

Chorus: 
 

He has sound-ed forth the trum-pet that shall nev-er call re-treat. 
He is (F)sift-ing out the heart of men be-(C)fore His judg-ment seat. 
Oh, be swift, my soul, to an-swer Him, be (E7)ju-bi-lant, my (Am)feet, 
our (Dm)God is (G7)march-ing (C)on. 
 

Chorus: 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



The Old Rugged Cross 
(George Bennard, 1912) 

 
On a (C)hill far a-way stood an (F)old rug-ged (Dm)cross,  
the (G7)em-blem of suf-f’ring and (C)shame; 
And I love that old cross, where the (F)dear-est and (Dm)best 
For a (G7)world of lost sin-ners was (C)slain. 
 
Chorus:                    So I’ll (G7)cher-ish the old rug-ged (C)cross. 

Till my (F)tro-phies at last I lay (C)down. 
I will cling to the (C7)old rug-ged (F)cross 

And ex-(C)change it some-(G7)day for a (C)crown. 
 
Oh, the old rug-ged cross, so des-(F)pised by the (Dm)world, 
Has a (G7)won-drous at-trac-tion for (C)me; 
For the dear Lamb of God left His (F)glo-ry a-(Dm)bove 
To (G7)bear it to dark Cal-va-(C)ry. 
 
Chorus: 
 
In the old rug-ged cross, stained with (F)blood so di-(Dm)vine, 
a (G7)won-der-ous beau-ty I (C)see; 
For ‘twas on that old cross Je-sus (F)suf-fered and (Dm)died 
To (G7)par-don and sanc-ti-fy (C)me. 
 
Chorus: 
 
To the old rug-ged cross, I will (F)ev-er be (Dm)true, 
It’s (G7)shame and re-proach glad-ly (C)bear. 
Then He’ll call me some-day to my (F)home far a-(Dm)way, 
Where His (G7)glor-y for-ev-er I’ll (C)share. 

 
Chorus: 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 



This Ole House 
(Stuart Hamblen) 

 
Chorus:                       Well, I ain't a-gon-na (G)need this house no long-er 

           ain't gon-na (D)need this house no more 
I ain't got (A7)time to fix the shing-les, I ain't got (D)time to fix the floor. 
I ain't got (G)time to oil the hing-es, nor to (D)mend the wind-ow pane 

I ain't a-gon-na (A7)need this house no long-er 
I'm a-get-tin' read-y to meet the (D)saints. 

 
Well, this ole house once I knew my (D7)child-ren, this ole (G)house once knew my wife 
This ole (A7)house was home and comf-ort as we (D)fought the storms of life. 
This ole house once rang with laught-er, (D7)this ole (G)house heard man-y shouts 
Now it (A7)tremb-les in the dark-ness when the light-nin' walks a-(D)bout. 

 
                                     I ain't a-gonna (G)need this house no long-er 

ain't gon-na (D)need this house no more 
I ain't got (A7)time to fix the shing-les, I ain't got (D)time to fix the floor. 
I ain't got (G)time to oil the hing-es, nor to (D)mend the wind-ow pane 

I ain't a-gon-na (A7)need this house no long-er 
I'm a-get-tin' read-y to meet the (D)saints. 

 
Now, my old hound dog lies a-(D7)sleep-in', and he don't (G)know I'm gon-na leave 
Else he'd (A7)wake up by the fire-place and he'd (D)howl and moan and grieve. 
But my hunt-in' days are ov-er, (D7)ain't a-gon-na (G)hunt the coon no more 
Gab-riel (A7)just done brought in my char-i-ot when the wind blew down the (D)door. 

 
                                    I ain't a-gonna (G)need this house no long-er 

ain't gon-na (D)need this house no more 
I ain't got (A7)time to fix the shing-les, I ain't got (D)time to fix the floor. 
I ain't got (G)time to oil the hing-es, nor to (D)mend the wind-ow panes 

I ain't a-gon-na (A7)need this house no long-er 
I'm a-get-tin' read-y to meet the (D)saints. 

 
 

 
 

 
 



This World Is Not My Home  
(Jr. Brumley & Mary Reeves) 

 

This (C)world is not my home I'm (F)just a-pass-in’ (C)through 
My treas-ures are laid up some-(D7)where be-yond the (G7)blue 
The (C)an-gels beck-on me from (F)heav-en's o-pen (C)door 
And I can't feel at (Am)home in this (G7)world an-y-(C)more 
 

Chorus: Oh, Lord, (oh, Lord) you know (you know) I (F)have no friend like (C)you 
 If heav-en's not my home then, (D7)Lord, what would I (G7)do? 

                    The (C)an-gels beck-on me from (F)heav-en's o-pen (C)door 
                    And I can't feel at (Am)home in this (G7)world an-y-(C)more 
 

There’ll all ex-pect-ing me and (F)that’s one thing I (C)know 
I fixed it up with Jes-us (D7)fort-y years a-(G7)go. 
I (C)know he’ll take me through though (F)I am weak and (C)poor 
And I can’t feel at (Am)home in this (G7)world an-y-(C)more. 
 

              Oh, Lord, (oh, Lord) you know (you know) I (F)have no friend like (C)you 
 If heav-en's not my home then, (D7)Lord, what would I (G7)do? 

                    The (C)an-gels beck-on me from (F)heav-en's o-pen (C)door 
                    And I can't feel at (Am)home in this (G7)world an-y-(C)more 
 

Just up in Glor-y land we'll (F)live e-ter-na-(C)lly 
The saints on ev-’ry (Am)hand are (D7)shout-ing vict-or-(G7)y-y-y 
Their (C)songs of sweet-est praise drift (F)back from heav-en's (C)shore 
And I can't feel at (Am)home in this (G7)world an-y-(C)more 
 
 

              Oh, Lord, (oh, Lord) you know (you know) I (F)have no friend like (C)you 
 If heav-en's not my home then, (D7)Lord, what would I (G7)do? 

                    The (C)an-gels beck-on me from (F)heav-en's o-pen (C)door 
                    And I can't feel at (Am)home in this (G7)world an-y-(C)more 
 
   Oh, (Bb)Lord, (oh, Lord) you know (you know) I (Eb)have no friend like (Bb)you 

If heav-en's not my home then, (C7)Lord, what will I (F7)do? 
The (Bb)an-gels beck-on me from (Eb)heav-en's o-pen (Bb)door 

And I can't feel at home in this (F7)world an-y-(Bb)more 
And I can’t feel at ho-o-ome… in this (Eb)world any-(Bb)more. 

 
 

 
 
 



Why Me, Lord? 
(Kris Kristofferson) 

 
(C)Why me, Lord?  
What have (C7)I ev-er (F)done to de-serve ev-en (C)one  
of the pleas-ures I've (G7)known? 
Tell me, (C)Lord, what did (C7)I ev-er (F)do  
that was worth lov-ing (C)you or the (G7)kind-ness you've (C)shown?  (C7) 
 
Chorus:    (F)Lord, help me, Jes-us, I've (C)wast-ed it so help me, (G7)Jes-us, 

I know what I (C)am  (C7) 
(F)Now that I know that I've (C)need-ed you, so help me, (G7)Jes-us, 

my soul's in your (C)hand. 
 
Try me, Lord,  
if you (C7)think there's a (F)way I can try to re-(C)pay  
all I've tak-en from (G7)you 
May-be, (C)Lord, I can (C7)show some-one (F)else  
what I've been through my-(C)self on my (G7)way back to (C)you  (C7) 
 

(F)Lord help me, Jes-us, I've (C)wast-ed it so help me, (G7)Jes-us, 
I know what I (C)am  (C7) 

(F)Now that I know that I've (C)need-ed you, so help me, (G7)Jes-us, 
my soul's in your (C)ha-(F)a-a-(C)and 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Working On The Building 
 

I'm work-ing on the (A)build-ing,  
it's a true foun-da-tion. 

I'm hold-ing up the blood-stained  
ban-ner for my (E7)Lord.   

Well, I nev-er get (A)tired, tired, (A7)tired of work-ing on the (D)build-ing  (Dm) 
I'm go-ing up to (A)heav-en, (F#m)oh, oh, (D)yeah, to get (E7)my re-(A)ward 

 
 

(repeat 4x) 
 
 

 
 

 


