
I

A‹

am a poor way far- ing- stran ger,- while trav’l ing- through

D‹

this world of

woe.

A‹

Yet there’s no sick ness,- toil, nor dan-ger in that bright world

D‹ E7

to which I

4

go.

A‹

I’m go ing- there to see my fa ther,- I’m go ing- there no more to

8

roam.

E7

I’m on ly- go

A‹

ing- o ver- Jor dan;- I’m on ly- go

D‹

ing- o ver- home.

A‹12



Capo 3:
Poor Wayfaring Stranger
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