Home

Intro:

G
C
D
G

Verse 1:

Em         D                        C     

      G     



I’m in the middle of the road and I don’t know which way to turn.

Em             D            C     G     



Years speeding past, and at me.

Em         


     D                   C     

     G

I’d of thought by now I’d of learned somehow the way to go to be sure.

Em                        D                 C   G     



But the names have changed, and I’m growing old.

Verse 2:

Em    

D           C     

G     
The finish is gone.  The frame is starting to go.

Em    

       D           C     G     
I’ve got sand in my teeth, and in my eyes.

Em    

     D                      C     
    G     
My feet are worn.  My joints are cracked, and I’m running low.

      Em   

  D         C     G     
And I think its time I headed home.

Chorus:

G       C                   D               G


Home is where I want to be, where I want to go.

G                                     C               D                  G


When I pull off the road and feel the gravel below, I know its time to unload.

G                             C                   D               G


There’s plenty of time with a fishing line, and plenty of hours to go.

G                                        C                   D7            G


So when I pull off the road and feel the gravel below, I’m headed for home.

Verse 3:

Em    

  D                   C     

    G     
I let her down and sped away.  Left her cryin’ in the road.

Em    

    D           C     G     
I had nothing left to give anymore.

Em    

          D                    C     

G     
Now she wants me back.  I’m so confused, and too tired to wonder why.

Em    

D           C
G     
I think its time I headed home.

Chorus:

G       C                   D               G


Home is where I want to be, where I want to go.

G                                     C               D                  G


When I pull off the road and feel the gravel below, I know its time to unload.

G                             C                   D               G


There’s plenty of time with a fishing line, and plenty of hours to go.

G                                        C                   D7            G


So when I pull off the road and feel the gravel below, I’m headed for home.

Bridge (instrumental)

Em
C7
Em
C7
Em
C7       

B7    B7    B7
B7

Chorus: (Modulation)

E
A
B
E  (Repeat to Fade)


