 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Country Sunday
written by Bart Butler, as sung by Jimmy Fortune

(Written in A, rekeyed for singing at Wiemers reunion)
   G                                              

Wind chimes hangin’ from a rusty nail, harmonizing with a whippoorwill

              C                                    G

And a willow weeping’ out in the yard.

  G                              

Church bells ringin’ in the mountain air, old men sittin’ in their rocking chairs

               C                                       G

In their suits and ties, and an old guitar.

  D

Toes a-tappin’ on that old front porch, 

                    C

   You can smell fried chicken through an old screen door— 

         Am  Bm  C  D                 G

On a co - - - - - ol     country Sunday.

   G

Dust comin’ up from down the road, family crowd startin’ to grow

       C                                        G

As time slows down in the afternoon.

   G

We all knew heaven wasn’t far away, Grandma’d sing “Amazing Grace,”

                  C                                       G

It meant supper time would be here soon.

   D                                                                   C

Before we sat down to break the bread, we’d all gather ‘round and bow our heads— 

         Am  Bm  C  D                 G

On a co - - - - - ol     country Sunday.

CHORUS:

Bm                                C            G                                               D

    Grandpa’d pray and say Amen, and thank the Lord we’re all together again.

D                                    B7                    Em                                  C

   Grandma’d smile and wipe her tears away, and we’d pass the plates,

         Am  Bm  C  D                 G

On a co - - - - - ol     country Sunday.

Country Sunday  (page 2)

   G

Mamma helped stack the plates in a pile, we’d all sit and talk for a while

             C                                            G

As the autumn breeze brought in the night.

   G

When we finally got around to sayin’ goodbye,

   Daddy would tell us how he dreaded the drive

             C                                           G

as the dogs would chase our red tail lights.

      D                                                                C

I’d sit in the back seat and count the cars till I fell asleep with a dream in my heart— 

         Am  Bm  C  D                 G

Of a co - - - - - ol     country Sunday.

CHORUS:

Bm                                C            G                                               D

    Grandpa’d pray and say Amen, and thank the Lord we’re all together again.

D                                    B7                    Em                                  C

   Grandma’d smile and wipe her tears away, and we’d pass the plates,

         Am  Bm  C  D                 G

On a co - - - - - ol     country Sunday.

         Am  Bm  C  D                 C              G

On a co - - - - - ol     country Sunday.

