It’s Friday ... But Sunday’s A-Comin’
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Verse 1

Friday, the sky was black when the sabbath eve began 
Friday, palate washed his hands of the blood of an innocent man
Friday! Thirty pieces of silver lay deserted in an empty room
Friday, and a crown of thorns mocked the King of all the Jews 
And it was Friday, Friday, cold dark Friday 
Verse 2

Judas swings from a tree, the others run away and hide
Friday, the Lord is silent as the mobs scream crucify
Friday, believers mourn His death in a dark and secret room 
Friday, and their dream is crushed and they've locked it in a tomb 
It may be Friday, Friday
Chorus

Oh, but Sunday’s a-comin’, Sunday’s a-comin’
It may be Friday, oh but Sunday’s on its way 
Sunday's a-comin’ Sunday’s a-comin’ 

It may be Friday oh, but Sunday’s on its way 
Verse 3

Friday, and hearts are black with the bitterness of sin 
Friday, the streets run red with the blood of innocent men
Friday, starving children lay deserted in an empty room 
Friday, and the holocaust mocks the worth of millions of Jews 
It may be Friday, Friday, cold dark Friday
Verse 4

And you feel betrayed by the ones you trusted so 
Friday, and the good times seem so very long ago 
Friday, your broken world is shakin’ under your feet
Friday, your dreams are crushed, you're no stranger to defeat 
It may be Friday, Friday 
Chorus 2

Oh, but Sunday’s a-comin’ Sunday’s a-comin’
Sunday's on its way lift up your heads and say  
Sunday's a-comin’ Sunday’s a-comin’ 
Sunday's on its way lift up your heads and say  
Vamp

Sunday's a-comin', Sunday’s a-comin'
Sunday’s a-comin’, Sunday’s a-comin’
Sunday’s on its way won’t you lift up your heads and say…
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