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1. This world is not my home, I'm fust a pass-log thru, My (reas-ures
2. They'reall ex - pect - ing me, and that's one thing I know, My Sav-lor
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are laid up some where be - yond the blae: The an - gels begk -bn me trom
pardoned me and now L on- ward go; 1  know He'll take me thru tho
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heav-en's op-en door,

I am weak and poor And | can’t feel at home in this world an -

0 Lord, you know have no friend like you, If  heav-en’s not my home O
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e an-yels beck -on me from heavea's 0 -pén door,
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