Your Shoes, My Shoes
By Tom Paxton

Chorus:  

Your shoes, my shoes
Done walked a mile or two.

Your shoes, my shoes,

Done all shoes can do.

(repeat)

They walk with Rosa

To the front of the bus.

They walked with Martin

When he prayed for us.

They walked with me

And they walked with you,

And they done all shoes can do.

(repeat)

They got no laces

And their heels broke down.

Soles so thin

That your feet hit the ground.

Can’t hardly tell

If they’re black or they’re brown,

But they’re good enough to get us to 
     Glory!

To Chorus: repeat

They been up the mountain

Where the trees won’t grow,

Been ‘cross the desert

Where they never seen snow.

Shoes so tired

That they can’t hardly go,

But they’re good enough to get us to glory!
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Left shoe, right shoe,

Don’t know the size.

Shoes on the ground

And eyes on the prize.

They been to the river

And they been baptized,

And they’re good enough to get us to
     Glory!

To chorus: repeat

They walked with Rosa

To the front of the bus, etc.

(repeat)

Coda:

And they’re good enough to get us to Glory!

