
Seven Woes  
Words by: Sam Arias, Eric Himes and David Shay; Music by: Samuel Arias 

 

INTRO: 
Em / C / | G / / / | 
 

VERSE 1: 

Em   C  G                                Em     C G 

Woe to me, when I betray the words I preach,  

                           Em              C         G            D/F#       

When I shut the Kingdom to others      and myself,  

Em  C  G 

Woe to me. 
 

VERSE 2: 

Em  C    G                                  Em  C       G 

If      I    taught others of You—the  living God— 

                         Em          C        G                    D/F# 

If I taught them a dead religion,    but not true faith,  

Em  C  G 

Woe to me.  
 

VERSE 3: 

Em   C  G                              Em  C  G 

Woe to me, when I swear by sacred things,  

                            Em          C      G                D/F#       

When I pull You into a promise,    to get my way,  

Em  C  G 

Woe to me. 
 

INTERLUDE: 
Em / C / | G / / / | X2 

 

Matthew 23:13-36 

But woe to you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! For you shut up the kingdom of heaven against men; for you neither go in 

yourselves, nor do you allow those who are entering to go in. Woe to you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! For you devour widows’ 

houses, and for a pretense make long prayers. Therefore you will receive greater condemnation. Woe to you, scribes and Pharisees, 

hypocrites! For you travel land and sea to win one proselyte, and when he is won, you make him twice as much a son of hell as 

yourselves. Woe to you, blind guides, who say, ‘Whoever swears by the temple, it is nothing; but whoever swears by the gold of the 

temple, he is obliged to perform it.’ Fools and blind! For which is greater, the gold or the temple that sanctifies the gold? And, 

‘Whoever swears by the altar, it is nothing; but whoever swears by the gift that is on it, he is obliged to perform it.’ Fools and blind! 

For which is greater, the gift or the altar that sanctifies the gift? Therefore he who swears by the altar, swears by it and by all things 

on it. He who swears by the temple, swears by it and by Him who dwells in it. And he who swears by heaven, swears by the throne of 

God and by Him who sits on it. Woe to you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! For you pay tithe of mint and anise and cummin, and 

have neglected the weightier matters of the law: justice and mercy and faith. These you ought to have done, without leaving the others 

undone. Blind guides, who strain out a gnat and swallow a camel! Woe to you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! For you cleanse the 

outside of the cup and dish, but inside they are full of extortion and self-indulgence. Blind Pharisee, first cleanse the inside of the cup 

and dish, that the outside of them may be clean also. Woe to you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! For you are like whitewashed 

tombs which indeed appear beautiful outwardly, but inside are full of dead men’s bones and all uncleanness. Even so you also 

outwardly appear righteous to men, but inside you are full of hypocrisy and lawlessness. 



VERSE 4: 

Em C      G                               Em C     G 

  I   can’t see the law I keep is keeping me, 

                                     Em        C         G                  D/F# 

From love and mercy.  If I lack justice    my tithe is worthless.  

Em  C  G 

Woe to me.  
 

VERSE 5: 

Em   C  G                         Em  C   G 

Woe to me if I show You hypocrisy.  

                    Em                   C          G                D/F#       

If my cup is clean from the outside,    but not within,  

Em  C  G 

Woe to me. 
 

VERSE 6: 

Em  C     G                                    Em C       G 

  I    may look righteous, but with secrets untold, 

                                 Em              C          G                  D/F# 

Like a whitewashed tomb on the outside,    I’m dead within.  

Em  C  G 

Woe to me.  
 

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE: 
Em / C / | G / / / | Em / C / | G / / / | 

Em / C / | G / D/F# / | Em / C / | G / / / | 
 

VERSE 7: 

Em  C   G                             Em    C  G 

Woe to me, when I sing but don’t believe, 

                              Em  C  G 

I praise You like a Pharisee; 

                                    Em                C                   G                  D/F# 

Who can’t escape the guilt of Your judgment for killing Your prophets. 

Em  C  G 

Woe to me.  

Matthew 23:29-36 

Woe to you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! Because you build the tombs of the prophets and adorn the monuments of the righteous, 

and say, ‘If we had lived in the days of our fathers, we would not have been partakers with them in the blood of the prophets.’ 

Therefore you are witnesses against yourselves that you are sons of those who murdered the prophets. Fill up, then, the measure of 

your fathers’ guilt. Serpents, brood of vipers! How can you escape the condemnation of hell? Therefore, indeed, I send you prophets, 

wise men, and scribes: some of them you will kill and crucify, and some of them you will scourge in your synagogues and persecute 

from city to city, that on you may come all the righteous blood shed on the earth, from the blood of righteous Abel to the blood of 

Zechariah, son of Berechiah, whom you murdered between the temple and the altar. Assuredly, I say to you, all these things will come 

upon this generation. 


