
  
 
(I Think I was) Misled             Music & Lyrics by Simon Todd 
 
(Capo 3rd fret, chord shapes shown) 
 
 
D       A7sus4/E 

Maybe eight years old, I remember accusation 
Em7         A7sus4/E            

  The Whitley sand engulfed my mother’s wedding band 
D             A7sus4/E 
  At family outings someone always went home weeping 
Em7             A7sus4/E                A7 

    No one questioned why it wasn’t on her hand 
Bm    F#m   
   Six years on, interrogation from my Father 
Em                              A7sus4/E     A7 

   He called me thief before a single word was said 
D         A7sus4/E 
  He spoke of honesty, of morals and of standards 
Em7            A7sus4/E          A7                  D 
He said they were important,     but I think I was misled 
 
 
D                   A7sus4/E 

  My best friend at the time, he called me up with questions 
Em7       A7sus4/E 
    His girlfriend told him that I came into her bed 
D                      A7sus4/E 
And not until they split up did she tell him she’d been lying 
Em7                    A7sus4/E                A7 

These are scars I’ll carry ‘til the day that I am dead 
Bm            F#m 
    Not a day goes by without somebody preaching 
Em     Em7                        A7sus4/E     A7 

  About doing right by fellow man, “be true” it’s said 
D               A7sus4/E 
   Live your life by rules some paragon invented 
         Em7                   A7sus4/E          A7                  D 
I was told it was important,      but I think I was misled 
 
 
G    F#m 
  Turn the other cheek, you will find as you seek 
Em     A7sus4/E                            A7 
  Think twice before you speak, “As thou hast sown so shalt thou reap” 
G                 F#m 
  You may defend your ground, just don’t knock them down 
      Em       F#m             A7sus4/E         A          D 
For persecutions’ reach is always one-step more than you can ever run 
 



 
 
 
D                A7sus4/E 

  I met a man who seemed convinced that he was Jesus 
Em7        A7sus4/E                         A7 

   But I soon sussed that he was just a drunk like me 
D                      A7sus4/E 

  Stumbling through each moment searching for salvation 
 
Em7     A7sus4/E              A7 

    Not realising that salvation has a fee 
Bm                       F#m 
   Every harsh word, drop of vitriol I spit out 
Em          Em7                        A7sus4/E     A7 

   Every penance, contrite thought inside my head 
D                          A7sus4/E 
   They make me question why we’re taught to love compassion 
              Em7                   A7sus4/E           A7                        D 
We were told it was important, but I think we were misled 
 


