
It's Hard To Be Humble 
 

Music and Words by:  Mac Davis 
Arranged by: Ron Chamberlin 
 

 

Mac Davis said he was headlinin' in a great big nightclub.  They’d put him up a couple of days 

early in what they called the "Star Suite".   Now, there he was, headlinin' in one of the biggest 

nightclubs in the country and he woke up at eight o'clock in the morning, in this big empty 

"Star Suite", all by himself.  So, he did what he always did to cheer himself up.  He picked up 

his guitar, sat down and, with tongue in cheek, wrote himself a little song.  It’s about how it felt 

to be all ‘alone’ at the top of the hill, and tryin' to figure out why.  When he sang it, audiences 

loved it.  They always sang along on the chorus, which is where it starts  . . .  
 

 

3/4 Time 
 

 

CHORUS:  
 

                                     /     /        /     /       /       /        /       /    

   O  h h h h h h . . .          Lord,        it's  hard     to be   hum - ble,            
 

/    /     /                    /       /      /     /     /         /       /      / 

        When you're  per - fect  in   ev    -    er -y    way. 

 
 

/   /     /     /       /      /         /     /      /         /     /      /   

            I  can't  wait     to look  in       the mir-ror,  
 

/    /      /            /     /      /        /     /       /        /     / 

         ‘cause  I  get  bet -ter   look -in'  each  day. 
 

 
 

/    /      /        /     /      /      /     /      /       /      /       /   

            To   know      me     is          to   love    me 
 

/    /     /      /        /     /     /      /       /         /      /    

             I   must   be    a   hell   of     a     man. 
 



/   /      /        /     /      /        /     /        /        /      /   

           Oh  Lord,        it's   hard     to be     hum -ble,           

/    /     /            /       /        /     /     /        /      / 

          but I'm   do - in'   the   best  that  I    can! 

 

VERSE: 

/   /     /       /      /      /     /      /     /        /        /   

            I     used         to   have         a   girl-friend, 
 

/   /      /            /       /        /         /      /       /         /      / 

           but  I  guess  she   just   could -n't  com –pete 

 
 

 

/   /     /        /      /         /        /     /      /          /      /       /   

          With  all    of    these   love  - starved  wo - men 
 

/    /      /               /       /       /       /     /      /         /      / 

          who keep clam - or - ing    at           my    feet. 

 
 

/   /       /         /       /      /       /      /      /      /       /       /   

         I could prob - a -  bly  find  me   a  -  no - ther,          
 

/    /      /           /         /          /           /     /      /        /     / 

           but I   guess  they're  all in   awe         of     me. 
 

/   /     /         /      /      /      /       /       /         /       /   

         Who  cares?        I     ne - ver   get   lone-some, 
 

/    /      /               /        /       /       /        /       /      /      / 

         cause  I    trea - sure   my  own  com - pa -  ny. 
 

 

(Repeat Chorus)  
 



 

/   /    /       /         /        /      /      /    /     /      /    

           I  guess  you  could   say  I'm  a   lon - er, 
 

/   /    /      /     /      /      /        /         /       /     / 

          a   cow-boy  out-law, tough  and  proud. 

 
 

/   /            /               /        /      /       /          /     /     /         /      /                 

         Well, I could  have   lots - a   friends   if    I   want - ed, 
 

/   /            /             /      /         /           /        /         /         /      / 

        But then I    would - n't stand   out   from   the   crowd. 
 

 
 

/   /      /          /        /       /             /       /      /     /             /        / 

         Some   folks   say        that   I'm   "e - go - tis - ti  - cal". 
 

/   /     /             /       /      /         /         /           /           /     / 

         Hell, I   don't   e - ven   know   what   that   means! 
 

/   /     /      /       /      /        /          /        /      /        /          

            I   guess   it   has   some - thing   to    do   with   the  
 

  /        /       /         /       /        /       /          /           /       /       / 

way   that    I       fill    out   my   skin- tight   blue   jeans. 
 

 

 

(Repeat Chorus) 
 


