Some Days Are Diamonds

ﬁhen you asked how I've Eeen here with—gut you,
I 1like to gay I've been fine and I go,

But we goth know the truth is hard to Some by,

And if I told the ETuth, that's not quite grue.

G C G
Some days are diamonds; some days are stone.

Em A D
Sometimes the hard times won't leave me a-lone.

G C G

Sometimes a cold wind blows a chill in my bones.
C G D G
Some days are diamonds; some days are stone.

Now the face that I zee in my ﬁirror,
More and ﬁore is a stranger to ﬁe.

More and ;ore I can see there's a ganger
In becoming what I EZver thought I'd Be.

G C G
Some days are diamonds; some days are stone.
Em A D
Sometimes the hard times won't leave me a-lone.
G C G
Sometimes a cold wind blows a chill in my bones.
C G D G

Some days are diamonds; some days are stone.

repeat



