In Your Ways (Patterns)
[E,  C#min]
B






C#min
I've spent a long time in your days

I've spent a long time in your days

B






F#min

I've spent a long time in your days
 


   C#min



  A
And I wouldn't change a word you've said


E(9)


  B

Or the world I see, its views of me  (it’s too use to me)
F#min 



C#min

To feel what's true and to see what's real



A     

  E

Is to descend into the mind again 


G#min



 B
and I find what is sentenced to my end

B






C#min
I spent a long time in your ways 

B






F#min
I spent a long time in your ways

   C#min 

   A 
And I wouldn't change the way I took them in


E(9) 


 B




Or trade the times that I began

      F#min 

   C#min 



To feel the corners in my life,


  A 


   




E




The stitches in my pride, the strongest wound on my side


     G#min



   B
And I'll brand my insides with the fruit of life

F#min 

   
    C#min
My heart is a glove that I peel for the love 

    A 




E(9)
And I’m covered in the colors that come from above

   B



   F#min
When I taste the truth that grew from your hand

  C#min




     A



And I begin to understand that what is real 


E

   G#min      B
comes back again, in the end

F#min,  C#min,  A ,  
    E(9),   

B,  

F#min,  C#min,  A,   
E,  

G#min, B
[E,  C#min]
And I feel all the colors in the taste of the truth

That grew from my hand and I feel it again

And I find in the streets when I sleep in their sheets

(old)

….

G#min


E

Is to descend into the mind again 


F#min




A

and I find what is sentenced to my end

…….
A 




E

And I wouldn't change the way I took them in



B



F#min

Or trade the times that I began

   C#min 


A
To feel the corners in my life,


E



B






C#min
The stitches in my pride, the strongest wound on my side





G#min



   E
And I'll brand my insides with the fruit of life

B






F#min 
My heart is a glove that I peel for the love 

A 




E

And I find in the streets when I sleep in their sheets

And taste the truth that grew from your hand

And I begin to understand that what is real comes back again, in the end

And I feel all the colors in the taste of the truth

That grew from my hand and I feel it again
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In Your Ways (Patterns) Instrumental:
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