
Angel

G         D                          Am
Angel came down from heaven 
                   C 
Yesterday, stayed with me just
F                          G         ( D - C )
long enough to rescue me - 
G             D              Am
And she told me a story yesterday
C                           F
about the sweet love between the
                        G
moon and the deep blue sea.
C                                         Eb
And then she spread her wings
         G                               Am
high over me -(she said) she's gonna
Bm                     CM7 - C7sus
come back tomorrow -(And I said)
F                           Gm
Fly on my sweet angel.......
Db       Bb       Eb        E         F
Fly   -  on   - thru  -  the   - sky
F                          Gm
Fly on my sweet angel......
Db                         Bb          Eb
Tomorrow  -  I'm gonna  - be - 
E                     F
by  -  your  -  side.

G                            D
Sure enough this morning she 
          Am           C   
came unto me, silver wings silhou-
F                          G         ( D-C )
-etted against a child's sunrise

G           D               Am           C
And my angel said unto me, today
          F           G
is the day for you to rise - 
C                                              Eb
Take my hand, you're gonna be 
                            G
my man, you're gonna rise - 
Am                                Bm
And then she took me high over
CM7 - C7sus
yonder - (And I said) (Chorus)solo



C                Bb                       F
After all the jacks are in their boxes
And the clowns have all gone to bed
You can hear happiness standin'
on down the street,
 G6            Bb6          Bb-B-C
Footprints dressed in red - 
And the wind whispers  -  Mary   -

A broom is drearily sweeping,
Up the broken pieces of yesterday's life,
Somewhere a queen is weeping,

Somewhere a king has no wife-
And the wind cries  -  Mary  -

Solo - C -Bb -F (3X)
           G - Bb - Db - F (4 each-F-8)

The traffic lights they turn blue tomorrow,
 and shine the emptiness down on my bed,
The tiny Island sends downstream -

 because the light that there was is dead
And the wind screams  - Mary - 

Will the wind ever remember, 
the names it has blown in the past?
And with its crush, its old age and its wisdom,

 it whispers no this will be the last,
And the wind cries  -  Mary  - 


