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The A Team
Chester See

hey guys, i really wanted to know how to play this song by chester but i coul dn
t

find any tab of it so i thought of making it on ny own,its definitely not right
but it is kinda close

intro A
A A
White lips, pale face
A D E
Breathing in snow | akes
A A
Burnt |ungs, sour taste
A A
Li ght s gone, day s end
A D E
Struggling to pay rent
A A
Long ni ghts, strange nen
Bm
And t hey say
Bm D
She s in the Cass A Tea
A
Stuck in her daydream
A E
Been this way since eighteen
A D
But lately her face seens
A D
Sl owl y sinking, wasting
A
Crunmbling like pastries
A
And they scream
E E
The worst things in life come free to us
Bm D
Cause we re just under the upper hand
A E

And go nmad for a couple grams
D A



And she don t want to go outside tonight

Bm A
And in a pipe she flies to the Mtherland
G A
O sells love to another nan
G A
It s too cold outside
A E

For angels to fly

D A E
O000000000000CDO00000000000
CONTI NUE THE SAME WAY

Ri pped gl oves, rai ncoat

Tried to swimand stay afl oat
Dry house, wet clothes

Loose change, bank notes
Weary-eyed, dry throat

Call girl, no phone

And t hey say

She s in the Cass A Team

Stuck in her daydream

Been this way since eighteen

But |ately her face seens

Sl ow y sinking, wasting

Crunbling Iike pastries

And they scream

The worst things in life cone free to us
Cause we re just under the upper hand
And go nmad for a couple grams

And she don t want to go outside tonight
And in a pipe she flies to the Mtherland
O sells love to another nan

It s too cold outside

For angels to fly

An angel will die

Covered in white

Cl osed eye

And hoping for a better life

This tine, we || fade out tonight

Strai ght down the line

And t hey say

She s in the Class A Team
Stuck in her daydream

Been this way since eighteen
But | ately her face seens

Sl ow y sinking, wasting
Crunbling Iike pastries



They scream

The worst things in life come free to us
And we re all under the upper hand

Go mad for a couple grans

And we don t want to go outside tonight
And in a pipe we fly to the Mdtherl and
O sell love to another man

It s too cold outside

For angels to fly

Angels to fly

To fly, fly

For angels to fly, to fly, to fly

O angels to die



