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Chor ds used:

Am 002210 Asus4 002230
G 320033 D x00232
AH# 113331 Esus4 002200
- Bass 1 -

Play this 3 tines:

( Heartbeat )

( Strunming Guitar Am)
( Bass 1)

( Druns )

133211
032010



( Guitar lead)

Am F ( 4x )

Am Asus4 F G
Who woul d break a butterfly on the wheel ?

Am Asus4 F G
Not me, ny precious child

Am Asus4 F
Sweet angel wrap nme in your velvet clothes ny dear
Am Asus4 F G

Love s a sweet one goddess | invited here
D C A# C
So many tinmes | call your name

D C A# C
Unh baby baby pl ease
D CA# C
So many tines | call your nane
D C A#
Un yeah
Asus4 A F G
Before the night is through
Asus4 A F G
Grant me one | ast w sh
Asus4 A F G
Sweet soul asyl um
Asus4 A F G

An everl asting kiss

Who woul d crush this worman on the foot ?

Unh not me ny chosen one ( ny chosen one )

Sweet angel wrap nme in your velvet clothes ny dear
Love s a sweet one goddess | invited here

So many tines | call your nane
Oh pl ease baby yeah
So many tines | call your nane

Before the night is through
Grant me one | ast w sh
Sweet soul asyl um

An everl asting kiss

( Guitar solo)
( Bass 1)

Bm C
Brv C



So many tinmes | call your nane
Ch baby baby pl ease
So many tines | call your nane

(Before the night is through) Before the night is through
(Grant nme one | ast wi sh) Grant ne one |l ast wi sh

Sweet soul asylum

An everl asting kiss

Before the night is through
Grant me one | ast w sh
Sweet soul asylum

An everl asting kiss

Asusd4 A F G
Sweet soul asyl um yeah
Asus4 A F G

Oh sweet soul asylum yeah
Asus4 A F G
Sweet soul yeah

Asus4 A F G Esus4 Am

Sweet soul asylum oh oh

| Luis Ferreira | You see a city in the desert lies |
| | The vanity of an ancient king |
| *| The city lies in broken pieces |

I

| Were the wind hows and the vultures sing |



