Ashes of Angels   (/“Pouring Ash”) (55bpm)
V:
[Emadd9

G/F#, G 

G/F#]
[I] feel the cancer, as it takes hold

Yellowed pictures, and lies I’ve sold

Raging pages, [now] don’t mean a thing

I’ve focused beyond, living past the sting

C:
D/F#,
Cadd9,
Emadd9

I’ve found my day, and someday you’ll find yours

But for the moment, I remember the Ashes of Angels
Aging memories, are worth the wait, I’m told

Angered reasons, are worth their weight in gold

There’s more to the truth, than just one side…. But
I’ll never forgive you for the time I had to spend inside my mind
I’m just a fire, burning for the past

And when it’s over, I’m never coming back
I’m sorry that I suck at being myself

But it’s true and you can’t even make up a fuckin’ word to help

(hold on Emadd9    a bit.. then verse)
Alt. V:
There ain’t no comfort, until you’re content

Anything else is just a lie, you buy, and then you’re spent







… you will find…a marginal descent
(…or the time I was driven into myself)

*try a D-Em-C at end or sometime 
