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Fake WingsFake WingsFake WingsFake Wings
from .hack//SIGN

Arranged By: Eric Wastl
Composed By: Yuki Kajiura
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 Shine,  bright  mor - ning  light.  Now,  in  the  air  the  spring  is  com -  ing: 
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 sweet,  blow -  i - ing  wind  sing -  i - ing  down  the  hills  a - and  va - al - leys.  Keep  your  eyes  on 
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 me;  now,  we - e're  on  the  edge  o -  of  hell.  Dear  my  love,  sweet  mor - ning 
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 light,  wait  fo -  or  me,  you've  gone  mu - uch  fa -  ar - ther...  too  far. 
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 Shine,  bright  morn - ing 
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 light.  Now,  in  the  air  the  spring  is  com -  ing:  sweet,  blow -  i - ing  wind  sing -  i - ing 
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 down  the  hills  a - and  va - al - leys.  Keep  your  eyes  on  me;  now,  we - e're  on  the  edge  o -  of 

�

�

�

�

53 

� �� � ���� �

� �
� � �
 �

� � � � � �

� � 	 
� 	 
�

� � � � � � � �

� � � � �

� � � �� �

� �
�
� � � 	 
�

 hell.  Dear  my  love,  sweet  morn - ing  light,  wait  fo -  or  me,  you've  gone  mu - uch 
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 fa -  ar - ther...  too  far. 
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