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A/D/A/E/A


and though I wanted to believe you


I knew truly it was a lie


and though you meant a lot then


you're nothing more than a memory now





D/A


'cause I have to move on


and see it in another light


or at least with a clear head


or be willing to defend





A/D/A/E/A


and though I thought that you were real


I realized I made you this way


and deep inside that lovely frame


rests the devil inside your heart (Joanna)





D/A


but I'm trying to leave


but these thoughts catch up to me


and I still think of you


but, it's not the same when you're not here





A/D/A/E/A


