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MY IMMORTAL

Written by Ben Moody,
Amy Lee and David Hodges
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and it won't leave_ me a - lone.__ These wounds won't seem to heal._
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You used to captivate me
By your resonating light.

But, now I'm bound by the life you left behind.

Your face, it haunts

My once pleasant dreams.
Your voice, it chased away
All the sanity in me.

These wounds won’t seem to heal.

This pain is just too real.

There’s just too much that time can not erase.

(To Chorus:)




