TEARS WILL NEVER STAIN THE STREETS OF THAT CITY
WRITER:  DOTTIE RAMBO

IF I COULD COUNT THE TEARS THAT HAVE FALLEN
IT WOULD SEEM LIKE AN OCEAN TO ME

AND IF MY HEART WERE A WINDOW YOU COULD LOOK THROUGH

OH THE PAIN AND SCARS YOU WOULD SEE

BUT TEARS WILL NEVER STAIN THE STREETS OF THAT CITY

NO WREATHS OF DEATH ON MY MANSION DOOR

TEARDROPS AREN’T WELCOME BEYOND THE GATES OF GLORY

‘CAUSE THE HEART WILL NEVER BREAK ANYMORE

I HAVE QUESTIONED THE LOSS OF A LOVED ONE

‘CAUSE THE GRAVE SEEMS SO FINAL AND COLD

BUT WE’LL MEET AGAIN WHERE DEATH HAS NO VICT’RY

IN A LAND WHERE WE’LL NEVER GROW OLD

AND TEARS WILL NEVER STAIN THE STREETS OF THAT CITY

NO WREATHS OF DEATH ON MY MANSION DOOR

TEARDROPS AREN’T WELCOME BEYOND THE GATES OF GLORY

‘CAUSE THE HEART WILL NEVER BREAK ANYMORE
I’VE NEVER MET ONE MAN WITHOUT SORROW

AND I’VE NEVER LOOKED INTO EYES WITH NO PAIN

BUT I KNOW A LAND WHERE GRIEF IS A STRANGER

AND JOY IS THE ONLY SONG WE’LL SING

AND TEARS WILL NEVER STAIN THE STREETS OF THAT CITY

NO WREATHS OF DEATH ON MY MANSION DOOR

TEARDROPS AREN’T WELCOME BEYOND THE GATES OF GLORY

‘CAUSE THE HEART WILL NEVER BREAK ANYMORE
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