Grief never grows old, 
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Grief never grows old, 
it never dies;
as fresh as the flowers 
as clear as the skies. 

My heart, it is empty. 
My feelings, grown cold.
But I'll always remember 
grief never grows old.

Love lives like a flame.
It flickers and dies.
It flares with a brightness 
that bewilders the eyes.

There is a burning 
so deep in my soul 
will always be with you,
grief never grows old.

Grief never leaves you.
It's hand in hand,
like an unresolved question
I don't understand.

And no one can answer,
no one can say 
why grief never grows old at all 
or fades away.

Time moves like the wind, 
the moment he gave,
time flies like an eagle 
from cradle to grave.

There are tears for your dying,
no harvest of gold, 
though all things must pass away,
grief never grows old.

Grief never leaves you (it never leaves you) 
It's hand in hand (it's hand in hand) 
like an unresolved question 
I don't understand (I don't understand) 

And no one can answer,
no one can say 
why grief never grows old at all 
or fades away.

Grief never grows old 
Grief never grows old 
Grief never grows old 
Grief never grows old 

Grief never grows old,
it falls with the rain.
It's a late summer evening 
the morning refrains 
and sorrow's an ocean 
as deep as it's cold.

Memories remind me 
grief never grows old.

Memories remind me 
grief never grows old,
grief never grows old.

Memories remind me 
grief never grows old,
grief never grows old.
