Flowers Through Stone
(Words and Music by Gino Ruberto ©1993)

She’s like the dog beneath his table

Who sits and begs for scraps of his affection

But he starves her every night

And a broken soul, so weary

Sighs, and reaches for the light.

Her tears are like whispers

That roll into her ears while he is sleeping

And my God, it’s such a crime

How this gentle heart will harden like a scab in time.

Chorus:
But she’s always heard the pain will help you grow




And Lord she has grown




If a flower can grow through a stone




She damn sure can make it on her own.

She wakes on summer mornings

To the echo of the church bells in the distance

Are they funeral bells or wedding bells?

She just can’t tell

The truth is either one of them

Can take you straight to hell.

Chorus:
But she’s always heard the pain will help you grow




And Lord she has grown




If a flower can grow through a stone




She damn sure can make it on her own.

Chorus:
But she’s always heard the pain will help you grow




And Lord she has grown




If a flower can grow through a stone




She damn sure can make it on her own




Yes, she damn sure can make it on her own.


