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There’s a Line Between Beauty and Pain 

(Verse 1) 

She stands before the mirror, the glass tells no lies, 

A face like a sunrise, but shadows in her eyes. 

The world sees perfection, a vision divine, 

But she’s lost in the silence of a heart with trauma inside. 

She paints on a smile, it’s her armor each day, 

Hiding the cracks where the darkness plays. 

Her beauty’s a secret, her pain a scar, 
There’s a line between beauty and pain. 

(Chorus) 

There’s a line between beauty and pain, 

Where the sunshine fades into the rain. 

A perfect reflection she can’t embrace, 

Cause the girl she sees feels out of place. 

Her heart’s a storm she can’t explain, 

There’s a line between beauty and pain. 

(Verse 2) 

Her laughter’s a melody, sweet and untrue, 

A song for the world, but not for you. 

Behind every glance, there’s a story untold, 

Of battles she fights in a world so cold. 

The mirror’s a stranger, it shows what it wants, 

But it hides the ache of her private thoughts. 

She wears her beauty like a fragile chain, 

There’s a line between beauty and pain. 

(Chorus) 

There’s a line between beauty and pain, 

Where the sunshine fades into the rain. 

A perfect reflection she can’t embrace, 

Cause the girl she sees feels out of place. 
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Her heart’s a storm she can’t explain, 

There’s a line between beauty and pain. 

(Bridge) 

If only she’d see the light she holds, 

The fire inside that’s worth more than gold. 

Her beauty’s not just in the mirror’s frame, 

It’s in the strength she shows through the pain. 

(Harmonica solo: Soft and melancholy, rising into hope) 

(Chorus) 

There’s a line between beauty and pain, 

She’s stronger than the scars that remain. 

A perfect reflection she’ll someday face, 

The girl inside will find her place. 

Her heart’s a storm that love can tame, 

There’s a line between beauty and pain. 

(Outro) 

She steps away from the mirror’s glare, 

Her beauty and strength beyond compare. 

The world may never seem the same, 

There’s a line between beauty and pain. 

 


