   You Made My Story Sing
We met on that Texas cattle farm
Where the air smelled of live oak
And second chances
The kind of place 
Where hearts breathe easier
And stories find their way out of hiding
I was still holding mine too tight
Afraid to let the pain speak its name
But you…
You heard it anyway
Not just the words, 
But the ache between them
The trembling truth beneath my skin
You took my broken story
The one I thought would 
Always sound like sorrow
And somehow turned it into 
Something beautiful
You shaped my silence into song
And grief into grace
When you sang those words,
The ones I barely had the 
Courage to write
I felt the weight lift –
Like the horizon itself was exhaling
You didn’t just help write a song
You gave my story wings
You gave my pain a melody
And my heart released a hum again
Now every time I hear your voice
I’m back on that Texas farm
The sun soft on the fields
The gravel roads stretching wide
And my soul-Finally free to sing along

