Taking the blows
“You say, you want, your story to remain untold,

You say will give me a highway with no one on it,”

I hear her stories and I watch her picture, 

And I feel her pain, I feel her body aches

And her tears that never get to be free,

I feel those tears, her tears,

Falling from my eyes, dripping off my chin,

Covering my body like a flood,

And I pray and I ask, 

And I pray and I beg,

And I pray for her,

To let her find her hope,

To find her safe harbor in the storms,

To know that it’s like to be loved,

Cared for, wanted, and needed, 

And her happiness means as much

As someone else,

And the tears fall, and the dreams take me

Haunting me, and I let my heart break,

That maybe her heart won’t if I take the blow

And I walking around, listening to my music,

The pain that drips in the drops of sweat, 

Flooding down my body slowly,

Letting the rain of her tears wash over me,

And the pain of her heart beats in me,

And I would take the blows for her, 

I would take the yelling for her,

And the feelings of loss, I would take for her,

I would gladly pour into my soul… and into my heart

And take this all for her… and I wish,

And I beg, and I dream, and I Pray

For this to change,

And I beg for this to me and not her,

To let her have a good live,

And let me take her place.

To bleed for her, to let her bleed my blood,

And to cry my tears, like I cry her tears for her

And I am feel completely helpless,

And I want to free her,

But I can’t, but I would die to try…

I would die to make her happy…

To let her be free,

To here her be happy

To feel love…

If given a choice,

I would let my life end,

For her… 
Takes this and make something happen lord…

Please… 

Please God, let her be safe,

Please God, I am begging let her

Fine the joy she has lost…

Let her find love that is pure

Even at a my own end…

Please…

Lord please…

