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I was walking home, the sky dimmed gray,
The rhythm of footsteps led the way.
Earbuds in, the world slipped small,
And then Mac's voice began to call.
"The world is so small, 'til it ain't,"
A line so real, it made me think.
The beat was steady, the flow so smooth,
A bittersweet tone I couldn’t lose.
"I’m buildin’ up a wall 'til it break,"
A truth that echoed with every step I’d take.
The weight of it hit, like cracks in stone,
A reminder we all stand alone.
The night was quiet, the streetlights dim,
But his voice felt like a distant hymn.
It wrapped around me, steady and warm,
A lullaby, a shelter from the storm.
Each step I took kept time in my mind,
His words, like truth, were raw and kind.
The melody lingered, calm yet deep,
A song that stirred, awake or asleep.
I thought of walls, and walls inside,
How we build them up, then run to hide.
Mac’s voice was a bridge, a call to break,
A reason to trust, a reason to shake.
The streetlights hummed, the night felt near,
His voice, like a friend, steady and clear.
The tune was soft, but the meaning was loud,
A song for the lost, the hopeful, the proud.
Mac’s music taught me to pause and feel,
To face my life, to make it real.
Each lyric a guide, each note a sign,
To walk my path, and make it mine.
Now, when I write, I hear him still,
A voice that guides, a voice that will.
Mac’s music stays, like a constant light,
A flame that burns, both day and night.

