Hungry For You and Me

Written by John T. Wurzer

It's quarter 'till two and the TV has died,

I'm thinking of you and how hard you had tried,

At a time when I carried a truckload of pride,

And kept my emotions all locked up inside,

And it's nobody's fault but my own that you tried to get free.

I'm hungry for you and me.

And when I think of the times you sat there alone,

While I was out working on a life of my own,

It freezes my heart and I pick up the phone,

Then stop at the first sign of a dial tone,

Hang up, punch the wall, and let out a groan consciously.

I'm hungry for you and me.
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And when I'm making the bed I wonder why it's so bare.

When the morning has burned off all the wet silent air.

There was a dream in my hand and now it's only a song.

I've got a hole in my stomach that says I could've been wrong.

I've no cravings for wealth.  I'm not hungry for muffins or tea.

I'm hungry for you and me.

Soon I'm out on the street kicking pebbles and weeds

On a slow trip to nowhere, but I know where it leads.

Like an Eskimo grandpa whose been stripped of his beads,

I'm just trying to find out why the loneliness breeds,

And why the rest of the world has such mysterious needs, but not me.

I'm hungry for you and me.
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