Broken Man

By John T. Wurzer

Like a teenager in love I sat there waiting by the phone

On a Christmas night with sorrow in my spine

You see I closed the pathways to my heart, to reconstruct those roads

So overused from shipping heartbreak down the line

REFRAIN:

Girl, you're a heartache on the highway

And it hurts too much to drive

Across the river of my melted tired mind

I know I'll never have it my way

At least as long as you're alive

Why don't you find somebody else

And leave this broken man behind

So I open up a package from my brother in New York

Always so proper with the finest gifts to give

But that phone still sits in silence, like a broken-down old car

While I wonder where it is that you must live

REFRAIN

A message or an insult, a kind work or a joust

That's all I seek as I sit silent in the dark

But that phone ain't gonna ring, I hide my head inside my hands

And wish these perfect pangs of sorrow would depart

REFRAIN

The room gets icy cold and spirits seep in through the walls

They're laughing hard at the exhaustion in my face

I'm driving thoughts of you from my overactive dreams

Because I know I'll find a better loving space

You were a heartache on a highway

That it hurt too much to drive

You were a river in my melted tired mind

Now I've got to have it my way

And forget that you're alive

Why don't you find somebody else

Another broken man to blind

