Living on a  Song

By John T. Wurzer

I don't listen to the music like I used to

Listen to the music when I used to

Listen to the music all night long

I can't stop from getting older like my brothers

Stop from getting older like the others

Stop from getting older rites from wrong.

I won't let myself put my time into a teacup

Just to give myself the time to keep up

With men who never tried to live a song.

I keep thinking of the highway when I'm dreaming

Thinking of the highway people screaming

Thinking that the highway makes you strong

When you're living on a song.

When you're living for the fears you can't resolve

Inside the cryptogram of life that you can't solve

The pieces jumbled, out of place, and half-insane

A hobo's paradise, that no one can explain.

It doesn't seem to matter what I look at

Doesn't seem to matter if the fat cat

Doesn't seem to matter when he's gone.

I keep hearing people screaming from the gutter

Hearing people screaming, "Send me butter."

Hearing people screaming, "Help me along."

I won't let the world put my hopes into a payroll

Just to get the things I want inside of my hole

Living with an object seems so wrong

I keep thinking of the highway roads a winding

Thinking of the highway sounds worth finding

Thinking that the highway holds the dawn.

When you're living on a song.

When you're living for the fears you can't resolve

Inside the cryptogram of life that you can't solve

The pieces jumbled, out of place, and half-insane

A hobo's paradise, that no one can explain.

