Hey There Blues Man

By John T. Wurzer

Hey there, blues man, what's happening today

Is your hard life getting better, or is everything still gray

Do you wake up in the morning, with the blues inside a sponge?

And then absorb a little more when you're out crawling through the grunge

And do you wring it out in nightclubs

For the tourists and the whores

On a street where some of the bars never close their doors.

Uh huh

Hey there, blues man, you got a story for the crowd

When the idle conversation gets annoying and too loud

Are the stories growing taller as your spine begins to curve?

Are you still there turning heads when the barstools start to swerve?

Was that you that I saw crying, or was there something in your eye?

On a street where music lives, but beauty has to die

Uh huh

Hey there, blues man, is there something in my throat

Am I turning into barnyard animals, a pig, a cow, a goat

Am I drinking in the wrong place because there's music in my head?

Am I living, Am I giving, or is it possible I'm dead

Hey there blues man, what you gonna do

When everyone you meet has some far eastern kinda flu

Uh huh

