Out On the Road

By John T. Wurzer

You waited for me to get lonely, you waited too long

Playing the part of the stoic, you played it too strong

So I took a ride through this great big land

Columbus Ohio to Birmingham, Alabama

Seen Texarkana to Chesapeake Bay

From Greenwich Village and all the way to Atlanta

While you with your suitcase of lies say

Home with a missing Orange Cat, I could've had ya

Out on the road

You waited for me to get weary, my eyes never closed

And while you were watching the late show, I hit the road

Hartford Connecticut, Erie PA

Virginia Beach, and Rahliegh North Carolina

Bleeker Street, Route 58

The Fourth Street Pub, and a meal that I ate at Fred’s Diner

Now Bourbon Street's calling my name out loud

Got to get lost in an animal crowd feeling finer

Out on the road

You never no what you'll be missing, until it is gone

You always come out with the best lines, after the song

Life isn't funny, but I'll wear a grin

Thinking 'bout all of the places that I haven't been to

Wearing a Panama fisherman's hat

Talking 'bout freedom and things like that, that I cling to

It don't ever take me much time

Just a bundle of blues that I'm putting an end to

Out on the Road

