The Grand Highway
 

Lying on the side of a highway far away

Sleeping in the backseat of my rusty car today

Looking thru my window out across the midnight sky

Thinking of how to say goodbye 

But it's right before your eyes

 

And maybe next year I'll come rolling back to you 

But in my head I feel that you are only highway number two

For it would hurt to travel on an unsettled ground

So you should know 

That this may be the last time I'm in town

 

What's wrong, well I just cannot say

What's wrong with me today

 

In time I may be sitting by your roadway waiting for you

Hitchhiking to the coast out on that pan american blue

But everybody knows that we don't know where to go

So I'll just pack up my bags and leave this place tomorrow

 

You've got to wake up and see reality

There are differences between you and me

Well I can feel the roadway and it's coming on strong

I think I'm headed out to where this man belongs

 

What's wrong, well I just cannot say

What's wrong with me today

