Road Blues

Another lumpy hotel bed, 
Another meal alone. 
Another town, another state
Another night wondering what you’re doing while I’m gone.
I’m rolling west,
You’re staying put. 
I’m riding fast, 
You’re standing still.
I’m missing you, 
You’re standing on the porch watching me go.
Again. 
I’m looking through my rearview mirror, hoping to catch 
Another glimpse of you, 
Turning to look for me, 
But you’re gone. 
I’m the one leaving, 
But you’re the one that’s gone. 
You’re on the porch, 
Our porch, 
Watching me kick up a cloud of dust at the end of the drive, 
I don’t know where I’m going, 
But I know I’m chasing you. 
I’m driving, 
You’re standing still, 
But I’m the one chasing you. 




