
IM ON THE MOVE 

 

V1 

 

Moving to a new home again 

Wish I could find a good old friend 

With any luuck who has a truck 

To help me out form getting stuck 

 

Stuck here for two years less a day 

Anywhere is prison if you don’t want to stay 

I got my ticket out of here 

To another place and for another year 

 

Year after year I’ve moved around 

To find a decent place that can’t be found 

I came to this city of opportunity 

To get in on the boom economy 

 

Bust goes my goals to get ahead 

Just trying to pay for a foof overhead 

I don’t really need a Taj Mahal 

Just a quiet ceiling and 4 clean walls 

 

Chorus 

 

All of my life is distilled to a few 

Relics residing in cardboard cubes 

Boxes full of memories stacked up in the front yard 

Add up to the sum of me packed up in my old car 

I’m on the move…on the move…on the move…gotta move 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



V2 

 

A gypsy’s cursed with a restless soul 

Planting a seed is a futile goal 

I want my life to grow some shoots 

But I’m prevented from putting down roots 

 

The roots of my past like routes on a map 

Wind a crooked line into a rental trap 

Of always seaching for a new home 

A nice little place to call my own 

 

My dad was a worker just like me 

Who had a little house and a little family 

I hope that I am as good as him 

Prospects are a little dim 

 

Dim witted is what I’m feeling now 

I shouold be smart enough to figure out how 

To get into the perfect lease 

And find a little place to live in peace 

 

Chorus 

 

V3 

 

What to keep and what to throw 

Not much room for memories to go 

Compact is m style of life 

Wish I had room to occupy 

 

Romance is on the hold again 

Wish I could find a nice new friend 

But my love seat is come undone 

From the nuts and bolts that I’ve unspun 

 

Spin goes the packing tape round and round 

Binding up the things that I need found 

It seems like such a long long trip 

I hope this sticky tape will stick 

 

Sticking out my foot I’m feeling blind 

Arms full of boxes not left behind 

I stumble forward and side to side 

And once again I catch my stride 

 



Chorus 
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