                                                        FILLIN’ STATION (3:44)                         

                                        @1982, natasha james, 40 miles of road/ASCAP


On a damp, misty mornin’ in a dreary city street 
A shot rings out while city's still asleep 

Some young kid who just felt the heat 
Lies face down in the gutter, nobody knows.                

Now his blood and his tears and some old gasoline 

Seep down the grate, his scream takes to wind   

You've cried your last laugh boy, laughed your last frown 

But you sure got out ‘fore the station closed down.

CHORUS :       Fillin station’s closed down, ( fillin’ ) station’s closed down               

                           now there's not much to do in this dead end town
SOLO 

Standin' round talkin' street corner jive

tears fall into cement gutters to hide 

why don't you laugh a little harder, baby, got your slick boy pride

ain't just children getting lonely in the night  

You and I sit as time passes by

drinkin' from our bottle of yesterdays

sayin, ain't we glad that we've gotten away

before the fillin station closed down.

CHORUS                             

SOLO 
And they're still drinkin’ beer out on the front porches

Tell me Jack's runnin’ round still carryin’ torches

for a girl who left such a long time ago

when all the fillin’ stations closed down.  

                            And like my long lost love (retard)

                            And my forgotten pride

                            I gotta run pretty fast

                            when the moon starts to rise.

                                         **************

