Damn, Damn

Vi

| don't go much for fantacy, It's a belly drop and an awful tease

To while away most every day, And think about love never made

But | saw a face an ageless face, to lauch a thousand ships to space
That | will never get much nearer, Looking through my rear view mirror

Every day is like today, A chain of cars that snakes its way

To all of those suburban homes Where tonight I'll lay my lonely bones

And the stop and go is numbing though, today I'm glad we're moving slow

I've seen an angel in the car behind, And it's enough to make a grown man cry

Chorus

Damn, damn this trafic jam

She's over there and | might be her man
Ten feet away and all the while

It might as well be a million miles

V2

As people go I'm like the most, I'd like a job that's kind of close

But mine takes me so far away, It makes for long and lonely days

And I fill the time up | have free, | make my meals and watch T.V.

And try not to think of what was lost, And what I've gained And at what cost

But thonight tht face will occupy, Centre stage in my mind's eye

I'll dream of me in a passion play, With the girl with the face I've seen today

And | wish that | could make this last, The time to see her face won't last

And she'll be gone when | blink my eyes, And it's enough to make a grown man cry

Chorus

V3

Well here we go | gotta push some gas, And get this vehicle moving fast
To keep up with the traffic flow, I'd like to stay but we're on the go

| see that face fading far from view, And there is nothing that | can do
To linger just a little while, | hope we stop in another mile

This highway's paved with forgotten dreams, And the sorid tales of guys like me
Who fantacise that they might find, Love at last in the car behind

I check my mirror nd can't believe, Her turn-off is here and she's gonna leave

| blow a kiss and wave goodby, And it's enough to make a grown man cry

Chorus
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