Angelica

There’s a Main Street goin’ through town with trees on each side makes me want to slow down.

It’s got a Post Office, a General Store, a Fire House and Bar but not a whole lot more.

It kinda looks like a ghost town whenever I’m there but it gets my feet back on the ground.

It’s gentle and war, it’s crisp and gold and I fall in love every time I roll down that road.

I look over at Frankie, we’re in his pick-up truck, he’s the driver and a friend I can’t get enough of.

This sleep ol’ town, this little bit of Heaven fills the villager’s hearts twenty-four seven…

Angelica. Angelica where are you now?

Cause I’ve been livin’ out on the LA coast, sometimes it breaks my heart just to call it home.

It’s got everything there that you’d ever want to do but everyone’s movin’ here cause they know it too.

The stars up in the sky that I cannot see have fallen’ on the hills not far from me.

It all make me want to give up and fly back east for Angelica is there waiting for me with it’s Main Street

Goin’ through town, with trees on each side wantin’ me to slow down and stop… and breathe.

Breathe in Angelica, with its railroad track and its sun goin’ down

Angelica, yeah yeah, I can almost see you now.

Angelica, it’s a town where history lives!
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