The Prince Of Steelton
Well, I know a place where the dirt meets the grass, All the answers are there, you just gotta ask.

The trees meet the sky and the air is crisp and fine, and I can just close my eyes and go back in time

to a place called Steelton.  It’s what it was called.

All the characters are real.  They each have their own story, some stuck gold some are just sorry.

There’s not a side-walk in sight, there’s no concrete, it’s just a small little hood where the truth is always in reach.

And, it’s called Steelton.  It’s what it’s called.

Steelton. Oh yeah, it’s something to believe in.

It’s the center of the universe, yet it has no store.  Its had just nine streets, but a soul you can’t ignore.

The Prince, well he left years ago it was late one spring, yet every other fall when he comes back he returns as king of Steelton.  It’s what it was called.

The signs no longer there but it’s still Steelton.

It’s something to believe in.

And the Prince he always returns to the call… of Steelton.

I’m gonna ride down Bryant Street.

2009 Copyright by Tom Marvich
http://www.classicbuffalo.com/TomMarvich.htm
