ARIZONA
Words: Mike Appel [ Music: Ken Rose @ 2003

| dream about you walkin™ barefoot in the ¢and

The Softness of vour ¢kin, vour face between my hands
Every aivport looks the ame, 5g+ a ticket in my hand
Thig beat-up 5yH‘ar’§ all | need;” don’t expect you o understand
| follow the road to my desting

Sometimes | wonder wh

But baby don’t cry

Arizona, this time the road leads home

To ¢ee your Chevenne enes

Under painted, desert ¢Kieg

Arizona, for those nizhts you ¢lept alone

Pll make love fo you wrapped in your buckskin blves

Arizona, Avizona, Arizona

With Fhoenix in my rearview
[ look across the 7ain

Those thunder clovds are vollin’ 1n
The wind cries ovt Your name

§1Lop ed 1o drink some water
At those cacred Indian wellg
| felt vour hot breath on my neck
And the magio of your QPC”Q

[ wanna know all your Secvets
A< | hold vov here in bed
[ want ingide your head

Arizona, forzet about the past

[ts heve and now, st vou and me

lets make the moment ?aé%

Arizona, | love you, this | swear

So shake my ved bandana from vour silky jet-black hair, Avizona

Kap Fart:

This Medicine Wheels turnin® vound and round
And thi¢ Harley knonws how 1o cover zyround

And you wanna know, will | stick arouftd?

These years | wear like a crown of thorng

Like this black leather jacket, my souls been torn
ﬂqoxgh a (& ps ¢ heartzant be Wrong.
Somé&times | ' wish | was never born

[nstrvmental:

Arizona, a¢ the F/aé(c flies

Lett face it | can™ ¢tay forever
So no more lon 59001bl/’6§
Avizons, il WeOmeet again
vaya con diog my love, Jvé‘& one lagt kigg “fil then



