
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chicano Park 

Music is a flame,  
Filling my ears with heat. 
So I listen to the way 
All these trunks beat 
 In Chicano Park. 
Day Ôtil night, 
Just swanginÕ and banginÕ 
While people look at the sight. 

84Õs & 22Õs 
Candy paint grey & blue, 
ChoppinÕ blades down the block. 
Some of the rims   
DonÕt even stop. 

The music keeps playinÕ 
While the screens keep hanginÕ 
Leather seats grippinÕ grain 
While people speak all their slang. 

Everybody gettinÕ along 
While they listen to their favorite songs. 
For once itÕs all good 
In this loud but quiet neighborhood. 

The music playinÕ the  
Slabs keep swanginÕ until 
It starts all over again  
 In Chicano Park. 
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