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[Verse 1]

Out on a gravel road past the county line
There's a leaning post with a rusted sign

An old white farmhouse with paint long gone
And a red flag up though the family moved on

Every Sunday rain or shine

He pulls up slow in that '89

Puts it in park, and just sits a while

Then opens up the letters that still make him smile

[Chorus]

He writes to her like she's still around

Talks about the garden and their hometown

Tells her how the grandkids made the honor roll

How the nights get cold, when she ain’t there to hold
Leaves the letter in the box like they still get read

By the angel he’s been talking to since the day she left
You might think it's crazy, but to him it’s just love
Sent through the mailbox that delivers above

[Verse 2]

The paint keeps fallin' and the fields turn brown

But he still drives out when the sun goes down

With a shaky hand and a heavy heart

Signs his name “with love” like he had from the start

He don’t see ghosts, he don’t hear a sound

Just the wind through the corn and the leaves comin’ down
But sometimes he swears he feels her near

In the quiet as he wipes away a tear

[Chorus]

He writes to her like she's still around

Talks about the garden and their hometown

Tells her how the grandkids made the honor roll

How the nights get cold, when she ain’t there to hold
Leaves the letter in the box like they still get read

By the angel he’s been talking to since the day she left
You might think it's crazy, but to him it’s just love



Sent through the mailbox that delivers above

[Bridge]

That old box ain’t bound to time

It holds more hope than a hundred lines

Of prayers and poems he’ll never send

But he still believes they’ll reach her in the end

[Verse 3]

Now I’'m grown with kids of my own

But | still drive out there when | feel alone

And | swear | hear Grandpa’s voice so clear

Saying “Son, love’s not lost, you can send it from here...”

[Final Chorus]

He wrote to her like she never left

And | keep a pen on the dash, just like he kept

Telling her how her flowers still bloom each spring

How her lullabies still make the babies sing

We leave our letters in the box like they still get read

By the angels we've been talking to since the day they left
You might think it's crazy, but to us it’s just love

Sent through the mailbox that delivers above



