                                         MICHIGAN

                              (Gregory Dean Crouch)

1) If you wait until autumn, this state it is awesome

    Her woodlands are ablaze , you’ll see colors galore

    It’s a dream that will take you to the streams and the lake views

    Where you should stand and gaze, beauty covers the shore

2) Imagine a morn full of tangerine orange

    Sugar maples too brilliant to describe

    And so bright the red maples, you’ll fight not to gape so

    Your able to feel entranced inside

3) All who gaze here seem humbled, as the azure streams tumble

    At spectacular falls, amid a mixture of greens

    You won’t believe the cascading, and with the leaves at last shaded

    Expect to be enthralled with this picturesque scene

CHORUS:

Michigan, I wish again, I’d hear your call

Come walk in my forest, my talk is a chorus

Of sounds that surround you, where nature abounds

And I know you’ll be astounded by all that you’ve found

4) In your search, you should stop here

    For the birch and the poplar

    Are so yellow they shine, and they dance in the sun

    And there’s white-tail deer here who quite well will fear you

    In the meadows you’ll find, they  prance just for fun

5) The tamaracks sparkle in amber like circles

    The white pine seems to sing in the wind

    The fawn will have grown some, but at dawn he’s still lonesome

    And at night, he finds dreams bring him a friend

6) I believe that the water is for the beaver and the otter

    And the center of the marsh is the spot for the goose

    The thickets belong to the chickadees song

    And the winters are harsh, but not for the spruce

7) You can’t be bored when the day breaks on the shores of the Great Lakes

    Where Michigan, Huron, and Superior lie

    Sand dunes, walls of sheer rock, and loon calls for pure shock

    It’s bliss when you stand here, and you peer, gee your high

8) As a new day’s unfolding, a blue jay comes scolding

    Back where the fir trees are fragrant and tall

    While the woodpecker’s tapping, our good beggars happy

    For the black bear no worries, he’s a vagrant that’s full

9) The seagull clan squawks while the eagle and the hawk

    Majestically soar, in quest for their prey

    It’s a land for all seasons, there’s a plan and a reason

    Fantastically scored, natures orchestra plays

