Tennessee Home

Smokey tufts of cool engulf mountaintops

Cutting rays mystifying places there.

Streams spill to rivers where water never stops

Flowing ever through mammoth forests for bear.

Up, up my eye doth climb taking brilliant view,

Cascading low to holler where swinging bridge resides.

Down, down the babbling flow meets dam anew,

Holding in its arms lakes to fall, its fill collides.

Tennessee home calls me to your beauty rare

Eclipsing states where even oceans meet.

No place, no matter majesty can compare

Leaving heart for hallowed ground there to keep.
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