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Y

ou can always tell a rockhound

His neck is burned bright red,

A bag at his side, he searches wide,

A baseball hat on his head.

You can tell that he’s a rockhound

His car is caked with mud,

It’s riding low, cool places to go;

He’s got crystals in his blood!

You can always tell a rockhound

There’s often a kid by his side,

Staring down and searching the ground

Plucking geodes from banks where they hide.

He’s creating another strong rockhound

As the youngster cries out with glee;

He holds up a stone, and never alone,

A camaraderie binds them you see.

So you can always tell a rockhound;

A teacher, a friend, and a pop.

A love he shares, and no one dares

Tell them ever to slow down or stop.

For once you become a rockhound

It’s a love that you need to share

Take a kid along, one hardy and strong

‘Cause that bag gets too heavy to bear!

