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WHISKEY APPLE 
By Jerry Haugen 

Verse 1 
Way back past the hay fields, 
Where the fence leans tired and old, 
There’s a tree the wind keeps talkin’ to 
When the nights turn sharp and cold. 
It sprouted from an apple core 
A farmhand tossed one day, 
Never meant for nothin’ more 
Than a snack along the way. 
 
Chorus 
It’s a whisky apple, grown wild and free, 
Not a Fuji or a Honeycrisp 
Like the orchard meant to be. 
It’s sturdy as the fencerows 
And stubborn as the land, 
A treat for the birds each fall, 
And the deer that quietly stand. 
 
Verse 2 
The orchard rows stand perfect, 
Trimmed and trained just so, 
Sweet fruit in every season 
Where the tidy farmers go. 
But this one grew forgotten, 
Rooted deep and standin’ proud, 
Gives shade to strays and wanderers 
And the blackbirds singin’ loud. 
 
Bridge 
Some things bloom without a plan, 
No graftin’ and no guides, 
Just a seed with a little luck 
And the rain on its side. 
And maybe we ain’t so different, 
Growin’ where we fall — 
A little rough, a little wild, 
But worth admirin’ after all. 
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Chorus (Final) 
It’s a whisky apple, grown wild and free... 
A treat for the birds each fall, 
And the deer that quietly stand. 
 

 


	WHISKEY APPLE

