
GroundHog 
 

Ano ther  cold and wi nd y m orni ng and April ’ s  r i ght arou nd 
the  bend 

And I  wa ke up on an other  f l oor,  s leeping ba g up over  my 
head 

Ho mes ick a nd t oo t ired to sleep,  
Ano ther  bar  on the  coa st  of  V irg in ia  

And I  a sk mysel f;  di d I  real ly w is h for  th is ? 
 

Maybe Spr ing wil l  co me to morr ow , me I ’ m go in g bac k t o 
bed 

Spri ng ma y c ome to morro w, me I ’ m go ing bac k t o bed 
 

Out s ide  i t ’s  jus t  ano ther  da y,  M id day sk y i s  tur ni ng gra y 
Feels  a  l i t t le  more  l ike  dyin g ever y t ime I  rea d m y na me 

So met ime s hope jus t  ma kes you lo nely,  & ye sterda y feels  
l ike  home 

Though you wear it  l ike  a  ba dge of  hon or 
You’re  ju st  t ire d of  bei ng alone-  t i red of  be in g alone  

 
So you kno w I  have  to  see  her,  I  c al l  and cal l  and cal l  

Was s o scare d I ’d never  t ouch her  again a s she  walke d out 
the  door  

So I  sta nd up s tra ight a nd tal l  an d show u s ho w great 
thin gs are  

Try to heal  m y lone so me soul  w it h  another  war m b od y 
 

You’re  ju st  a no ther  warm bod y 
 



 
 


