The Happy Groundhog

Kare Strong

There was a groundhog, round as a log, who’d shimmy about her way
She’d whistle along, just a makin’ a song, happy about the day

Then down she’d glide, on a slippery slide, on a belly ride she’d go
Along the ground, spinning around, till she’d land in the garden below

Chorus

Happy groundhog, came from the bog, whistling along her way
This whistle Pig, she could dance a jig, and she loved to do it every day

She’d eat her fill, at the foot of that hill, of the grandma’s garden of greens

It wasn’t long, till the veggies were gone, all the squash, the kale and the beans
“What can be done, my dear grandson? We only have what we grow”
“Grandma | fear, to me she’s grown dear.” Suddenly he shouted, “I know!”

Chorus

When around she roots, he gets out his lute, and plays her a trundle-ey tune
She starts to dance, and around prance, beneath the sun and the moon
Because she moves with a shimmey-shake groove, folks come from all around

They bring kind hearts, and sweet apple tarts, all the way from town

She no longer eats, the garden treats, of tarts she eats her fill
She and the boy, whistle with joy, at the foot of that summery hill

Chorus
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