


In ehis galagy filled wieh eroneurss
of all shapes and sizes...

vlieh Infiniey Stonzs, "T2552ra285,
and all Kinds of prizes...

vlieh D2inys ag iy as eh2 nagsive Galaceus...

And ag siall as 2 fle2b on eh2 ey of 2 €iny Soaarlaug..,

There ar2 millions and baZillions of crancurss on on2 plan2t or anoehe2r,

Somz2 causing all xinds of eroubl2 and sowmn2 juse looking for eh2ir woeh2r,

Som2 look lixe an 2y20all, and som2 look like a fooe,

Bue eh2r2 is only on2 you...

And eher2 is only one...



Groot’s skin is made
of wood and his heart
is full of love.



And when people call him a
Guardian of the Galaxy the

words fit like a glove. He has friends of
all kinds and they

all love him a lot...

pue his busesse friznd is a
yarmine, vJich 2 moue)
ehne won’e seop,



o in the rest
of the galaxy,
that makes him
as unique as a
Shi'ar-powered
quatraberth.

I AIN'T GOT

NO ONE TO BLAME

HERE BUT ME AND
MYSELF...

T SWORE T
WASN'T COMIN’
BACK HERE
AND NOW WE'RE
STUCK LIKE A
GRELF.

If Groot could tell him
with words, he would say:
*I love you, little Rocket.

“You can stop being angry and
put that gun back in your pocket.”

Sometimes Rocket is mad because
he looks like a raccoon from Earth...



