
She’s	In	Love	
	

She	acts	like	she	don’t	see	me	
She	doesn’t	even	speak	
She	treats	me	like	sashimi	
Left	over	from	last	week	
You	see	her	late	at	night	
Tossin’	in	her	ocean	bed	

	
And	she	sighs,	and	she	swoons		
And	she’s	hummin’	little	tunes		

Even	has	a	sorta	glow	
What	on	earth	could	it	be?	
Any	hammerhead	can	see!	

That	sigh!	
That	glow!	
That	swoon!	

	
Oh,	no!	

She’s	in	love!	
She’s	in	love!	
See	her	hips	

How	they	swish!	
Well,	well,	well	

Don’t	you	wonder	who’s	the	lucky	seafood	dish?	


