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this is the day she laughs at all the jokes


they never ask her "Why , Amarylis ?"


set off  the sirens , light the fires


when she announces she's in love





this is the way she brings out all the folks


they've come to say "Goodbye , Amarylis"


take off the twist tops, smoke the tires


when she announces she's in love





she wants music she wants to dance with him


and keep all of her secrets "My , Amarylis" 


she wants music , cayenne , Creole ,  and stays of execution


the people say  "My my my , miss Amaryllis"





flambe keep the whites and toss the yolks


she's a tyrant with her time: Amarylis


break out the invites, night for hire


when she announces she's in love





chartruese lame on a poster of the pope


she's a prophet in her prime: Amarylis


steal all the headlines , paint the sky


when she announces she's in love


