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BROCCOLI SHY

2. Used to be a broc’li freak
I subscribed to broc’li week
used to purchase broc’li stock
I collected bric a broc

I would stop at broc’li king
One big stalk with everything
Now I sit in my old robe
a godforsaken brocclophobe

3. Used to call me Mr. Fun
Bring florettes for everyone
Put aside your whiskey sour
Here I am it’s broc’li hour

Had all that I’d ever want
A broclophoric bon vivant
Now I sit in my old robe
A godforsaken brocclophobe

4. How I miss the good ol days
Of my broclo-centric ways
Singing hymns of broccoli
Broc of Ages cleft for me

Now my life is turning sour
Now I live on cauliflour
Now I sit in my old robe
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