What Kind Of Fool

Oh what a fool I am, oh what a kind of fool!

Your natural face, there’s no need to describe

your crystal bright eyes, are my shining light.

Your brown-blond hair, you know that yourself,

wish you are my love, but I cannot help!

How, foolish I am to think

that you love just me.

You’re the very one, out of all around,

your fine, charming voice, is my favorite sound.

You always wear you orange-red scarf

wherever you go: I follow your path!

How, foolish I am to think

that you love just me.

You’re the friendliest girl I ever knew,

people who think so, they are not few.

You’re so friendly to everyone with warm care and with love

my time to be near you, is never enough!

How, foolish I am to think

that you love just me.

Ah, but now that I see, it is senseless at all

I feel myself lonely in an endless hall.

Ah, but I’ll remember you, you and you friendly smile:

I will live the same way as you: Friendliness in mind!
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