Twenty-One

Twenty-one, my, my, oh twenty-one, my dear

Twenty-one, my what a year!

People say it’s over now,
your childhood’s paradise.
But it’s sure that you don’t want

to lose your child-like eyes.

Do not ask if you should leave

the things that you loved most.
The Lady that is within you

knows: childhood always grows!

Twenty-one, my, my, oh twenty-one, my dear

Twenty-one, my what a year!

People say it’s over now

your childhood’s paradise.
But it’s sure that you don’t want

to lose your child-like eyes.

People say it’s over now,
your childhood’s paradise,
your woman’s dream is nothing new,

as old is as your life!
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