TEENAGE SONG

I don't believe I am too old 

to feed myself by the navel.

Beer takes over from mother's milk, 

so pat my back cause I feel sick.

Pré-chorus: Go! To the amusement park with adult's toys.

We don't have to feel apart. We just want to enjoy!

Chorus: We have to grow! To lose smile!                             But everyone! Keep being a child! 

And even if! I'm 40!

You know I feel! As 14!

Post-chorus: Apples come rotten. But I keep being the same.

I believe that it cannot end.

Too late for the broken hymen.

I get stoned cause she loves me not.

She's thinking I just wanna fuck.

Alcohol/broken heart and I die.

So come get American pie.

And all the good things that I'll try...

I will not be afraid to die.
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