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Boom shaka boom 

shaka boom shaka boom x2

Nineteen Sixty Nine
Americans on the moon

I am fourteen years old

A testosterone balloon

Laguna Beach is warm

Offshore breeze is cool

Sculpting magic charm

On the girls from school

I know it’s rude to stare

Believe me, I can’t stop

Hippy girl standing there

In a purple see through top

Charus : 

Goodness Gracious

Get a mop

I’m so excited, I might pop! X2

Boom shaka boom… x4

Nineteen Seventy Six

San Jose near Frisco

I’m twenty-two years old

It’s the time of sex and disco

I go out to dance

Dressed like a dork

Shiny-shiny pair of pants

Tight like a champagne cork

I like to buggy 

I like to bump

I do the hustle

And the native stomp   

Blond Beauty standing there

Her eyes slowly drop

Gives me a sexy, sexy stare

Smiles and whispers: “look what’s up!”   

Chorus


Goodness Gracious

Get a mop

I’m so excited, I might pop! X2

Boom shaka boom… x4

Fast forward to today

Around sixty, my hair is gray

I think I’ve changed, but it’s a lie

I still feel the same old way

There’s a firecracker

Somewhere in my DNA

I can do nothing about it

Light my fuse, and watch me say: 

Chorus 


