A hunger for circus
There’s an urge for a stuttering tune, for an elephants drumming feet.

There’s a red nosed joke glued to your eye, there’s a barking from a human souled dog, there’s a trotting stallion avoiding the thought of the whip.

A hunger for circus, a hunger for circus. My world, there’s a hunger for circus in my world. Give in now and be a part of the show.

Watch the line-dancer lose her grip and rise to the roof. See the juggler knock himself with the burning torch, feel the soothing sound of the human pyramid wobbling close to your ear, think the false tune of the musicians.

A hunger for circus, a hunger for circus. My world, there’s a hunger for circus in my world. Give in now and be a part of the show.

Now hold the breath of the dreaming tiger in the cage, plead for the hostile running of the camels tears, focus the laugh, focus the joy in the incoming crash of the madden shriek from the donkey. Listen, listen.

A hunger for circus, a hunger for circus. My world, there’s a hunger for circus in my world. Give in now and be a part of the show.

And now when you leave, now when you seen it all, fall and bleed and burn. Now follow the tour through the world, feel how the circus takes its deal, feel how it makes you a part of the market deal. Let the circus in, in to your soul.

A hunger for circus, a hunger for circus. My world, there’s a hunger for circus in my world. Give in now and be a part of the show.

