Bell
Strophe 1:

Stting at a table, I don’t know what to write.
I’m going crazy soon, I think I’ve lost my sight.

People talking every day about their fucking lives.

But where is my neutrality? The end will be a strife.

Refrain:

From heaven to hell.
Live’s like a swinging bell.

One day you’re on top,

the next day is a flop.

Strophe 2:

Twenty years I’m sitting here, it’s like a rushing storm.
I’m pulled from side to side, I’m feeling like a worm.

The solutiuon is a better life for everybody in here.

But how could that be done, I feel a growing fear.

Strophe 3:
One point are the politicians in our fucking land.
They are working bad and much too slow, in their engine must be sand.

The next thing are the people here, they must be very dumb.

They rely on the state and don’t see that it’s numb.

