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BANQUO’S GHOST 
 
Well I 
Lie down around 7 to 3:00 
I won’t miss you if I can only dream, I lost my 
Pulse when the curtain closed, I lost my 
Shot at a moment’s repose. Well I 
Used to sleep in the folds of your breath, but now this 
Loneliness is scaring me to death but when I 
Close my eyes something cannot be right, ‘cause 
Look who’s come to visit me tonight… 
 
Banquo’s ghost is standing by my side 
Smiling with a dagger on his mind 
“Kid,” he says, “I think you’ll be just fine. 
We all lose our hearts from time to time.” 
 
Well I 
Scream at him, “don’tcha haunt me here! I’ve got e- 
nough on my plate without you to fear.” He says, “I  
can’t do you a fraction the harm thatcha 
Do yourself with your wit and your charm 
Why don’tcha 
Be honest- take a pause an weep?” I say, “I’m  
pretty sure that I would rather sleep.” But he says,  
“buddy boy, you can’t leave the scene Here are some  
friends of mine; show ya what I mean.” 
 
Banquo’s ghost is opening the door. 
Odysseus is lounging on my floor. 
Dante’s ghost is peering in my fridge 
DeCartes is describing what he is. 
 
Well my  
Mind is gone like a frightened eclipse, my sentence 
Hangs open with a jaw-dropped ellipse, I never 
Thought I would relate the most to a 
Room full of irreverent ghosts, well Banquo 
Offers me a transparent hand, he says, 
“Come away from this miserable land. I know a 
place we can both be free, why don'tcha 
take a chance? And I know you’ll see.” My living 
room filled with celestial light, it offered 
me such an incredible sight but just one 
blink and I fell like a stone to find my- 
self awake on my couch alone. 


