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“You think you see me walking, but it’s just my body wandering, I’m not here 

You say you hear me talking, but it’s just my lips moving, ‘cause I’m not here 

You try to understand me, you wonder what I Feel, when I’m not here 

It’s just a waste of time, a lot of space between you and I, and I’ve never been here 

 

You can ask the dust covering my skin 

You can ask the stones from hundred burned-out home 

 

I’m a Ghost, and you can catch my blood, but you’ll never touch my soul 

I’m a Ghost, and you can feel my breath when you’ll hear me calling you 

Feel me, Hear me, a Ghost, a Ghost……. 

 

You’re screamin’ in my face your angry words of  blame, when I’m not here 

You’re pushing deep your blade, but I won’t feel the pain, ‘cause I’m not here 

And I would be a good dog, and you could throw me a good bone…I’m not here…. 

And you can squeeze your chain but I’ll never be your slave, 

‘cause I’ve never been here 

…you keep on starring at me, but you don’t even see me….the real me……. 

 

And there is no tomorrow, there is any past 

It’s just an endless present tearing me apart 

 

I Love, but you only feel my rage burying down my pain  

‘cause I’m a Ghost, and you can feel my breath when you’ll hear me calling 

I’m a Ghost, and you can catch my blood, but you’ll never touch my soul 

I’m a Ghost and I’m dying in the dark, waitin’ for the Dawn……. 

 

I’m a Ghost, and you can spread my blood, but you’ll never have my soul 

I’m a Ghost and I’m shattering in the dark, waitin’ for the Dawn…. 

 Catch me, Touch me, a Ghost, a Ghost… 

 

…waiting for the Dawn….…waiting for the Dawn….…waiting for the Dawn….” 
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