
Duncan Sheik, Mr.Chess
So good to meet you, Mr. ChessI've always heard that you're the bestAt housing knightsAnd castles high up in the airSo I beseech you, Mr. ChessTo let me sleep inside your bedAnd would you sleep, tooWould you sleep, too, in the chair?You see, I dream of many thingsOf floating, solitary kingsOf pawns and people withBlue sequins through their hairA jester singsThe bishop brings the queenA hollow following...And all the pawnsAnd people stopAnd people stareSo, I, too, stopAt 3 o'clockI stumble to your door and knockAnd ask to see youAnd ask to be youMr. Chess.. Oh, Mr. Chess..Now I beseech you, Mr. ChessTo let me sleep, to let me restTo let me dreamTo let me sing without a careAnd I will dream you things so fairI sing your castles in the airAnd I will sleep, tooI will sleep, tooI will rest... Oh, Mr. Chess,.. My Mr. Chess...
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