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Trade in the bar is slow

He likes to sit in the shadows

Where does he come from, no one knows
When he leaves where does he go
Some say they know his name 
To all he’s the three to four guy
He is the three to four guy.

He walks in each day about three

His seat is the one in the corner

He sits, the bar staff all smile

His drink arrives, no need to ask

He will stay for only a while

They know when to talk

when to leave him alone

He jokes when he comes in,

And when he’s ready to walk

Trade in the bar is slow

He likes to sit in the shadows

Where does he come from, no one knows
When he leaves where does he go

Some say they know his name 
To all he’s the three to four guy

He is the three to four guy.
There are many screens around him
He stares at them, without blinking
His thoughts go well beyond  

Sometimes he looks sad, so sad

The fan in the ceiling goes round

As do the thoughts in his mind

They know this is not a good time,

Good time for his second drink
Trade in the bar is slow

He likes to sit in the shadows

Where does he come from, no one knows
When he leaves where does he go

Some say they know his name 
To all he’s the three to four guy

He is the three to four guy.

He only has two drinks

Never has to ask for a drink

Or the bill when it’s time to go
The staff all know him so well

Standing by as always to serve 
He pays for his drinks, 

always leaving a tip 

With a parting joke, 

he leaves about four 

Trade in the bar is slow

He likes to sit in the shadows

Where does he come from, no one knows
When he leaves where does he go

Some say they know his name 
To all he’s the three to four guy

He is the three to four guy.

Today the seat in the corner is empty
Empty from three right through four.

The staff keep an eye on the door

The seat in the corner is not filled again
The one, only two drinks, always leaving a tip

Arriving about three and was gone by four

Some still miss him almost the most

Was he for real or maybe a ghost

Trade in the bar is slow

He likes to sit in the shadows

Where does he come from, no one knows
When he leaves where does he go

Some say they know his name 
To all he’s the three to four guy

He is the three to four guy.

Was he real

Or was he a ghost

Maybe a ghost
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