Banquo

Autobiography

      I am Banquo Sharp, born in 1018 AD and this is my life. I grew up with a Dad as a general, unfortunately I never met my mum she died at my birth and I had my true best friend Macbeth.

      With a Dad as a general we pretty much lived the life but when I was 13 we were bombarded by three assassins. They came through the back window, we grabbed our swords and fort them of. They had their tricks, they were so good infact my Dad was painfully stabbed right it the stomach. The anger over threw me I was fuming I killed the last guy then screamed for the guards, the more blood Dad shed the more I whined. Eventually the guards and the medics came. I was dragged out of our chamber still whining. Finally they came out of the room. They said “there is nothing we can do,”

       At the age of 25 I got married and had two boys, I would one day train them up to be the greatest swordsmen that ever lived, I took them to battles all the time and oh (their names are Rich and Phil) one time we went hunting and we got attacked ( for the second time in my life ), we split up. I was whispering for them but then, all of a sudden someone cut my throat.

       Now I am dead, in my grave, I come back from the dead sometimes because people do not tend to see me much so I have to visit them .But if there are people I chose not to like in the past, I go back to haunt them, but I am getting to old for haunting people so I shall rest in peace.
