Gypsies
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We listened to the sound of traffic far below, claimed it was our symphony. Spraypainted pastel walls, with rebelious signs in a country claiming to be free. She would run her fingers through my hair, tell me "We'll live for eternity" And I believed her words, because they ran deep through me. 


I lay my bible in a bathtub filled with water, it swam with my sheared hair. Ignored the cold upon my naked scalp, touched my heart and vowed "It's not cold there". She smiled and laughed at me, then shaved her head and insisted it fair. She rubbed my crown as though it was satin, and kissed it, paying no mind to how bare.


We conspired.


Desired.


Inspired.


We were terrorists in every city housing the voiceless, leaving books and tools behind. We lived off given fruit, slept in abandoned homes and followed maps drawn by the blind. Informed those who were ignorant, and in our wake left declarations that remain unsigned. 


Danced naked in public parks, unaware of cocain caked to our wrists. To the queen and uncle sam, we held our arms held high, proclaimed freedom with our fists. Turning over every old philosophy and law that preexists, we were free, we were aware, and everything everyone else would resist.


We could feel.


Heal.


Challange and appeal. 


We were gypsies in a metal, concrete world. We died real.


