
Let’s be ghosts 
On our way to the city 
To get wasted 
Under haunted bridges 
Picking each other 
Dying flowers 
For short goodbyes 
Let’s be spirits 
Roaming the graveyard 
On warm summer nights 
Smoking and making wishes  
On things  
That do not exist 
You are home to me 
So we never have to leave 
Our ghastly journey 
 
 


