Could the Flanders poppy be so ever red?
Could the poppy bloom so ever red, 

Without the Gypsy blood shed there on Flanders fields?
At the eleventh day, in the eleventh month kneel and pray.

Are you sincere?

The countless crosses, row by row,

Mark the place where those that know are lying.

How many then amongst those who fell, but given voices, stories could tell of mucker Gypsy?

When Gorga*, Gypsy, side by side, comrades in arms, obscenely died,

They were then brothers.

They argued not the rightful place of this wandering Gypsy race.
See not the horror, taste not the stench of rotting corpses in that trench 

But mark the Gypsy, tell me the difference.

Point out which among that heap there in the ditch is Gypsy.

When our men have died they are all the same.

None can tell what pride or shame they felt in passing.
So think about poppy blooms so red, whose colour marks the blood shed.

So if this country did fall,

Remember they’re equal, one and all.

(Author and date unknown)
*Gorga – A Gypsy word for people who are not Gypsies.  It can be spelled in other ways eg Gorjer

