real passengers

They blame an 

Accuser

And

Point their fingers at their own reflection .. 

They speak in metaphors

As their shadows mimic

Them live .. 

They walk 

As though their feet were made for someone

Or something else .. 

Yes,

They are the one’s that own an incident as their

Credit wavers in the stench of breath

Beneath a gleamin’ plane above

Carrying a taxi load of passengers going into

Somethin’

Real.

