Reality is…

Reality is purple, a mix of red’s discomfort and blue’s spite.

It smells like the city sewer, but it is actually scentless.

It tastes like a bitter gourd, the reap of the rot.

It sounds like bad news that is really hard not to hear.

It feels like a velvet blanket, it makes your hand itch at the same time as it gives you comfort.

It looks like the moon, never perfect in shape, incurable of its blemishes.

Reality is the track the trains of our lives run on, a track that prevents derailing into a perfect world of hope.
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