Limbo
It is the place where there are only maybes.  No and Yes are meaningless.

Your senses are confused and outraged.  

Everything is Picasso, the world of the abstract and the not defined.

Your only taste is lukewarm and your only color is gray.

You only hear murmurs, a mix of silence and rapid speech.

It is the space between dreams and reality.

The place were hope and despair is non-existent.

It is a place that can be comfortable but is also senseless.

You are stuck in between two realities, two unreachable choices.

How do you get out of this? The left and the right are equality enticing.

Yet, for some reason we like being stuck in the safety of the middle 
Of the finite and the never ending…

where nothing has meaning and where life does not matter at all.
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