Limbo

By John T. Wurzer

It’s like I’ve been lying in the sun too long and my skin is peeling off

I can’t feel my swollen ankles and I’m much too weak to cough

On this dead deserted island where no one listens close enough

I scream, “I took a wrong turn on this highway and I can’t get off!”

If this is Limbo.  Let the Limbo roll.

If this is paradise.  Where is my soul?

If this is the aftermath.  What came before?

I can’t even remember the time and place when I passed through Satan’s door.

If this is Limbo, let it roar.

It’s like I’ve been living in a Laundromat but I never get quite clean

They lost my reservation.  I’ve got no hotel, flight, or dream

Someone talked me off the ledge.  They said, “We’ve seen everything that you’ve seen.”

Then locked me in a room with padded walls, hobo calls, and kerosene..

If this is Limbo.  Let the Limbo roll.

If this is paradise.  Where is my soul?

If this is the aftermath.  What came before?

I can’t even remember the time and place when I passed through Satan’s door.

If this is Limbo, let it roar.

It’s like I’ve been digging a hole in my bedroom floor too deep to crawl back out.

Spending a night with a fresh green whore, jealousy and doubt.

Ignoring the signs while a one-track mind drives face first into the wall

If I weren’t here sipping on a beer, I’d probably be nowhere at all.

If this is Limbo.  Let the Limbo roll.

If this is paradise.  Where is my soul?

If this is the aftermath.  What came before?

I can’t even remember the time and place when I passed through Satan’s door.

If this is Limbo, let it roar.

