Puzzle Box

Inside the halls of gray, the puzzle box

Holds rainbowed dreamscapes, all ideas unthought,

The memories of childhood with locks

Made from the mystic mists the air has brought

As if a whirlpool Jimi’s dream hath wrought

The purple with the other colors swirled

And any certain thought I might have sought

Lay lost in mazes of this crazy world

Like flying flag this universe unfurled

It left no space to flee surrounding haze

Complacent and content behind eyes pearled

By clouds that hold me in euphoric daze

The ticking time draws curtains that do drape

Across the place from which I sought escape

