
               I will put  in the box 

The snow on the alpine mountains in the winter

Five eye lashes from zebra’s in the jungle 

A tube of a plants blood 

Myself on a Friday high tide 

Eighteen years of an old man’s life
 

A meadow filled with volcano’s in the middle of 
Summer 

 I will put in the box 

a whoopy cushion under your best friend  


September fourteen as a sarcastic person 


pink helmets in a black and white movie


My box is

Fashioned by pine trees cornered by gold and steel


The lock which opens with a clap code


Small on the outside but a whole other world on the inside.


