Box poem. This is a box. Your task is to fill it, exactly, with your thoughts about something. This may be harder than you think, as a box is a very restrictive thing: it contains, it limits, it holds things in, keeps them from getting away. Think about all the boxes we encounter in our daily lives: moving boxes, boxes of old junk in the attic, shoeboxes—full of shoes, or old photos, or someone’s letters. Then there’s the cardboard box that you buried your pet hamster in, in the back yard, which years later you tried to dig up but realized that your dad had already done it, when you weren’t looking, because “dead animals aren’t sanitary.” Then there are the cereal boxes and macaroni and cheese boxes and boxes of soap. And the beautiful box that your iPod came in that, though useless, you couldn’t just bear to get rid of.  Things come in boxes. Things go in boxes—out, to the AmVets, in the mail, on trucks. Some things you just put in boxes so you can forget them, though you can never really get rid of them. So, your job is to take this box—this square, this space, and treat it like a box: a container, a hiding place, something holding something nourishing, or cleansing; a method of movement, of shipment, of saving, of giving away. Fill it until it is absolutely full, of words, dreams, thoughts, ideas.  Fill it until it can hold no more.
