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(written sequentially in reverse order, line-by-line)

This poem is strange, I think you’ll find.

Some might say, “What a crock!”

I’ll write whatever comes to mind.

I can’t stand writer’s block.

This poem began where it will stop

(I need a rhyme for “up”).

Instead of starting at the top,

I wrote this bottom-up.

Instead of writing one big tome,

Writers will bitch and whine.

Stuck for an ending to this poem,   (*)

I think I’ll steal this line.

(*) This line originally written by Jeff Worley.
