A 20 Random Word Poem

dark,  fast,  green,  sweet,  reckless, choke,  eat,  fish,  have,  heave,  quell,  whisper,  clumsy,  dame,  adder,  belly,  chin,  death,  bother,  goat,  heaven,  chimney,  nostrils,  weariness, swath,  gut,  imperial— from The Writer Magazine in an article on getting in touch with your  inner Anglo-Saxon by Arthur Plotnick. I wrote as fast as I could. I think there about 27 words, and not sure I used all. I know I used at least 20 which was the assignment by my teacher.
I was a dame in the dark—
hungry—my belly hugged my spine. 

I’d have eaten roasted goat,

or a fish turned green.

A man was stalking me.

I cut a clumsy swath through the streets.

A chimney nearby belched smoke,

making me choke. my nostrils closed.

Sweet, reckless love turned to an adder—

slithering through my gut. A heave

from some dim shape sent me sprawling.

It whispered, “You will die.” 

Death quelled any thoughts of heaven,

but recklessness overcame the weariness,

the panic,  my quivering chin.

I made a run for it.

I came to in the Chinese Imperial Hotel.

A fish with parsley sauce, a piece of roasted goat

were scattered on the tablecloth.

An apologetic waiter kept bowing, saying, “Sorry.”

My love, Peter Adderton, hovered near.

“The waiter bumped you, dropped his tray.”

Amidst the smoke from greasy grill,

I made another run for it.

Poem written backward
A Dream Still Bothers Me
I awoke and choked amidst the smoke 
from greasy grill, shards of glass about my head. 

“The waiter bumped you, dropped his tray.”

My love, Peter Adderton, hovered near,
too persistent, then, to quell my fear.

An apologetic server kept bowing, said, “So sorry.”

Scattered on the tablecloth was sum dum sim,
a fish with parsley sauce, a piece of roasted goat.
I had come to in the Chinese Imperial Hotel,
and I had made a run for it.
Who had followed me to meet my love?

I remembered— panic, my quivering chin—

 were overcome by recklessness while
death quelled any thoughts of heaven,

Something whispered, “You will die.” 

A heave from some dim shape 
sent me sprawling. In my gut
sweet, reckless love turned to an adder.
My nostrils closed, making me choke
as a chimney nearby belched smoke.
Though overcome by weariness, I cut 
a clumsy swath back through the streets.

Still the man was stalking me.

I did a U-turn back to the green fish, 
and sum dum sim. I would eat the roasted goat.
Hungry—my belly hugged my spine. 

I was a dame in the dark—
and I was the mark.

