Writer’s Block
 
I was asked in class to write a poem 
so I thought I’d start when I got home.
I closed my eyes and tried to think
but every time I drew a blank.
 
Now I thought that I had writer’s block
so I just quit to take a walk.
When I got back from the walk outside
I sat down and really tried.
 

This is when I racked my brain
but I couldn’t think of anything.
My thoughts where lost or maybe dead
so I brushed my teeth and went to bed.
 
I fell asleep and had a dream 
where poems flowed from everything.
When I got up and tried to write 
the dream I had was not in sight.
 
I cleared my mind, gave my head a shake
but I just can’t write while I’m awake.
I quit the poem to call the doc
to find a cure for writer’s block. 
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Author’s note
This poem is my first attempt at poetry and was inspired by writer’s block. 
