Escher’s MC World:  A Quadruple Acrostic
Escher, Emcee, you stand sitting and silently proclaim
Stomped, snow-blind jungle blizzards with chimeless, twitching, tic-tic
Clocks a-ching-ting tocking as earless trolls ask, “How?  Why?  Wow!”
Hammering herb mash into an oleo oreo,
Endlessly you echo the sea-murmur of an elf’s oar.
Reason man, you think rear of a bull inside out its stall, 
Sniff non-scent scents, sense nonsense, send downramps up down.  You lead.
