Journey – Walk Of Cleansing 
Note: This journey is based on the character that I was writing about in my narrative poem, it is the journey which they say is their favourite, that being the walk of cleansing, I feel that it’s a nice and appropriate reincorporation of this character. 
My wings were tied up and bound, 
The cold cut like daggers as I stood, 
Chilling bone and water blood, 
Two torches were lit ahead of me, 
A storm rippled and whirred, 
Snow fell so hard I could barely see, 
I drew a deep breath to my lungs, 
Passing between the two torch flames, 
A began my ascent up the jagged tooth, 
The mountain of Arys towering high, 
Until its snow kissed top reached the sky, 
Those with less faith wonder why, 
What is the point of risking life? 
But they fail to understand they fail to see, 
That the warmth of our lord is all they need. 

As I plough on through the snow, 
The wind whistles a disheartening tune, 
Yet still I push on through the cold, 
This mountain shall not be my ruin, 
And as the night blankets the sky, 
My heart starts to give in, I wonder why, 
Then a voice whispers inside my head, 
I must stay with the living not join the dead,
I make the final push with all my might, 
Arrive at the top at the dead of night, 
I rise through the cloud’s light floods into my vision 
I see the temple, I have completed my holy mission.
Another dragon waits there smiling patiently, 
He unbinds my wings and now I can see, 
Arys gave us our wings as a sacred gift, 
So we would dance in the skies, 
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