1. A051 Room (X)
2. No Smoking (X)
3. Stairs (X)
4. Make The Most Of Your Break (X)
5. Thirsty (X) 
6. We are sorry (X) 
7. Munchies (X)
8. With bags of character (X)
9. [bookmark: _GoBack]You’re god damn right (X)
10. You’re tearing me apart (mostly used)
The Room (Adam Johnson)

Room A051 was a mystery to me, 
Never had I entered its hallowed halls,  
I had no idea what was in there, 
This lack of knowing made me thirsty, 
Thirsty for the knowledge of the secrets that were held in that hallowed room, 
As I approached the stairs and started descending downwards, 
My mind began to canvas the possibilities, 
Making links which opened my mind to a sea of new possibilities, 
The no smoking sign, 
Was it linked to that mysterious room? 
Was smoking prohibited due to what was in that room? 
Was it flooded with gas that the flame of a cigarette may ignite? 
What was it about this room that intrigued me so?
Was it linked to the sign on the front of the soda machine? 
“We are sorry” stated the sign, 
Sorry because there was something dangerous in that room?   
Sorry that something specific had occurred in that room? 
Were there bodies still sat in seats? 
Ravaged and cut up by some vicious murderer who was still at large? 
Was the room the tomb in which they would lie alone? 
Forgotten by the world at large, 
Lost to family members, 
Slowly rotting until they were nothing but bone and dust, 
With not a person to bury them, 
Was this what the mysterious room held? 
No, it couldn’t be, the stench of death did not linger in the air, 
Even when I got so close to the door that the smell of wood permeated my nostrils, 
It was a foolish thought, 
But still, if not that, what could be lingering inside that room? 
The question was tearing me apart inside, 
What was in this room? 
“Make the most of your break”, 
Yet another sign that I had seen, 
Was the room just a simple break room all this time? 
Was this merely a place for lecturers to convene and drink coffee? 
No, it couldn’t be, it couldn’t be that simple, 
There was a strange aura to that room, 
Something unsettling and downright evil about its presence, 
As if invisible black tendrils were slithering out of the room, 
Wrapping themselves around my mind,
Calling me to that very room like a sickening sirens song, 
Sending my mind tumbling with questions and yet no answers, 
Whatever was in this room, 
Its mystery came with bags of character, 
It was both intriguing and terrifying all at the same time, 
What oh what was in that room? 
Was there are sea of hungry hippies contained within that room? 
Ones who had gotten the munchies and whom had turned to cannibalism to satiate their hunger? 
I could not take it any longer, 
The questions had burned in my mind long enough, 
I had to see what was in this room, 
I arrived outside of the room and gripped the handle with baited breath, 
When it opened it revealed something rather unexpected, 
It turned out that this room was not in fact a room at all, 
But it was a closet, 
And inside this hallowed closet? 
Half of the Republican congress it contained, 
They all glanced and glowered and scowled at me with disdain, 
So I shut the door never to return again, 
It turns out I was right however about one single thing, 
The room did contain great evil, 
Politicians and congressmen who sell their policy ideals for financial gain, 
And if there’s one thing that I learned from this strange night, 
It’s that politics are trite, 
And on this one my mind said,
“Yeah you’re god damn right!”  





