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(Session 1) Leaving Skyrim (Adam Johnson)
It seems I’ve run my course in the province of Skyrim,
I’ve seen everything there is to see and memorised every hymn,
Dirtied my fingers in an assassination or two,
Watched a king’s life blood seep out like a crimson brew,
Plundered and pillaged to my heart’s content,
And through the trials and turmoil I have remained unbent.

I’ve fought dragons of legend,
Learned their tongue,
And with their language to victory I have sung,
Battled monsters and humans with magic and mace,
There’s no cure for danger like a fireball to the face,
And when the fighting is over and when I’ve gone home,
I’ve sat in a chair and picked up a tome.
.
I have slain many a victim with both shield and sword,
Dancing elegantly our blades singing without word,
Many a dragon has my steel claimed,
Even the great dragon Alduin was with my blade maimed,
Not even the heavens could keep me away,
I charged into Sovngarde to chase down my prey,
I cut through the scales of that midnight black beast,
And in my honour do our ancestors feast.

I will miss the people, the quests and the lore,
But it is time that I sailed for a different shore,
I shall miss the freshly baked sweetrolls,
That taste like the comfort of home,
And the sneaking around,
I shall miss pounding trolls into the ground,
But it is time to go,
Or I shall be here all night,
But thank you Skyrim for giving me the passion to write.
(Session 2) Triolet – Depression (Adam Johnson)

I have a mind that has been battered by time,
Cut by words dipped in malice and mis content,
With hate so vitriolic you’d think I’d committed a crime,
I have a mind that has been battered by time,
But the words didn’t echo when I was back in my prime,
The voices in my head speak with malicious intent,
I have a mind that has been battered by time,
Cut by words dipped in malice and mis content
























(Session 3) Narrative In Verse – Battle Of The Burning Skies (Adam Johnson)
I rise into the air wings beating like a hurricane, 
Wind ripples and rips sowing seeds of pain, 
A sea of dragons armour clad, 
Tear apart each other with claws, driven mad, 
Are we fighting in the name of gods? 
Will that justify a river of blood? 

Flames of dragons lick the sky, 
Screams cut through chaos like claws through thigh, 
As scales melt off glittering like ember snow, 
Suddenly I feel a hit, a sudden blow, 
I flap my wings and break my fall, 
I hear cries that chill my soul, 
I look to the sky and there I see, 
My mother burning in place of me, 
Her face a twist of agony. 

From up above I hear a furious roar, 
Followed by fire, tooth and claw, 
My brother lands in a rage, 
We fight like heathens exchanging blow for blow, 
Until we hear another scream, 
We see the horror of a cinder glow, 
There we see our father go, 
Consumed be flames he falls below. 

Dragons begin to flee on mass, 
As a raging inferno consumes the sky, 
We sit in silence as the blaze grows, 
Then suddenly jets of ice rain down from up above, 
Containing the cataclysm like a god’s watchful eye, 
And as I stared through the ice into the conflagration, 
I cast off my religion, lost in the flames of decimation 
(Session 4) Anger And Whiskey Bottle (Adam Johnson)
Like a bitter relationship does the man drink,
He swallows furiously and can barely think,
He clutches his bottle as if it were a knife,
He glares daggers at another man,
Who is laughing at him in mirth and delight,
The other man mocks the girl he once loved,
His hand clutches tighter around the bottles neck,
He gestures to the man to take this outside,
The man accepts with a smile fiendishly wide.

Drunken shouts and raising voices,
Cut through the silence of the night,
A bottle shatters off the sidewalk,
Two men bare their fists to strike,
The bottle lies on the pavement,
Pieces broken and strewn across the floor,
Broken apart by the violence of man,
One who casts it not one glance more.

Two days later yet another night,
Two men raise their fists to fight,
They duck and jab and throw their weight,
Their fists crack heavily across the others jaw,
Then one of them knocks the other to the floor,
Gets up on top starts beating him down,
Starts punching to a beat and laughing like a clown,
Then suddenly the man below grabs the bottle in fright,
He swings it by its neck, and he cuts the man’s throat,
Fury leaves his eyes as he sees what hes done,
Blood drips from the glass like crimson rum.



(Session 7) Journey – Walk Of Cleansing
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,
And our bodies we could lift
Theme/core: Fear
Poem Name: (Session 10) Monster
It existed in the halls of H H Holmes,
As death infested shaking bones,
As people were guided and misled,
By dead end halls in a twisted complex,
A maze of death traps,
Woven through,
From rooms lined with iron metal,
Intended to cook innocent people alive,
To a chamber designed to cut off air,
With Mr Holmes listening outside,
How about the labs below?
Dedicated to morbid experiments,
Whether to torture new victims,
Using poison and knife,
Or to strip away flesh,
To sell the skeletal bones,
Where Holmes was the master,
An unmerciful king,
A creature of darkness,
Who left people to slowly die and starve,
With knife and scalpel, flesh did he carve,
When the police found him,
To their dismay,
they found his house of horrors,
And with rope took his life away.
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