Leaving Skyrim (Adam Johnson) 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Note: this is not a place in real life, Skyrim is a province in Tamriel, which is a continent and empire… Creative license 
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 hearts content, 
And through the trials and turmoil I have remained unbroken, 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, 
Losing myself to the history of the land, 
Reading stories of brothers and friends who come to together and band. 

But now I must leave, 
I really must, 
For scouring the snow kissed mountains, I no longer lust, 
I’ve conquered every cave, 
Survived endeavours both foolish and brave, 
But to continue playing makes me feel like a slave. 

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, 
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.

 


 



