
Reflections from the Player 
 
 
I - Mythos 
 
A cyclic tale, tenacious through time, 
Of three beings, bound in breath, 
Destined to dance, in dazzling display, 
While the world's fate, forever fragile, 
Balances on the cusp of death. 
 
Embodying ideals, implicit inside 
Their characters: constant courage coupled 
To sapient wisdom, wedded with 
Perversive power, in precarious parity: 
A trinity intertwined. 
 
Kingdom crepuscule, the champion comes. 
Sacred sword clasped, crushing the calamity. 
Reunited with the crowned head, highest honor. 
The chapter closes, crisis concluded. 
Though the last page trails off, leaving open 
The transcendent mythos. 
 
- Wesley Thompson (2022) 
 
 
  



II - …Where My Heart Is 
 
Rumble and clatter of train on tracks. 
Blank page, the unwritten chapter 
As I begin anew, no looking back. 
Arrival, unfamiliar; yet friendly, peaceful. 
Filled with the echoes of laughter. 
 
Empty abode awaiting breath of life 
Toiling days, carving out a nook 
Where I can rest my head, a home rife 
With memories, nostalgia; warm, welcoming 
To new characters from my storybook. 
Exploring the bounds of community. 
Dappled light, caressing my cheek, 
As I traipse beneath a sunlit tree. 
A companion, greeting; now joining, sharing 
In the exciting adventures that I seek. 
 
Ripple courses through gurgling brook. 
Gentle waves, lapping the riverbank 
Where I repose with rod and hook. 
Bobber shudders, plunges; a bite, pulling 
As I reel in a fishy friend for my tank. 
 
Brilliant sun sets on watery expanse. 
The joyful days, by me they whiz 
As I remember to give thanks for the chance. 
A new life, to live; whither I return, my home…  
 
- Wesley Thompson (2022) 
 
 
  



IIIa - Choices (Hero Path) 
 
Fallen. 
A realm concealed. 
Sealed away, forgotten. 
But within which lies, a world of 
Choices. 
 
Stranger. 
Foreign presence. 
A herald of, 
In equal parts, 
Change and hope. 
 
Journey. 
The sum of experiences. 
Through each life, understanding grows. 
Filled with resolve, foes become friends. 
Light at the end of the tunnel. 
 
Zenith. 
The truth unveiled at last. 
Judgement passed, evil strikes. 
The hopes and dreams of all 
Shall guide you through the storm. 
 
New dawn. 
Reflecting back, 
These many memories, 
The laughter, struggles, pain, and love, 
Despite everything, these many choices, it’s still you.  
 
- Wesley Thompson (2021)  



IIIb - Choices (Villain Path) 
 
Fallen. 
A realm concealed. 
Sealed away, forgotten. 
But within which lies, a world of 
Choices. 
 
Stranger. 
Foreign presence. 
A herald of, 
In equal parts, 
Death and despair. 
 
Murder. 
The sum of their experience. 
Through each life taken, level grows. 
Filled with bloodlust, friends become fuel. 
Tunnel of unending shadow. 
 
Nadir. 
The last line of defense. 
Sins crawling down your back. 
But it is all in vain. 
Nothing can stop this knife. 
 
Last gasp. 
Staring blankly 
Into the black abyss. 
Filled with regret, despite knowing 
Your choices led you to this point. 
 
A final choice. 
But since when were you 
The one in control? 
 
- Wesley Thompson (2021) 


