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1. The movement of the train has begun, the push almost forced me forward, I held onto my hat as the sights began flying past my vision while a massive smile of relief adorned my face to show how relieved I was to escape as I open the window.
2. The cool wind breezes past to mess my hair, my hand moved from the window to my hair instantly to help calm it. The open window helped the sights look even more impressive than normal causing once again for my smile to grow, I know now I made the right decision getting away from them.
3. A tunnel of darkness consumes both my and the train’s sight, to me, it was a symbol of how I no longer wanted to recall anything from my now old life… the blackness blocking out any kind of memory the stupid place would bring to me.
4. Once again, I’m blinded by the brilliant and welcoming light of the sun baring down on the train after its dark travel, my smile grows again as I think of this bright sunlight as another symbol of my life beginning once again, my new memories are promised to be filled with nothing but brightness which only made my smile once again grow.
5. Though I run from them, I know there should at least be a slight reminder for me to realise how far I’ll go, I pull out the single photo from my jacket pocket: my mother, my father, my dear and sweet sister. Then there’s my old self, all four huddled together, warming one another with smiles and bodies, my smile went away briefly, only to be replaced by a smaller but warmer one at the one good memory that only this photo could capture from my old life.
6. Although I start a new life, I can’t help but worry what will happen, it’s good this photo helps me with keeping me on my feet, constantly reminding my how far I’ll go in this new life of mine. I once again pocket the photo, choosing to stare out the window at the passing sights once more.
7. Wonder and dread are both filling me, my old story has ended by my decision… but, I can’t help but predict what life has in store for me in this new location: a remake of my old life? Or perhaps, an entirely new book and story ready to be told now that the main character has appeared?
 




Story Mountain
The story begins with a boy on a mission to save his brother, he knows the location of his brother and heads there with some friends.
Unfortunately, he is pursued by the same forces who have kidnapped his brother, he and his friends must fight back in order to continue the mission and save his brother.
The first wave was defeated and it seems no one had suffered any casualties, not even a single injury to slow them down.
What they fail to realise until the last moment was a bomb was planted under their vehicle, sending them and the vehicle flying. The two who sat in the back are unfortunately killed in the blast.
The boy is ok, a few scratches and ruptured eardrums are all he has, luckily, that doesn’t stop him on his mission continue pursuing the group who kidnapped his brother, and even more luckily is the others who were with him had also lived through that explosion
It takes a turn for the worse when an assassin from group who kidnapped the boy’s brother had poisoned him, forcing the rescue squad to stop and treat him until he’s ready to go.
While they waited, they met a new friend who decided to join them and turns out he knows everything about the group who kidnapped the boy’s brother, allowing them an advantage since they are able to infiltrate the base they were at.
They are all captured unfortunately from the kidnappers who kill one of the boy’s friends and proceed to go ahead and try to kill the others.
One of the rescue squad broke himself free, ready to fight and unties the others.
The boss of the kidnapping group kills another two, forcing the boy to fight the boss and rescue his brother all by himself.
Through perseverance, the boy kills the boss and rescues his brother where the two finally go home, safe from anything else that could attack them.








Poems
The Place where no one lies
The spotlights appear before us,
our family is ready to put on a show,
we once again, fearlessly and confidently step into the light,
our fresh homes now warm and dry, ready for the light,
In this place where no one lies.

We know our roles in our home,
and yet the giants wish to observe,
they see the colour of our parents,
we see the colour of their souls.
Yet even with the giants watching,
our roles in our home never change,
since our home is a place where no one lies.

The giants leave and the light follows,
and yet our home is bright even without,
we hide our souls from giants and their kind,
yet our home is a place where no one lies.
Our home may be a maze to some,
yet to us our home is clear and bright.
After all, our home is a place where no one lies.






No More
The little bundle of joy, smiles through the darkness,
he helps beat my cold memories, the warmth I forgot,
once again returning to me.
Could I be a father? Could I be better than him?
Him, who drowned my hopes, him, who chained me down, thoughts of nothing mattering filling me.
No more, no more shall I make excuses, no more shall I run, no more shall I shed tears for him.
No more shall my bundle of life wrapped in warm blankets be down,
no more shall he look at me and see a monster,
no more shall I imagine his horror.
No more… shall I doubt and now look forward to my life ahead, with my partner for life and my bundle of life and joy.
















Critique
I shall begin by critiquing the work I’ve done in class known as ‘No More’. The work is a piece of poetry that helps understand what each new father goes through, especially those who have had terrible experiences when it comes to fathers themselves. The repeated use of “No More” in the work is brilliant simply because it helps show that the man in the poem is done with running away, he’s done doubting himself and he’s done thinking about those horrible memories. What makes it also brilliant is the simple fact that instead of calling his child by his name or as a child, the man refers to the baby as “A bundle of joy and life”, which states that thanks to this new arrival in the world that the man has suddenly found a new reason to continue trying to be happy in his life, if not for himself, then perhaps for the child.
Something I noticed in the poem is: it doesn’t have anything to do with the five senses, there’s no way to know how what that situation would be like for the senses: we don’t know what he hears, perhaps he hears his child’s giggles or his wife’s laboured breathing? Perhaps he’s smelling the blood that is covering the baby from just being born, maybe feeling the soft “Warm blanket” that’s mentioned in the poem? Also, the lines can be a bit too long, poems are meant to be short and precise, however, the lines in the poem can sometimes drag too long and therefore cause the reader to suddenly lose interest in the poem, the exact opposite of what a writer’s work should do to a reader.
One thing I failed to understand in the poem is simply: where are the doctors? Where are the relatives? Surely there should be more people showing up to see the new-born baby? Not just the man or the ‘partner for life’ mentioned at the end? It would be best to add these people to make it seem more realistic since I didn’t understand where the man nor the woman’s family were? Or perhaps the doctors who helped deliver the baby? If they’re tending to the wife, perhaps state that the next time in the poem.

[bookmark: _GoBack]This critique will be for Jonathan Butterworth’s poem called ‘Pianoscape’. Something I enjoyed from Jonathan’s work was the simple yet very colourful and meaningful description of something as simple as playing a piano, it makes a simple action such as this seem as exotic or as grand as say he was performing an out of this world song or dance that no one would’ve expected. The poem helps us see that despite the fact that a piano being played can be seen as trivial to some of the skills you earn in today’s society, it still doesn’t take away from the powerful and admirable trait that is playing piano. I also enjoy how the poem describes how the player is affected by a simple action, how tears start to spill out their eyes when they start hearing the tune come out of the piano and how their mouth couldn’t help but move along with the tune when it started to play.
One thing to add, and to help improve the poem is to remember not to drag on one detail for too long. For almost the whole of the poem, the man or woman in the poem is describing how their fingers affect the keys and how the keys affect the piano itself, it almost keeps on to that until at the very end when it finally changes to what the person suddenly smells candle wax and how their mouth joins in with the tune of the ancient but powerful instrument.
Another thing I failed to understand: who is playing the piano? Why are they playing the piano? Who are they playing it for? It’s a brilliant poem about someone playing a piano, however, we never receive information on the who or why. It’s important to flesh out the situation whether in poems or any form of literature. What I find confusing is that we’re reading about some person playing the piano, however, we don’t know the person playing, we don’t know their reason for playing, what song it is that they’re playing on the piano or even who are they playing it for. Themselves? A family member? A friend? The Queen? There are plenty of possibilities when it comes to this kind of situation. That’s why it’s important to specify these kinds of information, it’s very important that we know since for all we know, it could be an alien playing the piano!  
