Short story- Encapsulated

Humanity exists to protect, at least that’s what they tell us. It’s been almost 80 years since the hubs got implemented on earth. The people in charge at the time said this was our only way forward, that the hubs were the only way to have human advancement without the need of worrying about Harming the earth. 
Maybe they were right, but I wouldn’t know I’ve spent my whole life in the hub. The only people who know about the garden are the ones who were forced to leave their homes once the hubs got implemented and any who fought against it met a cruel fate. I always wondered what the garden would be like. I always imagine a world of different colours and textures that I’d never seen before and I’d be able to feel the sun on my face. it would definitely beat the same old grey and lights that was surrounds the hubs. The only exception to grey is murals to support the great efforts of our sacrifice by being here. 
I wouldn’t every say it out loud we’re bound to our civil duty of the hubs and we’d be undoing all our hard work of preserving the advancement of the humanity. What else could I possibly want. All the hubs connect by underground trains they’re one of the most impressive advancements of the hub according to all my teachers and history books about this place. The trains are so fast you can arrive to any hub in minutes, but everyone has a special pass you’re only allowed off the train when you’re at the stop you have to get off at and only the ones who can afford to see whatever attraction that are at different hubs can get off anywhere other than their own hub or the work hub.
I believe the work hub took up all the space that would be known as Birmingham on the surface or was known it’s only used for education and jobs now. Most of the wealthy took up the area that used to be London not far from the work hub and is where all the decision happens about the hub. A lot of the people there usually work in keeping the hubs in check. Police force, head of maintenance and health, government officials. Basically, all the people who could decide your fate at any point and all it would take is a meeting in which everyone agrees.
I wouldn’t necessarily say I hate it here, I’m provided food shelter, a guaranteed job after school depending on how good I do I could change things here, I could become an official. That’s what us common hubs call the first-class hub. I could do something good for my family and the hubs. Apparently first hub has skylights and can actually see up into the garden! Maybe I could change things for Emma who is in last hub. There’s no guarantee for anything in last hub. It’s a gamble on if your family has done the best, they could that day to earn their family food for the day and that’s if another family doesn’t out shine yours. 
Which is why I’m here, well sort of. See my grandparents passed nor that long ago and I inherited tickets to see all the attractions as well as letters to read in each location, at one point the attractions weren’t just something you had to pay for it was apparently to make sure that the people moving into the hubs didn’t get agitated by the lack of greenery around the hubs, to make the transition easier for people. My great grandparents would take my grandparents to the attractions as kids that’s actually how they met. Apparently, they saved up for me to see it as well when people had to pay to be allowed in, they originally wanted my mom to go, but they soon realised it was going to take a lot more money than they could make in the time they were hoping for. My mom knew about their dream to show her the experience of the attractions, so made the decision that she’d help them make ends meet and that her future child could go instead. Needless to say, it worked out in the end.
I’m so excited! Not only does this allow me to go above my own hub status and potentially make a connection with the first-class hub, which could prove to be extremely beneficial for my future, but also, I get to see what nature looks like. Not a picture or a projection, a real piece of the garden! I can’t wait. First attraction is the major oak, it’s located in hub 3 that is underneath where Nottingham use to be, all I have to do is scan my ticket and go up the stairs. Stairs! They’ve blocked of the oak from other nature in the garden so it can’t be damaged in anyway, but it’s on surface level! And the tree is in actual dirt, the only way to see dirt now is if you work in farming and all the production before food making is all higher-class jobs, so nobody can tamper with our food supply unless direct orders from officials. 
I remember a story grandma use to tell me about the great oak. Apparently there use to be an old hero, who used to steal from the rich and give to the poor, sort of like what the officials do now. Apparently, this is where he used to rest, not sure if it was true, like somebody just named their child a super catchy name as Robin Hood, who just so happened to become some worldwide figure, that helped people in a less conventional and questionable way. 
Oh my gosh I’m actually here! I’m going to actually see an attraction!
“Excuse me miss, you cannot be here without a ticket.” A gruff voice called to me. It was a guard, who’s big muscular figure blocked my path.
“Oh, but I have a ticket for the attraction sir.” I said calmly, better to stay calm, can’t let my excitement get the better of me and pulled the ticket from my pocket.
“This will need to be processed to see if it’s genuine” the guard said his voice seemed very bored and monotone, how could he seem so bored he has one of the best jobs middle class hubs can offer looking after the attractions. If I wasn’t aiming for first class, I would gladly settle for this.
“I don’t know how your family managed to save up for this, but it’s genuine. If I found out you stole it though-.” The man paused it seems like he’s not going to just let me in that easy at least without someone always keeping an eye on me.
“-I’d say good job kid, it’ll show all those first classes that they can’t keep it all to themselves and I’m no snitch, enjoy it kid.”  The guard said his tone seeming so bubbly you wouldn’t think he’d ever been so fed-up moments earlier.
“Thank you!” I said enthusiastically and quickly dart up the stairs and there it was. 
The great oak it’s amazing its branches spanning across the room with wooden poles supporting them. It’s beautiful the thick trunk and stunning green leaves that shade the path below. I can definitely understand why someone would want to rest under the magnificent specimen, something about it seems to radiate a feeling of cosiness, like I could curl up with a book and hot drink and fall into the most peaceful of sleeps beneath the tree’s protective gaze. When people described the tree to me, I always imagined it to be intimidating the true essence of dangerous wildlife, but I think if the tree where a person he’d be that friend who gives big hugs and is super friendly to everyone.
I can’t help but stand still and admire its overwhelming beauty. It was better than any depiction could do. It’s sad the hubs closed of the rest of the area around the tree. I don’t know why but it seems so out of place. I look around and it seems a lot of people from the first-class hub aren’t even looking at the tree, probably use to its presence, but how could you ignore such a wonder.
Moving away from the stairs I find a bench facing the tree and pick up a leaf that had fallen to the ground. It’s amazing it feels so strange in my hands it was cold, but not as cold as the steel around the hubs and it has this strange texture it isn’t completely smooth it has ridges where the stems of leafs connected. It holds this amazing teardrop shape, it looks so structured and strong, but is actually fragile and delicate, much like the tree it came from a perfect, but small reflection about where it came from.
Now that my moment of pure excitement wavered. I found myself in a blissful state of calm. Pulling the letter from my bag I slowly open it to read the writing, was just as I remembered it the way letters swooped into one another. The comma like dots on top of the i’s, screamed grandma. On the other hand, the messy holds disjointed letters that appeared under sentence was all grandpa. Clearly, he wanted to add in his opinions of what gran was writing and I can almost imagine him, pen at the ready watching my gran write away and quickly swooping in over her shoulder to add his own touch to the letter.
‘To my dearest grandchild,                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   our how rude
I hope you listened to the instructions I left for you and are now reading this in front of the great oak tree and experiencing the same feelings that I once had. It is a truly wonderful place to be. I can only hope that you enjoy it and might even meet someone to call a friend. Hopefully something better than I did with your grandfather.
I think you mean exactly like me. I am clearly the best thing ever considering you married me.
Ignore him. I hope it’s just as amazing as it was when I last went as a child.  I can remember it so clearly. I was so amazed by it I got knocked over by another child as they excitedly ran around the tree, probably super hyper couldn’t be bother to care about others and scraped my knee.
That was me! I wasn’t that bad, I apologised as soon as I noticed!
I’m getting there. Anyway, the boy stopped and helped me up and towards a bench. He said he was looking for a gap in the walls to peak out into the garden. I was instantly curious about what he could be on about why would he want to look elsewhere with this in front of him and he said-
I said what’s the point of a tree where Robin Hood used to rest, yes, it’s beautiful, but what about the other parts of his story the paths he walked the bushes he picked berries from! The start of his adventure the paths he walked on!
Stop that! Anyway, I was baffled by him understandably, but was also curious about what he had to say. Needless to say, we talked for hours besides that tree. I learned a really important lesson. I didn’t like the hub system all that much, even with the attractions. Your grandfather taught me that the more you see the extraordinary. You start to miss the ordinary. I think if I were to leave here and walk amongst a park in the garden behind these walls, I’d be more amazed by it all. To focus on one is to ignore everything else the world can offer. Imagine all the wildlife that waits behind these walls the sounds of ordinary nature. 
It would be incredible! All of your scenes are toned into that moment truly encompassing and becoming one with the world around you!
What we’re trying to say is there is more to life then extraordinary and that the ordinary can be just as extraordinary if given the chance.
So, take in whatever experience you can and hold onto it tight little one and don’t forget where you started.
Lots of love grandma and grandpa.’

Commentary
When writing this piece, I had a clear goal in mind to create a story in which the main character is heading on a journey of rediscovery and growth. If I continue this story I would try to show more about the characters and their own problems within the world they live in.
I also wanted to make sure I encompassed some understanding of romanticism and ecocriticism. Since romanticism is the reaction towards the enlightenment, in which people were pursuing the advancement of humanity. I wanted to make it a big element of my narrative and show case how far people would go for the sake of advancement and the underlying resistance that people have towards complexity over simplicity. I wanted to focus a clear narrative towards nature for ecocriticism and also make that a major part of my work, making my main message about finding beauty in what the world considers plain.
The works that heavily inspired this piece where books such as the Silo series by Hugh Howey, Frankenstein by Mary Shelley and the divergent series by Veronica Roth. These books inspired the feel and atmosphere I wanted to bring to the world and environment I hoped to of achieved in this small piece.
I also wanted to make the reader to see this as though the main character was talking to them throughout their adventure and have the reader feel as though they’re also an active character in the book. I always try to achieve some level of heart-warming content within my stories in order to get my reader to have a deep reaction towards what they’re reading and have certain messages resonate with them as they read.
I included real life locations and places to create a connection with the reader so they have a clearer image in their heads to show just how both advanced and massive the world of my story is as well to have that connection between reality and the story.  


Close reading of William Wordsworth lines written in early spring
When looking at William Wordsworth poem ‘lines written in early spring’ from the book Lyrical Ballads that was published in 1798 witch both his and S.T.  Coleridge, I believe it’s the poet’s response towards the enlightenment. John Caliborne Isbell states ‘...Various nineteenth-century thinkers, including many Romantics, devoted real effort to rejecting the somewhat monochrome Enlightenment’. Which according to an article written by Brian Duignan ‘…Central to Enlightenment thought were the use and celebration of reason, the power by which humans understand the universe and improve their own condition.’
Throughout the poem there is a repetition of the word thoughts, which leads readers to think about the enlightenment in which scholars were constantly trying to advance humanity and get answer on their own thoughts and questions. That this poem is a response from William Wordsworth and he is sharing his opinion on this. The narrative voice in this poem is always in first person with the repetition of the word ‘I’. To which makes readers believe it to be William Wordsworth himself addressing his readers. ‘And I must think, do all I can’ this makes me believe that William Wordsworth was using his work as a poet to try and give his opinion out to the public, because he feels that this is all he could do.
The potential message William Wordsworth was trying to get across is that scholars are complicating the simplicity of life. This can be seen through the wording William Wordsworth used throughout his poem short sentences and simple wording, to reflect how William Wordsworth sees life without the complexity of scholar’s constant questions. ‘The birds around me hopp’d and play’d: their thoughts I cannot measure’.
This section of the poem leads me to suspect that, due to all the questions scholars are asking and the deep thoughts people have to use to try and answer these questions it’s become difficult to understand the simple thoughts of why birds feel the need to play and have fun.
In the poem William Wordsworth uses a lot of words with natural themes, the ‘her’ mentioned in the poem is that of mother nature as he talks about ‘To her fair works did nature link’. As he began to show more nature in his piece. This use of ecocriticism, is to reflect on how William Wordsworth finds beauty in the natural simplicity that the world around him works. However, scholars are confusing what William Wordsworth sees as simple ‘I HEARD a thousand blended notes.’ This quote from the poem makes me believe that this is how William Wordsworth portrays this, what readers believe should be the sound of lots of singing birds, it’s muddled confusing, the answer being too simple to realise what the noise truly is.
The quote ‘the periwinkle trail’d it’s wreaths: And ‘tis my faith that every flower breaths.’ the usage of the word wreaths makes me think of a twisting and tight hold, in which shows how William Wordsworth sees the scholar’s ways of thinking and the tense highly profound questions makes him feel. Which is contradictory to the word breaths in which gives a very light easy feel, which makes readers think of the message William Wordsworth is trying to send in this piece, that people should take a moment to unwind and breath, to not question every aspect of the world they live in.
William Wordsworth has used this earlier in the poem ‘In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts bring sad thoughts to mind.’ Once again this makes the reader believe that this to be a reflection on how William Wordsworth thinks about the enlightenment, that in a moment of peace he questions and it makes him sad that he can’t simply just enjoy being in a sweet mood, without having to question the world around him.
Throughout the poem we get given the rhetorical question ‘what man has done to man?’ readers may interpret that this is a question directed towards scholars of the time then the reader, how ever the reader can ponder as to what he means by this while reading the poem. To which the reader may believe it to be a question of what has the scholar’s questions done to the simplicity man once had. Makes readers think that due to all the scholars telling people to question everything in order to try and advance knowledge, it has taken away one’s enjoyment of merely existing within nature, without the need of answers for why life is the way it is.
In conclusion this poem is William Wordsworth way of warning both readers and scholars that trying to know everything about how the world works will spiral people down into a depressed state of mind in which you cannot appreciate the true simplicity and beauty of the world around you.
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