Introduction
All of the work in this booklet was produced during a Creative
Writing and Photography course with writer and poet Heather
Wastie and photographer Geoff Broadway in autumn 2015.
Over four two-hour sessions, participants took photographs and
experimented with different ways of writing. They then used the
photos as inspiration, exploring ways of combining words and
images to express thoughts and emotions. Each week, there
was a different focus: “If I were ...”, “Beauty is in the eye of the
beholder”, Pattern and Feelings, and Home.
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Beautiful, green and pink,
good and graceful,
this photo reminds me of good times in my life.
I think of a colourful gift to your fiance.
This photo is powerful and shiny.
Ayomide Fabiyi

My country is destroyed and falls down,
and everything in my eyes is black and brown.
I love my country and my town.
Aghiad Al-Akkad

A Tremendous Journey
They came to this country on
a big sailing ship
Leaving their motherland
disjointed from the hip
Unsure where they are going
only know where they are from
On this tremendous journey
lasting for months long
Invited to a land of great opportunity
What will be expected of me
Only God knows, I need to wait and see
I left my home behind me
Not sure when I’ll return
Unsure of what will befall me
Or if I’ll live or learn
Most of all I would love to earn
So that one day I may return
To my beautiful home in the sun
Melonie Barnaby

New life
Existing in a sad and cold castle,
reflection of the sun gives me vitality,
joy and youth, new life comes out of rocks
ooh what a great feeling.
Hope, vitality, joy are the patterns of love.
Hajar Kanani

If I were a bird
If I were a bird
I would like to be beautiful
and colourful,
I would like flying in the blue sky
and sitting in a green place
full of flowers.
If I were a bird
I would like to travel all over the world.
But I am sad that I am not a bird
because a bird is free.
Shakera Rashed

square square square brown woods
scary scary scary scratched woods
a horror movie
a haunted house in the wood

Sarah Sora

This photo reminds me of
my final time with my first love,
superficial and very cool.
It makes me sad,
the opposite of LOL.
Yellow is the last thing in our love;
green, all the obstacles,
and this is what we had.
Aghiad Al-Akkad

Where I belong? Where is home?
I love this place
This place in the sun
With sun rays aburst
All the day long
Do I belong? What shall I suggest?
Shall I stay, leave or rest?
The people are warm and welcoming
I feel that I belong
My mother was born here
How could she be so wrong?
As I feel I have found my home
I was born across the waters
But I feel so much at home
My heart is almost open
No more will it roam
As I feel I have found my home
Although I may travel
I know I shall see
That now I have found my home
I am truly set free
As I feel I have found my home
Melonie Barnaby

This photo is beautiful because there are
lots of colours and I like flowers because
flowers are very beautiful. When I look at
the flowers I feel happy and it reminds me
of when my best friend gave me flowers
when I was a student at school.
Bizheen Mohammed

When I look at my parents,
deep into their eyes,
I can see my origin.
They are a source of light
which gives me life and comfort,
a sense of love and being loved.
It is a great feeling.
Hajar Kanani

