
Sample Critique  

Joe,  

I really enjoyed this piece! Your story gave me several new ideas about how to write creatively 
in the active voice. I remember reading about how meaning is created through actions, and more 
importantly, actions based on strong beliefs and motivations. Your main character does express 
a lot of curiosity and determination, but I’m not sure if I understand exactly why he wants to 
reach the peak. Your main character begins to describe his dream about reaching the top of the 
mountain, and while there is an undeniable fascination for the mountain and his own ability to 
ascend it, there are many unrelated obstacles standing between them.  

In your second paragraph you contradict your opening lines by telling us that “He’d never 
reached the mountain’s peak, not in real life, and not even in his dreams.” Was this intentional? 
The dream elements and unexpected juxtapositions do make me think that you might also enjoy 
surrealist works. Are you interested in having your character explore this dream as a form of 
reality?  

I also think that there is room for you to make your story more easily visualized. For example, 
you could use more descriptive imagery so that your readers can see Corey, his view of the 
mountain and any other important people and/or places mentioned in your piece. Strong scenes 
will allow your readers to experience this story with its important characters. You share a series 
of events, and in order to strengthen your plot, you might also want to consider a deliberate 
arrangement that reveals more thematic, dramatic and emotional significance.  

When I read your final lines I wasn’t sure about how the whole piece fit together and I’m not 
sure if your ending accomplishes the effect that you want. I struggled with this step in my own 
piece of fiction and I found it helpful to ask myself: How has my character changed and what 
does my story reveal about these changes? 

I look forward to reading your next piece and I hope that you find these suggestions helpful! 
Good luck revising! 
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                                                           The Mountain’s Peak 

 

Corey was dreaming of standing on the peak of a mountain when his alarm went off. He 

slapped the top of his clock to stop the infernal buzzing. Another Monday had arrived. Like most 

of us, Corey wanted the weekend to be three full days, not just two. At least this Monday would 

be a sunny day. Above Corey’s waterbed, a skylight gave view to a peaceful and tranquil blue 

sky. There weren’t even any clouds. Through another window in the room, Corey saw the 

children that lived in his neighborhood. They were all running toward the bus stop. One of them 

tripped and fell and another child helped her up. Together, they ran out of Corey’s view. 

Corey wanted to go back to sleep. He was tired and he had been enjoying his dream 

before the alarm clock’s interruption. On the mountain he had pumped his fist in victory. He’d 

never reached the mountain’s peak, not in real life, and not even in his dreams. He didn’t even 

know how to reach the top of a mountain. If only he could fall back asleep for another five 

minutes or so, he might have his answer. He needed to know how he reached the mountain’s 

peak. Incredibly, he couldn’t recall using a line to scale the mountain’s side. He didn’t remember 

just climbing up with his bare hands and feet. If he did climb the mountain this way, it would be 

extra special. Corey needed to know.  

He closed his eyes. The light from the room’s windows bothered him so he put a pillow 

over his head. He’d wanted to climb a mountain ever since he was a child the age of the 

schoolchildren that lived on his street. But Corey was afraid of heights. He could climb staircases 

and ride elevators. But when he was outside he wanted both of his feet planted on the ground 

firmly. Once, he’d ridden in a Ferris wheel with his father. The old man had told him to look 

down at the city. They reached the top of the wheel and Corey couldn’t even open his eyes. 



Corey squeezed his eyes shut and he tried to keep as still as possible. He promised himself that 

he wouldn’t open his eyes until the man working at the carnival told him to get out of the Ferris 

wheel’s car. Corey’s father told him to look at the city again. Corey said he didn’t want to look at 

the city. He’d seen the city a million times. What was so special about looking at the city now? 

His father told him to look at the city for a third time.  

Corey’s father wasn’t kidding. Corey had to open his eyes. Corey saw his father first. The 

man looked very angry. Corey looked down at the city. Compared to his father, the city didn’t 

look so bad. Corey even leaned over the car’s railing to look at the people walking through the 

carnival thoroughfare. They were as small as little ants, it seemed. Corey thought he recognized 

some of his schoolmates. He might have even seen his best friend Gary Rose, but he couldn’t tell 

for sure. Gary wasn’t speaking very much with Corey anymore, not since Corey began dating 

Gary’s ex-girlfriend, Nicole MacLean. In fact, now that Corey squinted his eyes, he thought that 

he might have seen Gary and Nicole walking down there. What were Gary and Nicole doing 

together walking around the carnival? 

Corey’s father asked Corey why he wasn’t talking. Corey said because he had a 

stomachache after eating so many bags of cotton candy. The Ferris wheel turned one last time 

and the ride ended. It was time to go home.  

That happened a long time ago.  

Corey couldn’t fall back asleep, not even for five minutes. He would have to go in to 

work soon. First, he would have to shower and eat his breakfast. He wasn’t even sure if he had 

any of his favorite cereal left. If he did, he might not have any of his favorite milk. 



Suddenly, Corey’s dog ran into the room. The dog started barking at Corey. Corey sighed 

and threw the pillow off of his head. He hated Mondays. Don’t you wish every weekend had 

three full days?  

“Okay, Wolverine, okay.” Corey sat up. “I’m wide awake now and I’m heading to the 

shower.” 

 


