Eyewitness accounts and audience/purpose
‘Good’ but actually bad in terms of audience and purpose

Hurriedly bustling through the door, my dreamlike journey towards the monotony of work was disturbed most horribly, a splintering shot in the still dawn. I dashed, bound for the back porch. My nerves ran cold as frozen silver, white knuckles like knots of pure energy, waiting to strike should danger present itself. The sound’s volume increased, a deep banging booming which struck at the very heart of my being – was I imagining the sound of heavy breathing accompanying the thudding? I ventured onward – the back porch was now in sight! But what I beheld there was a dreadful sight, one which will stay with me for eternity. A man. Face covered. Body drenched in blackness so as to conceal his identity, I cursed his existence from the second my brain processed what my very eyes witnessed. Startled, he turned tail and was gone, displaying a fleetness of foot I would only think possible in the fittest of men in their prime. The heavy bolt and cumbersome key in the rear door prevented me taking up the chase – the local constabulary needed something to do in these dark times.

‘Boring’ but actually good in terms of audience and purpose
On the morning of the 14th March 2008 around 8 am, I was just leaving the house to go to work when I was disturbed by a loud noise at the window next to my back door. I quickly made my way through the house towards the back porch, where the noise (a loud banging) continued at the window. A tall man of slim build wearing dark clothing and a balaclava was hitting the glass with a large object, probably a hammer. As soon as he noticed me, he stopped his hitting, turned around and escaped the garden by climbing quickly over the wall. By the way he climbed he looked to be young and fit. I ran to the back door, which was locked and bolted, but by the time I had opened it he was long gone. I shouted loudly that I was going to phone the police, which I did a few minutes later.
