
Section 1:

#1 (Opening paragraph): Strengths:

● Strong atmospheric imagery with the hissing pipes and caisson metaphor
● Effective establishment of central conflict through Rick's internal struggle

Weaknesses: Underdeveloped Character Motivation → While you introduce Rick's desire to
pursue engineering, the emotional weight behind his "betrayal" needs more grounding. The
phrase "elevation from their working-class existence" feels abstract without specific details
about what drives Rick personally.

Exemplar: "Rick clutched his father's dented lunch pail, the note inside heavy with his secret.
Years of watching his father emerge from the caisson, body bent and spirit dimming, had
crystallised his resolve to forge a different path through mathematics and design."

#2 (Engineer's office scene): Strengths:

● Beautiful sensory details with the chalk dust imagery
● Strong contrast between the physical and intellectual worlds

Weaknesses: Pacing Inconsistency → The transition between Rick's entrance and his realisation
about calculations feels rushed. The phrase "Slowly, he began to realise the harsh reality" comes
too abruptly without showing us his thought process.

Exemplar: "As equations filled his slate, a pattern emerged through the numbers. Each variable
spoke of pressure, time, and human endurance – the very forces that shaped his father's daily
battle beneath the river."

#3 (Hospital scene): Strengths:

● Emotionally resonant father-son reconciliation
● Effective use of dialogue to convey character growth

Weaknesses: Scene Structure Imbalance → The final resolution feels compressed. The shift from
"You've got your mother's mind" to the father's death needs more emotional scaffolding to
achieve its full impact.



Exemplar: "Father's fingers traced the drawings, each touch bridging years of unspoken dreams.
'You've got your mother's mind,' he whispered, his voice carrying both pride and regret. 'Keep
on going.'"

Actionable Task: Rewrite the hospital scene, expanding it to include three specific memories that
Rick recalls about his relationship with his father while waiting by the hospital bed. Focus on
moments that illuminate their connection despite their different paths.

Score: 44/50

Section 2:

#1 The compressed air hissed through corroded pipes like a serpent's warning as Rick watched
his father's weathered form disappear into the caisson's maw for another backbreaking shift.
The massive wooden chamber, entombed beneath the river's murky surface, promised a
semblance of dryness for the workers excavating the bridge's foundations, but its pressurised
atmosphere harboured invisible perils that haunted Rick's dreams. His calloused fingers
clutched his father's dented lunch pail – inside lay a crumpled note begging forgiveness for his
impending betrayal. Tonight, instead of trudging home to their tenement, he would slip away to
the engineer's sanctum, where logarithms and stress calculations beckoned with promises of
elevation from their working-class existence. But as the caisson's iron door clanged shut with
sepulchral finality, Rick's conscience writhed – was the pursuit of his dreams worth shattering
his father's?

Rick's hands trembled as he slowly made his way down to the engineer's sanctum. As soon as
he touched the door handle to the safe sanctuary, a tremendous wave of guilt washed over him.
[Upon touching the door handle of his safe sanctuary, a tremendous wave of guilt washed over
him.] His grim expression wavered as he felt tears starting to well up in his eyes. Rick brushed
them away quickly. It was not time to cry. And he opened the door.

#2 Alabaster white chalk dust pirouetted gracefully through shafts of warm afternoon light as
Rick's fingers tangoed across a borrowed slate, each calculation a step further from his father's
world. The engineer's office, with its atmosphere of a supernatural hushed reverence, felt like a
divine cathedral dedicated to precision and possibility. His father's calloused hands would seem
sacrilegious among these delicate instruments.

Every calculation stabbed like daggers, piercing his heart. 'Bridge work flows in your blood,' his
father often declared, envisioning the brutish labour of the caissons. He had never thought of it



any other way, but as Rick's pencil glided across pages of precise calculations, he wondered if
that same blood might carry different destinies – engineering dreams instead of calloused
palms. Slowly, he began to realise the harsh reality of his calculations. He was somehow
calculating the lifespan of a caisson worker itself. After an hour or so, he stopped. Maybe his
father hadn't noticed his disappearance.

The day calamity struck, Rick was delivering lunch pails to the decompression chamber when
his father staggered, decompression sickness seizing his massive frame without warning. Rick
stopped dead in his tracks. Rick's mind raced through forbidden knowledge of pressure
calculations and human limitations. He didn't just calculate the lifespan of a caisson worker. He
was calculating life itself...

Inside the airlock, his father's laboured breathing echoed like a death knell, like a heart-aching
elegy sang [sung] by the choirs of the departed. Fifteen minutes for safe decompression – Rick
counted each second with mathematical precision while cradling his father's head,
understanding every calculation was counting down the time left for his father...

They emerged into harsh sunlight, his father's trembling arm heavy across his shoulders. 'You
knew,' his father whispered, eyes brimming with a mixture of sorrow and anger, finding the
engineering text protruding arrogantly from Rick's torn jacket. 'You knew about pressure and
time.' The words hung between them like an unfinished story, awaiting an ending.

#3 In the hospital's sterile confines, [Within the hospital's sterile confines,] Father's weathered
hand found Rick's drawings. Silence stretched between them like an unfinished span. 'You've
got your mother's mind,' Father finally whispered, and for the first time, his calloused finger
traced the precise lines of Rick's dreams with something approaching comprehension. 'Keep on
going. I...' His eyes fluttered. 'Love you..,' he whispered for one last time, as tears of joy and
sorrow cascaded down his cheeks. 'Do it for not me, but you.' He closed his eyes for the last
time. Rick stared at his father's body with grief. 'I'll keep on going,' he whispered. 'And I'll do it
for both of us.'


