
Section 1:

#1 (First paragraph): Strengths:

● Vivid sensory details establish the industrial setting effectively through "scent of rust and
steel"

● Strong character introduction showing internal conflict between family tradition and
personal aspirations

Weaknesses: Main issue: Structural imbalance → Your opening paragraph attempts to cover too
much ground too quickly. You introduce the setting, protagonist, conflict, and family dynamics
all at once, which dilutes the impact. "He dreamed of blueprints and equations" comes too
abruptly after the atmospheric opening.

Exemplar: "In Bridgewood, where the tang of rust and steel hung perpetually in the air, Rick
watched the bridge workers from afar - his legacy, but not his calling."

#2 (Fourth paragraph): Strengths:

● Excellent tension building through internal monologue
● Effective use of physical sensations to convey emotional state

Weaknesses: Main issue: Overreliance on internal narrative → Your paragraph heavily focuses
on Rick's thoughts and feelings without grounding them in concrete action. Phrases like "panic
surged through Rick" and "fear gnawing at his insides" create distance from the immediate
crisis.

Exemplar: "Rick's hands trembled as he approached the wreckage. His engineering knowledge
could save his father - if only he dared to use it."

#3 (Final paragraph): Strengths:

● Powerful emotional resolution
● Skilful metaphorical connection to the bridge theme

Weaknesses: Main issue: Rushed resolution → Your conclusion attempts to tie up both physical
and emotional healing too neatly. The phrase "they began anew" glosses over what could be a
more nuanced exploration of their changing relationship.



Exemplar: "As his father's wounds healed, so too did the rift between them - not with dramatic
gestures, but through small moments of shared understanding."

Actionable Task: Rewrite the fourth paragraph focusing specifically on the physical scene of the
accident. Include three specific sensory details that bring the reader directly into the moment of
crisis.

Overall Score: 43/50

Section 2:

#1 In the small, bustling town of Bridgewood, the air was thick with the scent of rust and steel, a
family legacy built upon the backs of generations of bridge workers. Among them was a boy
named Rick, who, despite the proud lineage of his family, yearned for something different. He
dreamed of blueprints and equations, of structures that soared and designs that challenged the
mundane. [Within him burned dreams of blueprints and equations - of structures that soared
beyond the mundane.] Yet, deep within him, the fear festered — fear of his father's
disappointment loomed larger than the very bridges they erected.

Rick's father, a robust man with calloused hands and a determined spirit, had always instilled in
him the value of their work. "Engineering's for dreamers," he would say, the conviction in his
voice a barrier that Rick could not breach. So, he hid his textbooks and sketches, burying them
beneath layers of lumber and tools in the shed. Late into the night, with only the moon as his
witness, Rick studied fervently, determined to carve his own path without shattering his father's
expectations.

Everything changed one fateful day. As sunlight spilled across the worn wood of their worksite,
a terrible crash echoed through the air — the bridge they had been repairing had collapsed. The
cacophony of chaos erupted around him as Rick raced toward the sound, heart hammering.
[Chaos erupted as Rick raced towards the sound, his heart hammering against his ribs.] He
pushed through the crowd of workers, dread coiling in his stomach, until he saw his father,
trapped beneath the wreckage, the weight of metal pinning him cruelly to the ground.

#2 Panic surged through Rick, fear gnawing at his insides. He knew, deep down, that he could
solve this problem. His studies had taught him the principles of tension and leverage, the very
mechanics needed to extract his father from the rubble. But the thought of revealing his hidden
passion paralyzed [paralysed] him. Would his father understand his choices, or would he see
them as an act of betrayal?



As he stood frozen, voices around him faded into a dull roar. Time stretched and twisted, and
he saw only the pain on his father's face, the man who had given him everything. With each
passing moment, Rick realized [realised] his choice had been made for him. His father needed
him now, and it was time to act unselfishly. Mustering all the courage he could find, he
approached the scene and called out to the workers, directing them as he calculated the proper
angles to lift the heavy debris.

"Use the leverage!" he shouted, the words flowing like a river as he guided them, his heart
racing with the urgency of the moment. Together, they positioned wooden beams and madehift
[makeshift] jacks. Under the pressure of Rick's commands, the group worked in unison, every
eye focused and every hand steady. Finally, with one last heave, they lifted the metal slab,
freeing Rick's father from its relentless grasp.

As the dust settled and silence enveloped them, Rick's heart raced, uncertainty flooding through
him. His father stared at him, bewildered, confusion and pain etched across his face. "How did
you —?" he began, but the words died as he met Rick's gaze. The truth hung in the air between
them, heavy like the fallen bridge.

"I… I've been studying engineering," Rick whispered, the confession tasting sweet with relief
mixed with fear. "I wanted to help."

His father's features shifted, anger never crossing his brow. Instead, he smiled, a tired yet warm
expression born from both relief and newfound pride. "You saved me, didn't you?" There was
no accusation, no blame, just gratitude billowing like a banner in the wind.

#3 In that moment, a bridge was rebuilt between them, not of steel and concrete but of
understanding and acceptance. Rick felt a weight lift off his shoulders; there was no need for
secrecy anymore. The dream he had fought so hard to protect now glimmered brightly,
bolstered by the very person he had feared would shatter it.

From that day forth, as they both healed — Rick from the fear that had cocooned him, and his
father from the physical trials of the fall — they began anew; a father and son, united not just by
blood but by the bridges they would build together, both from iron and the dreams they dared
to chase.


