Section 1:
#1 (First paragraph) Strengths:

e Vivid sensory details create an immersive atmosphere with the "hissing compressed air"
and "corroded pipes"
e Strong emotional tension established through the conflict between family loyalty and

personal ambition

Weaknesses: Cluttered Sentence Structure — The opening paragraph contains several complex
sentences that pack too many ideas together, making it difficult to follow the narrative flow. For
instance: "Calloused fingers grasped his father's battered lunch pail, where a crumpled

note-incoherent begging for forgiveness from the betrayal to come-lay."

Exemplar: "His calloused fingers grasped his father's battered lunch pail. Inside lay a crumpled

note, his desperate plea for forgiveness for the betrayal to come."
#2 (Second and third paragraphs) Strengths:

e Effective use of metaphor with fog "clinging like a shroud"

e Successfully builds tension through internal conflict

Weaknesses: Inconsistent Pacing — Your transitions between scenes feel abrupt, particularly
between the atmospheric description and Rick's interactions with the engineers. The shift from
"Dreams twisted inside him" to the technical world of "numbers and steel" needs smoother

bridging.

Exemplar: "His dreams twisted inside him as he moved between two worlds: the smoke-filled

tenement of his youth and the precise realm of numbers and steel that beckoned."
#3 (Final two paragraphs) Strengths:

e Strong emotional climax with the father-son recognition moment

e Effective resolution of the central conflict

Weaknesses: Overwritten Conclusion — The final paragraphs become somewhat repetitive in
expressing the theme of bridging worlds. Phrases like "crystallisation of that bond" and

"spanning them" make the same point redundantly.



Exemplar: "In that caisson, amidst the violent press of bodies and the storming river, Rick finally

understood: he wasn't choosing between two worlds, but building a bridge between them."

Actionable Task: Rewrite the opening paragraph, breaking down the complex sentences into
shorter, more focused ones while maintaining the atmospheric details. Focus on creating a

clearer progression of ideas from the physical setting to Rick's internal conflict.

Score: 43/50

Section 2:

#1 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.
Entombed beneath the river's murky surface, the large wooden chamber offered only a
semblance of dryness to the men excavating the bridge's foundations, its pressurized
[pressurised] atmosphere holding invisible perils that haunted Rick's dreams. Calloused fingers
grasped his father's battered lunch pail, where a crumpled note-incoherent begging for
forgiveness from the betrayal to come-lay. Tonight, instead of trudging homeward to the
tenement, he would sneak off to the engineer's sanctum-where logarithms and calculations of
stress waited-to promise exaltation from the working class. But as the iron door clanged shut
with sepulchral finality, Rick's conscience began to writhe: Was it worth pursuing his dreams if

it meant shattering his father's?

#2 The morning fog clung to the river's surface like a shroud as Rick paced the narrow bank,
heart drumming in syncopation with the distant thud of picks, the relentless thrum of
machinery beneath the murky water. Today was decisive; one miscalculation might tip the
balance. Just a day earlier, he'd drafted his resignation-an ill-timed gift to a life he'd been

yearning to escape.

He watched as the iron door of the caisson closed on another shift, an ache echoing in his chest.

submerged-himself-intheir-world-of numbersand-steel: [Earlier that morning, he had stolen an

hour with the engineers, their criticisms washing over him as he immersed himself in their

world of numbers and steel.] Dreams twisted inside him, the polar opposite to the
smoke-impregnated air of his native tenement. This constant beat of hammers and drills
beneath the river seemed to melt into his father's fatigued face. But it wasn't just dreams that

Rick took with him; it was guilt, too.



The day dragged painfully through each tick of time, each one cranking his determination
tighter to press on. Then, as he walked down the length of the bridge's skeleton-like framework,

an alarm pierced from the bowels of the caisson.

dinr ["Emergency! Emergency!" The foreman's cutting screams echoed over the familiar din.]

Rick's heart clenched. Fists clenched, he sprinted for the entrance-the weight of his lunch pail
swung against his leg like a pendulum working out his resolve. He shoved through the crowd,
jumbling together in a frenzied mass, his father's features flashing across his mind. He couldn't
let that wooden door swallow him whole, not if there was a chance to save both his father and

the future he envisioned.

Chaos reigned in the sleek underground chamber. The air shimmered with tension, the pipes
rattling ominously as the miners struggled against the rapidly increasing water intrusion. Rick
felt his training surge to the forefront. The calculations about water pressure flooded back to
him from the deliberation with the engineers last night. “H-we-—ean-divert-the-flow- ["If we can
divert the flow —"]

Out he yelled, his voice raised above the growing din. "We gotta shut it off upstream! Get a
pressure estimate-shim in the wood!" The men were wavering, their confidence chased away by
dark murmurs, but Rick urged them on, his voice now driven by an insistent throb of family

allegiance. "With gravel for a barrier-it might hold back the flow!"

#3 His father, drenched and at last visible, met Rick's eye in that flash of second while he fought
to anchor the sinking foundation. It was one of those glances beyond time-understanding
wreathed in exhaustion. In that instant, Rick felt the fracture between his dreams and loyalty
threaten to blow completely. Success meant destruction-but failure meant losing the very world

he feared to abandon.

tide of work surged around them as Rick called for determination, his mind dancing amongst

calculations. The theoretical stresses became desperate reality as they worked together, weaving

their fate—the bridge connecting them deeper than mere ambition.]

With labour's combined strength, chiselling against the inexorable thrust of time, Rick battled

for his father's salvation no less than the crystallisation of that bond which sliced their lives into



coherence. In that caisson, amidst the violent press of bodies and the storming river, some
clarity was achieved; he wasn't turning his back on one world for another, he was spanning

them.



