Section 1:
#1 - Opening Paragraph Strengths:

e Vivid sensory imagery with "constricted air squealed through tarnished pipes"
e Strong atmosphere building through detailed descriptions

Weaknesses: Run-on Sentences — Your opening contains multiple ideas joined incorrectly,
making it difficult to follow. The description of the squealing pipes, Rick watching his father,
and the caisson's description are crammed into one sentence, diminishing their individual

impact.

Exemplar: "The constricted air squealed through tarnished pipes like a squirrel's warning. Rick
watched as his father's shadowy form disappeared into the caisson's maw for another

bone-chilling chronicle shift."
#2 - Middle Section (Engineering Office Scene) Strengths:

e Effective contrast between engineering world and working-class background

e Powerful metaphorical language with "divine cathedral dedicated to possibility"

Weaknesses: Inconsistent Tense Usage — Your narrative shifts between past and present tense:
"Rick rubbed them away quickly. It was not time to cry over the past, we have to move on." This

disrupts the story's flow and weakens its impact.

Exemplar: "Rick rubbed his eyes quickly. It was not time to cry over the past; he had to move

\

on.
#3 - Final Scene (Hospital) Strengths:

e Emotionally resonant dialogue

e Strong resolution of the father-son conflict

Weaknesses: Redundant Emotional Description — Your ending overemphasizes emotional
states through repetitive descriptions: "tears of joy and sorrow ran down his cheeks" followed

immediately by more emotional statements dilutes the scene's power.

Exemplar: "Keep going,' he whispered, a single tear tracking down his weathered cheek. 'Do it

not for me, but for you.' Then he closed his eyes for the final time."



Actionable Task: Rewrite the opening paragraph, breaking it into three distinct sentences that
each focus on a single powerful image or action. Pay particular attention to maintaining

consistent tense throughout.

Score: 41/50

Section 2:

The constricted air squealed through tarnished pipes like a squirrel's warning. Rick watched his
father's rusty form in the shadows as he disappeared into the caisson's maw for another
bone-chilling chronicle shift. The huge wethered [weathered] chamber, entombed beneath the
river's sty [murky] surface, promised a dry workspace for the workers excavating the
bridge's foundations, but its impelled atmosphere welcomed the invisible perils that daunted
Rick's dreams turning them to nightmares. His insensetive [insensitive] fingers clutched his
father's #reurvate [incurvated] lunch pail — inside lay a crumpled note begging for absolution for
his impending betrayal. Tonight, 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 to the engineer's sanctum. As soon as he
touched the door handle to the safe sanctuary, a tremendous of guilt knocked him over. His
grim expression deviated as he felt tears starting to sting his eyes. Rick rubbed them away

quickly.

- [It was not time to cry over the
past; he had to move on.] And he opened the door. Alabaster white chalk dust whirled through
optimistic warm afternoon lights as Rick's fingers tangoed across a borrowed slate, every
calculation meant a step further from his father's head. The engineer's office felt like a divine
cathedral dedicated to possibility. His father's calloused hands would seem sinful among these

fragile instruments. art: [Each calculation

stabbed like a bullet piercing his heart.] He had never thought of it any other way, as his 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. 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 heart-aching elegy sang by the
dismented [demented] 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.

In the hospital's sterile confines, Father's weathered hand found Rick's drawings. Silence
stretched between them like an unfinished span. “Yetrvegotyour-mothersmind—Fatherfinally
whispered ['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.

you- ['Keep on
going. I..." His eyes fluttered. 'Love you,' he whispered one last time, tears streaming down his
Do it

cheeks. ' not for me, but for you.'] i

sotre—re—wwhtstered—Ard+H-de o110 oftrs— [He

closed his eyes for the last time. Rick stared at his father's body, grief-stricken. Tl keep on
going,' he whispered. 'And I'll do it for both of us.']



