
Section 1:

#1 First paragraph: Strengths:

● Strong visual imagery with "steel-and-concrete structure" and "creaking groan"
● Effective tension building through sensory details

Weakness: Abrupt Opening → Your piece opens with immediate action but lacks context about
Rick's role or the significance of the caisson. Phrases like "his eyes locked on the caisson below"
assume reader familiarity with technical terms.

Exemplar: "Rick stood at the edge of the construction site, his mind racing. As the project's lead
engineer, he knew the tilting caisson below—the massive steel-and-concrete foundation meant
to anchor the bridge—spelled disaster."

#2 Fourth paragraph: Strengths:

● Skillful integration of technical knowledge with emotional conflict
● Strong internal monologue showing character depth

Weakness: Overloaded Information → Your paragraph attempts to convey too many ideas
simultaneously. The shift from "Years of training and experience" to "the weight of a different
kind of equation" creates a cluttered narrative flow.

Exemplar: "Years of training kicked in as Rick assessed the damage. The mathematics were
clear—he knew exactly how to stabilise the caisson. Yet as his phone buzzed again, numbers
and family obligations warred in his mind."

#3 Final three paragraphs: Strengths:

● Dynamic action sequence with the worker rescue
● Effective parallel crisis development

Weakness: Rushed Resolution → Your ending feels hurried, particularly with the final text
message. The sequence from rescue to final decision lacks the emotional weight built up
throughout the piece.

Exemplar: "Rick's phone vibrated one final time. 'I'll handle it, Rick. Don't worry about the
shop.' The words freed and condemned him simultaneously as he turned back to the groaning
caisson, knowing his choice was made."



Actionable Task: Rewrite the opening paragraph incorporating Rick's professional background
and emotional connection to the project, ensuring readers understand both the technical
situation and personal stakes from the start.

Score: 42/50

Section 2:

The Caisson's Fall

#1 Rick stood at the edge of the construction site, his eyes locked on the caisson below. The
massive steel-and-concrete structure that was supposed to anchor the bridge was tilting, a
creaking groan reverberating through the air. His stomach churned. A breach in the foundation
meant disaster. Lives were at stake, and the entire project was hanging in the balance.

His phone buzzed [vibrated] in his pocket. He pulled it out. Dad.

Dad: The shop's flooded. Your brother's handling [managing] it, but I could really use your help.

Rick's pulse quickened. The floodwaters had come without warning, and his father's small
fabrication shop—everything they had worked for—was now under threat. His younger
brother, always the one to stay behind, was in charge of the shop, while Rick had left years ago
to pursue a career in civil engineering. He'd built bridges for a living, but his heart had never
truly crossed the bridge back to his family.

#2 As he stared at the chaos unfolding below, another shiver of dread ran through him. The
caisson was sinking. He needed to act fast. Years of training and experience surged to the
forefront of his mind. The pressure of the moment was suffocating, but Rick focused. There was
no room for hesitation. He mentally calculated the forces at play, assessed the damage to the
caisson, and understood exactly how to stabilize [stabilise] it. The math was clear, but in the
midst of this physical and emotional storm, he felt the weight of a different kind of equation: the
one that weighed his duty to his family against his responsibility here on this job.

His phone buzzed [vibrated] again. The shop. His father.

Can't you be here, Rick? We need you.



The words stung, as if his father's disappointment seeped through the screen. [The words
carried his father's disappointment, seeping through the screen like poison.] But the
bridge—this bridge—was his project, his responsibility. He had worked too hard to let it fail.

#3 A shout cut through his thoughts. One of the workers, an older man who'd been with the
crew for years, had slipped into the river. Without thinking, Rick sprang into action. He waded
through the muddy water, the coolness of it briefly shocking his senses. His heart pounded as
he reached the man, dragging him out of the river. As Rick hauled him to safety, he couldn't
help but feel the weight of both crises pressing on him.

His father's text echoed in his mind, but he silenced it. The worker needed him. He couldn't
leave now.

The worker gasped for air, coughing violently. Rick offered him a reassuring pat on the back,
then turned his attention back to the caisson. It groaned again, a low, menacing sound. Every
instinct told him the foundation was giving way. He had no time to waste.

Rick shouted orders, rallying the crew. "Get the supports in place! We need to stabilize
[stabilise] the structure—now!" His voice rang with authority, though inside, the conflict raged.
He glanced at his phone. Another message. I'll handle it, Rick. Don't worry about the shop.


