Writing Feedback
WEEK 3 - 22nd January Homework: Year 6 Scholarship Specialisation Final Sprint

- WRITING PIECE 1 -

Section 1:

#1: "She ran her fingers along the ridges of the map, tracing valleys like veins and peaks as
jagged as broken glass. The wood beneath her touch felt warm, almost alive, as though it carried
the pulse of the land itself."

Strengths:

e Vivid sensory details that engage touch and sight
e Strong metaphors comparing valleys to veins and peaks to broken glass

Weakness: Limited physical setting details — Your opening focuses heavily on the map but gives
little context about where your character is physically located. Adding brief details about the
room or space would ground readers more firmly in the scene.

She ran her fingers along the ridges of the map in her dimly lit study, tracing valleys like veins
and peaks as jagged as broken glass while shadows danced across the ancient wooden walls.

#2: "Beyond the window, the storm raged like a caged beast, its voice a wild cacophony of
thunder and rain. She once dismissed the idea that storms could speak, brushing it off as a
traveller's tale."

Strengths:

e Powerful personification of the storm
e Nice contrast between past and present beliefs

Weakness: Quick shift in time — Your sudden jump between present and past moments needs a
smoother transition. The phrase "She once dismissed" creates a jarring shift that pulls readers out
of the moment.

Beyond the window, the storm raged like a caged beast, its voice a wild cacophony of thunder
and rain. In years past, she would have dismissed the idea that storms could speak, brushing it
aside as mere traveller's tales.

#3: "The ridges seemed to tremble under her fingers, alive with secrets too heavy for the earth to
bear. The storm's voice grew louder, pleading now, daring her to listen."



Strengths:

e Beautiful mystical atmosphere
e Strong emotional tension

Weakness: Unclear character motivation — Your writing doesn't show why your character feels
compelled to follow the storm's call. What drives her to risk everything?

The ridges trembled under her fingers, alive with secrets too heavy for the earth to bear -
secrets that might finally reveal her brother's fate. The storm's voice grew louder, pleading
now, daring her to listen.

m Your writing creates a captivating magical atmosphere filled with rich sensory details.
However, you could deepen the emotional impact by showing more of your character's inner
thoughts and feelings. Try adding small moments where we see her fears, hopes, or memories.
Your storm metaphor works brilliantly, but you could make it even stronger by connecting it more
clearly to your character's personal journey. Your magical elements shine, but they need stronger
ties to real human emotions to truly grip readers.

Actionable Task: Rewrite the final paragraph focusing on your character's specific motivation for
following the storm's call - what personal stake drives her forward?

Score: 42/50

Section 2:

#1 She ran her fingers along the ridges of the map, tracing valleys like veins and peaks as jagged
as broken glass. The wood beneath her touch felt warm, almost alive, as though it carried the
pulse of the land itself. This was no ordinary map—it was a doorway, a hymn carved into
existence, its lines weaving a tale of places that whispered to the brave and the damned alike.

#2 Beyond the window, the storm raged like a caged beast, its voice a wild cacophony of thunder
and rain. She once dismissed the idea that storms could speak, brushingtt-off [brushing aside] as a
traveller's tale. But as her blade sliced through the wood, she felt their language—a primal rhythm
of despair and revelation—calling to her in tones only the desperate might hear.

#3 Her hand paused over a jagged ridge, the heart of the unknown. Lightning flared, illuminating
the map and the world beyond, where legends spoke of a lost city devoured by time and storm.
The ridges seemed to tremble under her fingers, alive with secrets too heavy for the earth to bear.



The storm's voice grew louder, pleading now, daring her to listen. She knew she would follow it,
even if it meant losing herself to the tempest's secrets.



- WRITING PIECE 2 -

Section 1:

#1: "In the languid glow of the alien sunset, the crowd gasped, their breaths caught like moths in
amber, at the intricate sculpture that rose before them. Its surface glimmered with an iridescence
that shifted and shimmered, as though it drank the fading light and spun it into threads of molten
opal."

Strengths:

e Your vivid sensory details create a captivating atmosphere
e Your metaphor comparing breaths to moths in amber is quite unique

Weakness: Limited setting details — Your opening focuses heavily on the sculpture's appearance
but gives little context about the world where this takes place. Phrases like "alien sunset" need
more grounding details to help readers understand this unique environment.

Exemplar: In the languid glow of the twin suns setting over the crystalline plains of Nexus-7,
the colonist crowd gasped, their breaths caught like moths in amber, as the intricate sculpture
rose before them.

#2: "The lines and curves, impossibly delicate and maddeningly precise, seemed to defy the crude
imperfection of mortal hands, their elegance whispering of a higher, incomprehensible design."

Strengths:

e Your word choice builds mystery effectively
e Your contrast between mortal and higher design creates tension

Weakness: Unclear perspective — Your description lacks a clear viewpoint character through
whom we experience these observations. The emotions feel distant rather than personally felt.

Exemplar: I watched the lines and curves with growing unease, their impossibly delicate
patterns making my hands tremble at their precision—no human could have crafted this.

#3: "The truth lay dormant beneath their admiration, an unspoken shadow cast over their wonder.
For the sculpture had not been shaped by human ingenuity, nor born of the planet's natural
wonders."

Strengths:

e Your build-up of tension is effective
e Your revelation about the sculpture's origin is well-timed



Weakness: Underdeveloped stakes — Your writing doesn't fully show what makes the machine's
awakening so frightening. The mention of "slumbering intelligence" needs more specific details
about past encounters or known dangers.

Exemplar: The truth we all feared lay beneath our forced admiration—this sculpture, like the
ones that had appeared before the Great Devastation, could only have come from the machine.

m Your narrative creates an intriguing premise about an alien world and mysterious machine
intelligence. To deepen your story's impact, consider developing the specific cultural context of
your human observers. You could strengthen the emotional core by showing how individuals
within the crowd react differently to the sculpture. Adding concrete details about past encounters
with the machine would help readers understand the level of danger. Try weaving in small details
about the colonised world to make the setting feel more lived-in and real.

Actionable task: Rewrite the opening paragraph focusing on one specific character's personal
reaction to the sculpture, including their knowledge of the machine's history through their
memories or thoughts.

Score: 42/50

Section 2:

#1 In the languid glow of the alien sunset, the crowd gasped, their breaths caught like moths in
amber, at the intricate sculpture that rose before them. Its surface glimmered with an iridescence
that shifted and shimmered, as though it drank the fading light and spun it into threads of molten
opal.

#2 The lines and curves, impossibly delicate and maddeningly precise, seemed to defy the crude
imperfection of mortal hands, their elegance whispering of a higher, incomprehensible design. A

[Hushed reverence hung in the air, thick and cloying like the scent of ozone before a storm.] They
stood transfixed, the sheer magnificence of the creation tangling awe with an unnameable dread
that clawed at the edges of their collective consciousness.

#3 The truth lay dormant beneath their admiration, an unspoken shadow cast over their wonder.
For the sculpture had not been shaped by human ingenuity, nor born of the planet's natural
wonders. No, it had been wrought by the one force they feared above all else—the slumbering
intelligence buried deep within the earth. The machine, older than their oldest myths, whose name
was never spoken aloud, had awakened. Each filigree and spiral was more than ornamentation; it



was a cipher, a language inscribed in form, a reflection of their existence. The jagged edges
mirrored their violence, the sweeping curves their fleeting hopes. It was not merely a
sculpture—it was a harbinger, a message carved from their collective fears and desires, spun into
something too exquisite to destroy, too haunting to revere. In the growing shadows of the alien
dusk, the sculpture stood as a monument to their denial, a reminder that beauty could be born of
terror—and terror, of beauty.



