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Section 1: 

#1 (First paragraph): Strengths: 

●​ Strong visual imagery with the photograph discovery 
●​ Effective use of sensory details in describing Sarah's smile 

Weakness: Limited emotional buildup → While you describe Sarah's physical appearance well, 
the emotional impact needs more depth. The phrase "hit me like a physical force" feels rushed 
without building up the narrator's internal reaction. 

Exemplar: The photograph slipped from between yellowed pages, and for a moment, my heart 
stopped. There she was - Sarah, her familiar smile radiating warmth that made my hands 
tremble as memories flooded back. 

#2 (Third paragraph): Strengths: 

●​ Rich sensory details in describing shared memories 
●​ Good pacing of memory sequences 

Weakness: Disconnected memory flow → The memories jump quickly from one to another 
without proper linking. The phrase "Late-night talks fueled by cheap coffee" needs more 
connection to the following memory about railway tracks. 

Exemplar: Each memory flowed into the next like a gentle stream - our late-night talks over 
cheap coffee led to dawn adventures along the abandoned railway tracks, where our dreams 
seemed as endless as the rusty rails stretching before us. 

#3 (Last paragraph): Strengths: 

●​ Strong emotional resolution 
●​ Clear character motivation 

Weakness: Rushed conclusion → The ending feels hurried with phrases like "A sudden urge 
seized me" not giving enough weight to this important decision. 

Exemplar: As I held the photograph, years of questions and regret crystallised into a single, 
clear purpose - I needed to find Sarah, to bridge the gap that time and pride had carved 
between us. 

 



 
■ Your narrative shows good potential in creating vivid scenes and emotional moments. You 
could make the story stronger by adding more details about the narrator's feelings when first 
seeing the photo. Also, try to connect the memories more smoothly instead of jumping between 
them quickly. Additionally, you could slow down the ending to give more weight to the decision 
to find Sarah. The third paragraph needs more focus on how each memory affected the narrator. 
You could improve the second paragraph by showing more about how their friendship changed 
over time. The story would be better if you added more details about what made their friendship 
special. 

 

Score: 41/50 

 

Section 2: 

The photograph fell from the old book, revealing a face I hadn't seen in years and memories I 
thought I had forgotten. Her smile, so radiant it seemed to leap from the faded paper, hit me like a 
physical force. Sarah. It had been… how long? Fifteen years? More? The edges of the picture 
were frayed, softened with age, but her eyes, those bright, mischievous eyes, still held their 
captivating spark. They seemed to bore into me, across the chasm of time, demanding an 
explanation. #1 

My fingers traced the outline of her cheek, a ghost of a touch. Where had she gone? We'd been 
inseparable, two halves of a whole, dreaming of futures painted in vibrant, impossible colors 
[colours]. We'd sworn eternal friendship, a bond stronger than… well, everything, or so we 
thought. And then, poof. She'd vanished. No goodbye, no explanation, just an empty space where 
her laughter used to echo. 

The book, a dusty tome of forgotten poetry, slipped from my grasp and landed with a soft thud. I 
barely noticed. My mind was a whirlwind, a chaotic storm of fragmented images. [The dusty 
poetry book slipped from my trembling hands, landing softly as memories whirled through my 
mind like autumn leaves in a storm.] Late-night talks fueled by cheap coffee and boundless 
dreams. Summer days spent exploring the abandoned railway tracks, our whispers swallowed by 
the wind. The awkward fumbling of our first crushes, shared secrets whispered under a blanket of 
stars. #2 

A sharp pang of longing pierced through the fog of nostalgia. I remembered the last time I'd seen 
her, a silly argument over a boy, a stupid misunderstanding that had festered and grown into an 
unbridgeable chasm. Pride, that insidious monster, had kept us apart. And now, here she was, 
staring back at me from the past, a silent accusation in her smiling eyes. 

 



 
I flipped the photograph over, hoping for a clue, a date, anything. But the back was blank, smooth 
and unforgiving. Just a stark white square mocking my desperate search for answers. A wave of 
sadness washed over me, heavy and suffocating. Had she ever thought of me? Had she ever 
regretted that silly fight? Was she even… alive? 

A sudden urge seized me. I had to find her. I had to know. [The need to find her grew stronger 
with each passing moment, an undeniable force pulling me towards action.] This photograph, this 
accidental rediscovery, was more than just a fleeting memory. It was a call, a summons from the 
past, a chance to rewrite a story that had ended too abruptly. I carefully tucked the photograph 
into my pocket, a fragile talisman guiding me forward. The forgotten book lay on the floor, its 
secrets still untold. But for now, they could wait. Sarah couldn't. #3 

 

 

 


