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Section 1:

#1: "The photograph fell from the old book, revealing a face I hadn't seen in years and memories |
thought I had forgotten... Inside lay stacks of old books with leather covers cracked like dried
leaves in autumn."

Strengths:

e Strong opening hook that draws readers in with mystery
e Vivid sensory details about the attic setting

Weakness: Limited character background — Your opening jumps directly into the scene without
giving readers a chance to know Lucy's personality. While you mention her "wild chestnut curls
and bright hazel eyes", we don't learn about her feelings or thoughts about exploring the attic.

Exemplar: Lucy had always been drawn to her grandmother's attic, where forgotten treasures
whispered stories of the past. That rainy afternoon, as she climbed the creaky stairs, her heart
raced with excitement at what she might discover.

#2: "Ah," she sighed wistfully. "That's your Uncle Oliver... my dear brother." "Uncle Oliver? But
I've never met him!" said Lucy wide-eyed."

Strengths:

e Natural dialogue that shows emotion
e Good use of dialogue tags to show character reactions

Weakness: Rushed emotional moment — The revelation about Uncle Oliver feels too quick. You
could add more details about Grandma Agnes's initial reaction when she first sees the photo, and
Lucy's growing curiosity.

Exemplar: Grandma Agnes's hands trembled as she held the photograph. For a moment, she
simply stared at it, lost in memories. "That's... that's your Uncle Oliver," she whispered, her
voice soft with love and sadness.

#3: "And so began their delightful tradition: every Saturday afternoon became dedicated
storytelling sessions..."

Strengths:

e [ovely resolution that connects past and present



e Shows character growth through shared experiences

Weakness: Hurried ending — The ending moves too quickly from discovering the photo to
starting their tradition. You could add more details about their first storytelling session and how it
helped them bond.

Exemplar: That first Saturday, Lucy and Grandma Agnes sat in the garden with the old photo
between them. As raindrops pattered on the leaves above, Grandma began sharing stories of
the summer when she and Oliver built a treehouse together.

m Your piece has a lovely foundation with its magical atmosphere and touching family
relationship. To make it even better, try adding more moments where we can see Lucy's thoughts
and feelings. When she first finds the photo, what does she think might be its story? You could
also spend more time showing how Grandma Agnes shares her memories - perhaps she could tell
one specific story about Oliver that helps Lucy feel connected to him. Also, try slowing down
important moments, like when Lucy first shows the photo to her grandmother. Let readers see
every small reaction and emotion. Additionally, you could include more details about how Lucy
and her grandmother decide to start their storytelling tradition - maybe Lucy remembers how she
feels when sharing stories about her own day at school.

Score: 43/50

Section 2:

thought+Hhad-forgotten=" [A photograph slipped from the old book, revealing a face I hadn't seen
in years—memories I thought I had forgotten. ]

v

#1 Once upon a time, in the small town of Willowbrook, nestled between rolling hills and
sparkling streams, there lived a curious girl named Lucy. With her wild chestnut curls and bright
hazel eyes that twinkled like stars, she was known for her adventurous spirit. Every—day [Each
day] after school, Lucy would rush home to explore the wonders of her grandmother's attic—a
treasure trove filled with forgotten memories and dusty relics.

erRooi—as—ratidrops—danced—aeainst-the—windowpanesH Hy—tap—dan > [That
rainy afternoon, whilst raindrops tapped against the windowpanes,] Lucy decided to delve deeper

into the attic than ever before. The air smelled of old books and lavender—her grandmother's
favourite scent. She tiptoed past boxes stacked high with quilts and trinkets until she stumbled
upon an ancient wooden trunk covered in cobwebs. With a little tugging and pulling (and a bit of



help from her trusty sidekick, Mr. Whiskers—the flufty orange cat), she managed to pry it open.
Inside lay stacks of old books with leather covers cracked like dried leaves in autumn.

But one book caught her eye: "The Adventures of Timmy Toad." It was tattered yet enchanting.
As she flipped through its pages filled with whimsical illustrations of talking animals and magical
forests, something fluttered out from between the yellowing sheets—a photograph! It glided
gently through the air before landing softly on the floorboards below. Lucy picked it up curiously;
it was an old black-and-white photo that had captured a moment long lost in time. There stood a
young girl who looked just like Lucy but with soft curls tied back neatly with ribbons—her
grandmother as a child! And beside her was another face—a boy with bright blue eyes that
sparkled like sapphire seas; his smile radiated warmth.

"Who is this?" Lucy wondered aloud as Mr. Whiskers rubbed against her leg, purring softly as if
urging her to uncover more secrets hidden within this picture. Determined to find answers, Lucy
scampered downstairs to where Grandma Agnes sat knitting by the firelight. With gentle hands
worn from years of love and laughter, Grandma Agnes looked up at Lucy's excited expression.
"Grandma! Look what I found!" exclaimed Lucy breathlessly as she held out the photograph for
all to see.

#2 A eket—o oenttton—fla d-across—GrandmaAenes-facebeforettsoftened-mtonostaleta:
[Recognition flickered across Grandma Agnes's face before softening into nostalgia.] "Ah," she
sighed wistfully. "That's your Uncle Oliver... my dear brother." "Uncle Oliver? But I've never
met him!" said Lucy wide-eyed. "No," Grandma replied quietly, setting down her knitting needles
as memories began swirling around them like autumn leaves dancing in the wind. "He passed

away many years ago when I was just about your age."

Suddenly there were shadows where once only light had danced; tears glistened in Grandma's
eyes as stories poured forth—stories about adventures shared under starlit skies and secret
hideouts made from blankets draped over furniture; tales woven together by laughter yet tinged
with sadness when Oliver fell ill. "I thought those memories were buried deep," murmured
Grandma Agnes gently wiping away tears cascading down wrinkled cheeks. "But seeing this
photo brought them rushing back."

Inspired by this revelation—and sensing both joy and sorrow intertwined—Lucy came up with an
idea so brilliant it could rival any fairy tale plot twist! "What if we create new adventures
together?" suggested Lucy eagerly while holding onto Uncle Oliver's memory tightly within their
hearts. "We can tell stories about him every week! We can write letters or make drawings!"

Grandma Agnes smiled brightly through teary eyes—the kind that sparkles even brighter than
stars 1illuminating night skies—feeling grateful for such loving companionship bridging
generations apart.



#3 And—so—began—thetr—dehehtfl—tradit
storyteHmg—sesstons [Thus began their cherished tradition
into magical storytelling sessions] where they crafted vibrant tales inspired by Uncle Oliver's
childhood dreams mixed seamlessly into their own lives—a world full of imagination bursting
forth beyond confines set by time itself!

Aaltullaay U U

: each Saturday afternoon transformed

Each story they shared turned into vivid adventures filled not only with enchanted forests but also
lessons learned along winding paths marked by friendship forged amidst challenges faced bravely
hand-in-hand without fear nor doubt! From then on whenever rain tapped lightly against windows
or sunshine spilled golden rays indoors inviting exploration anew—that cherished photograph
remained close at hand reminding them always how love transcends distance even beyond life
itself!

In Willowbrook under shimmering twilight skies—they discovered not just remnants left behind
but also possibilities waiting patiently ahead fueled solely by courage derived from hearts united
through bonds unbroken everlasting eternally treasured forevermore... And thus concluded our
story—but remember dear friends: sometimes all you need is one simple photograph falling free
from dusty pages—for within lies magic waiting patiently eager yearning [to] rekindle forgotten
dreams anew...



