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Section 1:

#1 "The old oak tree on Elf Street had been there for as long as Ella could remember, its branches
sprawling wide like arms reaching for the sky. To most, it was just a tree, but to Ella, it was
something much more, a keeper of memories, of moments long passed. Its leaves whispered in
the wind, as if telling stories from years gone by, and its thick trunk was covered with decades of
carved initials, some barely legible, some still sharp and fresh."

Strengths: Your opening paragraph effectively establishes the tree as a character with symbolic
importance. Your descriptive language creates a vivid image of the tree.

Weakness: Limited emotional connection — Though you describe the tree well, your writing
doesn't fully develop Ella's emotional bond with it at the start. You mention it's "something much
more" but don't delve deeply into exactly what this means to her personally beyond being a
"keeper of memories."

The old oak tree on EIlf Street had stood sentinel over Ella's entire life, its gnarled branches
reaching skyward like protective arms. To neighbours, it was merely a landmark, but to Ella, it
was her anchor to the past, a living monument that held whispers of her family's joy and
sorrow in every ring of its ancient trunk.

#2 "She organized petitions, shared stories of the tree's importance, but to them, it was just an
obstacle in the way of progress—a thing of the past, too old and too slow for the bustling future
they envisioned."

Strengths: Your contrast between Ella's perspective and the town council's view effectively
creates tension. The language about progress versus preservation captures a relevant theme.

Weakness: Underdeveloped conflict — Your writing briefly mentions Ella's actions but doesn't
show her specific struggles or the community's varied responses. The conflict feels rushed rather
than fully explored, with limited details about her campaign or the council's specific arguments.

She organised petitions that gathered hundreds of signatures, arranged community storytelling
evenings beneath the oak's canopy where elderly residents shared tales of weddings proposed
and celebrated under its branches, but to the stone-faced council members, her passionate
pleas fell on deaf ears. "The tree represents our past,” the mayor declared firmly, tapping his
blueprint for a six-lane road, ""but we must make way for tomorrow's traffic, tomorrow's
commerce, tomorrow's Elf Street."



#3 "She wrote about it, about the love, the memories, the generations who had shared their lives
beneath its branches. She wrote about the tree's strength and resilience, how it had weathered
storms, how it had stood as a symbol of permanence in a world that constantly changed. The tree
was gone, but its roots ran deep in the hearts of those who remembered, in the memories that
could never be erased."

Strengths: Your conclusion offers a meaningful resolution through writing as preservation. The
metaphor of roots running deep in hearts effectively ties together the physical and emotional
aspects.

Weakness: Rushed resolution — Your writing jumps too quickly to Ella writing about the tree
without showing her process of grief and acceptance. The transition from defeat to this
constructive response lacks emotional depth and realistic timing.

In the weeks that followed, Ella found herself unable to pass the empty space where the oak
had stood, the raw stump a wound in the landscape. She began to fill notebooks with
memories—her grandmother's courtship tales, her father's boyhood adventures, her own
childhood picnics—sketching the tree from memory on every page. By autumn, she had
compiled "The Oak Chronicles,” a handmade book she shared at the local library, where a
sapling grown from the old tree's acorn now sat in a place of honour, waiting to be planted
when the road project inevitably stalled.

— Your narrative shows promise in its exploration of memory and preservation. The relationship
between Ella and the tree offers a solid foundation, but your story would benefit from deeper
character development. Consider expanding on Ella's specific memories with the tree rather than
just telling us they exist. Also, the conflict with the town council needs more
complexity—perhaps include dissenting voices or allies for Ella. Additionally, the resolution feels
somewhat neat; real grief and acceptance take time. You might consider adding a scene showing
Ella struggling with the loss before finding her way to preserve the memories. The emotional
journey needs more steps between fighting for the tree and accepting its physical loss. Your
descriptive language works well, but ensure it serves to deepen the emotional impact rather than
simply painting a picture.

m Take the fourth paragraph where you introduce Ella's fight to save the tree and expand this
section to show specific conversations with council members, community meetings where
different opinions emerge, or Ella's growing frustration. Also, consider developing a scene
between the night before the cutting and the morning it happens—show Ella's internal struggle
rather than summarising her feelings.

Overall Score: 42/50



Section 2:
Elf Street

The old oak tree on EIf Street had been there for as long as Ella could remember, its branches
sprawling wide like arms reaching for the sky. To most, it was just a tree, but to Ella, it was
something much more, a keeper of memories, of moments long passed. Its leaves whispered in
the wind, as if telling stories from years gone by, and its thick trunk was covered with decades of
carved initials, some barely legible, some still sharp and fresh. #1

When she was little, Ella spent hours beneath its shade. She would run her fingers over the
weathered bark, tracing the initials of couples who'd carved their love into it decades ago, and
listen to her grandmother's stories about the town. There was one she loved, about how her
grandparents had first moved into a small house just down the road, and how this tree had been
there through every step of their lives. Her grandmother would tell her how they would sit
together beneath it on summer evenings, the tree a silent witness to their quiet conversations, their
plans for the future. Ella's father, too, had memories of climbing the tree as a boy, seeing the
whole netghborhoed [neighbourhood] from its highest branches. He'd always laugh when he told
the story of how he once tried to jump from the tree to the roof of their house, only to end up in
the flowerbed, much to his mother's dismay. For Ella, these stories made the tree feel like more
than just wood and leaves; it was a part of their history, rooted in everything that came before her,
a bridge between generations.

But when the town announced plans to tear it down to make way for a new road, Ella's heart sank.
She couldn't understand how something so full of memories could be taken down so easily. She
fought to keep it standing, talking to the town council, pleading with them to see the tree the way
she saw it, as something irreplaceable, something that held the heart of the community. She
erganized [organised] petitions, shared stories of the tree's importance, but to them, it was just an
obstacle in the way of progress—a thing of the past, too old and too slow for the bustling future
they envisioned. #2

The night before the tree was to be cut down, Ella went to visit it one last time. The air was cool,
and the ground felt soft under her feet, the smell of damp earth mingling with the scent of pine.
She touched the carvings again, feeling the weight of all the moments they carried. She could
almost hear the echoes of the laughter, the hushed conversations, the quiet promises made beneath
its branches. It was as though the past was alive in that tree, in every knot, every scar, every
memory embedded in its bark. She sat beneath it for hours, lost in thought, wishing there was
more she could do, but also knowing she couldn't change the course of time.



The next morning, the sound of chainsaws cut through the quiet. Ella watched, heart heavy, as the
oak fell. She stood there, the bitter taste of defeat in her mouth, as the tree's mighty trunk cracked
and thudded to the ground, sending a cloud of dust into the air. But as it hit the ground, she knew
something the town didn't—its story wasn't over. She wrote about it, about the love, the
memories, the generations who had shared their lives beneath its branches. She wrote about the
tree's strength and resilience, how it had weathered storms, how it had stood as a symbol of
permanence in a world that constantly changed. The tree was gone, but its roots ran deep in the
hearts of those who remembered, in the memories that could never be erased. #3

Because the past doesn't disappear. It lives on in the stories we carry with us, in the small, quiet
places that remind us who we are.



