Writing Feedback

Term 3 - 2025: Week 5 - Writing Homework | Year 5 Scholarship Specialisation

Section 1:

#1 "The train exhaled steam as it slowed into the old rural station, the same one he'd left from twelve years ago.
Sunlight fractured through the dusty windows, catching on particles that danced like ghosts."

Strengths: Your opening creates immediate atmosphere with sensory details like "exhaled steam"
and visual imagery of sunlight through dusty windows. The metaphor of particles dancing "like
ghosts" effectively foreshadows the haunting nature of this reunion.

Weakness: Unclear temporal reference — The phrase "the same one he'd left from twelve years
ago" creates confusion about whether Daniel is remembering the station or if this is narrative
information. The sentence structure makes it unclear whose perspective we're following at this
moment.

Exemplar: "The train exhaled steam as it slowed into the old rural station—the very platform
Daniel had departed from twelve years earlier."

#2 "I left him," she corrected, a tremor breaking her poise. "And I begged the courts for custody. He had the money. 1
had... bruises." His gaze softened for a blink, then turned away. "Why didn't you find me after he died?""'

Strengths: Your dialogue reveals character backstory naturally through conversation rather than
exposition. The pause before "bruises" shows Elena's emotional difficulty discussing painful

memories.

Weakness: Rushed emotional transition — Daniel's reaction shifts too quickly from softened
understanding to accusatory questioning, The emotional journey needs more development to feel
authentic.

Exemplar: ""His gage softened, processing this revelation, before something harder crept back into
his expression. "Why didn't you find me after he died?""

#3 ""Then maybe," she said gently, 'we can start again with cinnamon toast.” He hesitated, then, with a breath that
seemed to exhale years, nodded."

Strengths: Your resolution feels earned through the careful build-up of shared memories. The
metaphor of breathing out "years" effectively conveys the release of long-held pain.

Weakness: Underdeveloped symbolic connection — The cinnamon toast reference appears
suddenly without sufficient emotional foundation. The connection between this childhood memory
and forgiveness needs stronger development throughout the piece.



Exemplar: "'"Then maybe,' she said gently, 'we can start again—the way we used to, with
Saturday mornings and cinnamon toast." He hesitated, remembering not just the taste but the
safety of those moments, then nodded."

m Your piece demonstrates strong emotional intuition and natural dialogue that feels authentic. The
reunion concept provides rich material for exploring complex family relationships. However, your
character development needs deeper exploration to make the emotional shifts more believable.
Additionally, focus on building stronger connections between symbolic elements like the cinnamon
toast throughout your narrative rather than introducing them only at the conclusion. Your
descriptive language works well, but some transitions between emotional beats feel rushed. Consider
developing the middle section where characters process difficult revelations more gradually. Also,
strengthen the foundation for symbolic elements by weaving them through the entire piece rather
than introducing them suddenly. Your dialogue captures distinct voices effectively, so continue
building on this strength whilst developing more nuanced emotional progressions.

Overall Score: 42/50

Section 2:

#1 The train exhaled steam as it slowed into the old rural station [—] the sameomne [very platform]
he'd left from twelve years age [earlier]. Sunlight fractured through the dusty windows, catching on
particles that danced like ghosts. Elena stood stiffly by the bench, her hands clasped as though in
prayer. The platform was nearly empty.

And then,

"Mom?"

That voice.

She turned.

"Daniel." Her breath caught, tangled in her throat like thread on a nail.

He looked older than he should've. Taller, of course. A jaw that had sharpened. Eyes dimmer than
the boy who had left, and shoulders that carried the weight of more than just his backpack.

"I wasn't sure you'd come," he said, stopping a few feet away. Not close enough to touch.

"You sent a letter. That was enough." Her voice was steady, though her fingers twisted the strap of
her handbag mercilessly.



A long silence.

He cleared his throat. "You cut your hair."

"You grew yours."

A laugh slipped from him, tired, disbelieving. "Twelve years, and we're talking about hair."
"I didn't know where to start."

"Neither did I."

She nodded slowly, then stepped forward. "May I?"

He didn't answer. But he didn't step back either.

She reached up, fingers grazing his face as though confirming he was real. "You look like your
father."

He flinched slightly. "I hoped I didn't."

Her hand dropped. "He was cruel. But he wasn't all bad."

Daniel's mouth tightened. "I don't remember the good parts."

"Then remember this: I tried to protect you. I wanted to leave sooner, but—"
"You left me with him," he interrupted, voice low and sharp.

#2 "I left him," she corrected, a tremor breaking her poise. "And I begged the courts for custody.
He had the money. I had... bruises."

Hisgaresoftenedforablinkthemrturnedaway: [His gaze softened, processing this revelation,

before something harder crept back into his expression.] "Why didn't you find me after he
died?"

"I didn't know. No one told me." Her eyes shone now. "By the time I tracked you down, you were
gone again. Foster homes don't leave forwarding addresses."

He nodded once. Slowly. "Fair enough."
More silence.

She pulled a folded paper from her bag, "This is your birth certificate. You'll need it if you ever apply
for scholarships. Or marriage." Her voice broke slightly on the last word. "You used to say you'd
marry a girl who owned a bookstore."



He took the paper, not unfolding it.

"I still might," he said, with a small, rueful smile.

"That's something."

Daniel looked at her—really looked at her—for the first time.

"I don't know what I want from you," he admitted.

"I'm not here to want anything," she replied. "Only to give you what I couldn't then."

He studied her, words crawling up his throat before tumbling out in a whisper: "Do you still make
cinnamon toast?"

She blinked. "Every Saturday."

He looked down at the platform between them. "I remember Saturday mornings. That little song
you'd hum. The one from the record player."

"Ella Fitzgerald," she said. "You danced with socks on your hands."
That made him smile, faint and surprised.

"I hated you for a long time," he confessed.

"I know."

"I wanted to forget you."

"But you didn't."

He shook his head.

#3 -

av""“ii i" vvv_ can—sta 2;;’ vv . "’2"5’ .” [”Thenmaybe,”she
said gently, "we can start again—the way we used to, with Saturday mornings and

cinnamon toast."]

He—tresttated;—them—with—a—breath—that—scemed—to—extrate—years;—modded: [He hesitated,

remembering not just the taste but the safety of those moments, then, with a breath that
seemed to exhale years, nodded.]

"Okay. But no socks on my hands this time."

She smiled, tears finally falling. "Deal.”



The train groaned behind them, but neither moved.

Not yet.



