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Section 1:

#1 (Opening scene and setting establishment) Strengths: Your opening paragraph creates a vivid,
enchanting atmosphere with lovely imagery like "cherry blossoms danced in the breeze" and
establishes Felix's character beautifully through his love of storytelling and stone collecting. The
metaphor of whispers floating "like dandelion seeds on the wind" shows sophisticated poetic
sensibility.

Weakness: Sentence structure complexity — Your opening sentence becomes cumbersome with
multiple clauses that could be streamlined. The phrase "There was a small, sun-filled town where the
cherry blossoms danced in the breeze, and a little boy named Felix Sun lived there" contains

unnecessary wordiness that slows the narrative momentum.

Exemplar: In a small, sun-filled town where cherry blossoms danced in the breeze lived a little boy
named Felix Sun.

#2 (The reunion dialogue scene) Strengths: Your dialogue feels authentic and emotionally resonant,
particularly Felix's vulnerable question "I thought you'd forgotten me" and his mothet's tender
response. The physical descriptions during their embrace, like "swathed in heat like a blanket," create
intimate sensory details.

Weakness: Metaphor consistency — Some of your figurative language becomes mixed or unclear.
The phrase "His tone was quivering as though it were glass" doesn't quite work logically, and "tears
in her eyes but they weren't sad ones—they shone with promise instead" needs clearer distinction
between the contrasting emotions.

Exemplar: Hzs voice trembled like autumn leaves in the wind.

#3 (Resolution and thematic conclusion) Strengths: Your ending ties together the story's themes
beautifully with the profound realisation about love bridging distances. The imagery of "sunlight
dappled through leaves overhead like fairy dust" maintains the magical tone throughout, and the
circular structure returning to cherry blossoms provides satisfying closure.

Weakness: Abstract language precision — Your final philosophical reflection contains some vague
phrasing that could be more concrete. The sentence "sometimes love bridges gaps farther than miles
or years—it builds bridges of dreams and memories until hearts meet again under shared skies"
repeats "bridges" and uses abstract concepts that might benefit from more specific imagery.

Exemplar: Sometimes love spans distances greater than miles or years, weaving dreams and

memories into pathways that lead hearts home.



®m Your piece demonstrates creative writing ability with rich sensory details and sophisticated
metaphorical language throughout. The emotional arc between Felix and his mother feels genuine
and touching, particularly in the dialogue exchanges that reveal their deep bond. Your use of natural
imagery—cherry blossoms, creek settings, and seasonal elements—creates a cohesive, magical
atmosphere that supports the reunion theme perfectly. The circular narrative structure, beginning
and ending with cherry blossoms, shows strong compositional awareness. However, some sentences
could be streamlined to improve readability and flow. Focus on avoiding unnecessarily complex
sentence openings and ensure your metaphors work logically throughout. Additionally, whilst your
descriptive language is beautiful, some passages benefit from balancing poetic elements with clearer,
more direct expression. Your character development is strong, but consider showing Felix's
emotions through more actions and specific details rather than abstract statements. The story's
pacing works well, building anticipation effectively toward the reunion moment, then allowing space
for their conversation to unfold naturally.

Score: 41/50

Section 2:

Fhretewas [In] a small, sun-filled town where the cherry blossoms danced in the breeze[lived] and a
little boy named Felix Sun #ved-there. He loved to spend his afternoons along the bank of Willow
Creek, collecting smooth stones and fantastzing [fantasising] stories of far-off places. But there was
one story that he longed to write more than the others—the story of being reunited with his mother.

Years had passed since she left for a job overseas, her smile like sunshine etched in Felix's memory.
Every night he whispered into the cool datkness, "I'll be waiting for you." The whispers floated away
like dandelion seeds on the wind.

One spring day, as Felix was kneeling by the creek skipping stones, a rustle suddenly echoed in the
background. He turned and tensed. Standing before him was a woman tm [bathed in| golden
light—his mother! Her tresses shone like spun gold among the cherry blossoms.

"Mom?" His torre-wasquivering asthougtrttwereghass [voice trembled].

"Felix!" She swept towards him, arms out [stretched] wide. They collided in a hug so tight that all of
time seemed to dissolve fromr [around] them.

"I thought you'd forgotten me," he whispered into her shoulder, swathed—tmrteat [wrapped in
warmth] like a blanket.



"Oh my dear boy," she whispered back, leaning back just enough to look into his eyes—those dear
shining eyes that reflected hers. "I could never forget you."

"Why did you leave, though?" A knot twisted in Felix's heart; he had desired answers wrapped in
truth and love.

"I had to go for work," she replied softly, brushing hair back from his forehead. "But every day I
wrote letters that I wished I could ma#t [send] to you."

Felix's brow furrowed atte [slightly] as memories flooded back—of waiting at their mailbox each
day with hope dancing in his heart only to be disappointed.

"What did they teH [say to] you?" he asked curiously.

"They were stories about adventures that we would shate when I returned," she murmured with a

smile that shone like stars afterthrergittradfatter [in the darkness]. "Such as flying on dragons or

sailing over seas!"

He laughed then—a sound of relief and joy—and hugged her again tightly. "I want those

adventures!"

She nodded solemnly; there were tears in her eyesbut they weren't sad ones—they shone with
promise instead. "And we will have them alll We'll start right here at Willow Creek."

As they walked hand in hand along the watet's edge where sunlight dappled through leaves overhead
like fairy dust, Felix realtzed [realised] something profound: sometimes love bridges gaps farthrer
[further] than miles or years—it builds brtdges—ot dreams and memories until hearts meet again
under shared skies.

That day was not just the an end but also the a beginning—a new chapter opening with [amongst
the] cherry blossoms where there trad—beenr [would be| laughter with [and] whispers of future
escapades.



