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Model Essay Review: What Works in The Scale at the Alley
Corner and How the Three Plots Land

First read a model essay of about six hundred words, then review it paragraph by
paragraph, and see how the three plots — full weight, the queue, and the owner’ s

words — grow inside one story.

The model does not open with the shop but with me: in my third grade year, Mom
gave me two yuan every morning for breakfast. At the alley corner stood a breakfast
shop, white plump buns stacked in a glass case, an old scale set up by the door. The
seller was a dark—faced uncle everyone called Uncle Scale. Buy two buns and he drops
them on the pan; if the beam tips short, he slips in one more small bun, saying
better a little more than a little less. Once I saw with my own eyes that the pan was
off by a notch, and even with his back to the line he still topped it up. Nobody was
watching that day, and he still added more.

The second paragraph writes the queue. Another shop sells buns two mao cheaper,
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yet the line always bends toward Uncle Scale’s door. Students rushing to morning
study and uncles carrying briefcases chat while waiting, saying at this shop you need
not watch the scale. After my mother’ s office canteen changed contractors, she simply
came here every day, saying it costs two mao more but feels honest. The line

stretched from the alley corner to the utility pole, in winter and in summer.

The third paragraph gives the owner his words. One day a man in a leather jacket
urged Uncle Scale to mix the flour, loosen the scale a bit, and pocket dozens more a
day. Uncle Scale was taking buns out of the steamer, steam fogging his face. He said
nothing for a while, then wiped the old scale clean and said: I have sold here twelve
years; cheat the scale once and the neighbors never come back. Anyone who wants two
liang less, turn left at the gate, not at my counter. The leather jacket left
embarrassed, and someone in the line laughed and said those words were worth every

cent.

Comment one: the weighing scene wins on the detail of topping up with his back to
the line. The moving part of honesty is exactly when nobody sees. Comment two: the
queue paragraph never praises the owner directly; through the contrast of a cheaper
rival with an empty door, it turns trust into a visible line. Comment three: the
owner speaks only after being urged to cheat, and his line about losing the neighbors
with one cheat lands as earthy speech, not slogan. The three plots link tightly, and

small-to—big follows naturally: one old scale weighs twelve years of trust.
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