
Section 1:

#1 "Christa's heart dropped as she heard the gurgling of the rocket engines...their obsidian
surfaces mirroring the constellation of perspiring faces dripping with beads of trepidation"

Strengths:

● Strong atmospheric opening that immediately creates tension
● Effective use of sensory details with the monitor descriptions

Weaknesses: Purple Prose → Your writing becomes overly ornate with phrases like "spectral
radiance" and "obsidian surfaces," which dilutes the tension rather than enhancing it. The
metaphor comparing monitors to "bioluminescent deep-sea creatures" feels forced and distracting.

Exemplar: "Christa's heart dropped at the sound of the failing rocket engines. The control room
monitors cast an eerie glow across worried faces as warning lights flashed crimson."

#2 "Finally, she made it to the engine room...Her hands shaking with pure trepidation, she opened
the door."

Strengths:

● Good build-up of suspense through short sentences
● Effective use of physical reactions to show fear

Weaknesses: Redundancy → Your writing repeatedly emphasises fear and trepidation without
advancing the scene. Phrases like "shaking with pure trepidation" and "worst fears" appear
multiple times, weakening their impact.

Exemplar: "She burst into the engine room, her hands trembling as she gripped the door handle.
What she saw made her blood run cold."

#3 "Jaden hoisted up a fire extinguisher...channeling all the hope and strength into the fire
extinguisher lever."

Strengths:

● Clear action sequence
● Good attempt at emotional resonance between characters

Weaknesses: Melodrama → Your dialogue and descriptions become overly sentimental with
phrases like "heart worthy of gold" and "channeling all the hope and strength." The interaction
feels artificial rather than authentic under pressure.



Exemplar: "Jaden raised the fire extinguisher, his jaw set with determination. 'Together,' Christa
said, placing her hands next to his on the lever."

Actionable Task: Rewrite the engine room scene (paragraphs 4-6) focusing on creating authentic
dialogue and reactions under pressure. Remove excessive emotional descriptions and instead
show character relationships through their actions and brief, urgent exchanges.

Score: 42/50

Section 2:

Christa's heart dropped as she heard the gurgling of the rocket engines. She was doomed… The
luminous high-definition monitors cast their spectral radiance across the control room like
bioluminescent deep-sea creatures, their obsidian surfaces mirroring the constellation of
perspiring faces dripping with beads of trepidation while desperate crimson warning indicators
pulsated rapidly, with the inevitability of the imminent explosion of the rocket. [The monitors
cast an unearthly glow across the control room, reflecting terrified faces as crimson warning
lights pulsated with increasing urgency.] Her auburn hair was wet with perspiration as drops of
her desperation [of sweat] cascaded down her face.

Her shaking fingers pressed a button, with the words printed: "P.A.". [Her trembling fingers
found the P.A. button.] "Crew!" she yelled, as if she could block out her fears with sound. [her
voice steady despite her fear.] "WE NEED TO HAVE ALL HANDS ON DECK TO FIX THE
EXTERNAL TANK! I REPEAT, FIX THE EXTERNAL TANK!" Christa dashed towards the
engine room, past rows of buttons and levers that were supposed to ensure her safety. Not that it
mattered now. [None of that mattered now.] A pandemonium of staccato alerts seemed to be
ascending to an urgent crescendo rang in her eyes, her mind was flashing with her greatest fears
of the imminent danger ahead of her. [The cacophony of alarms grew louder, matching the
mounting panic in her mind.]

Finally, she made it to the engine room. Her hands shaking with pure trepidation, she opened the
door. Christa gasped in horror. This was even worse than her worst fears…

"EVERYONE! FIRE IN THE ENGINE ROOM! FIRE IN THE ENGINE ROOM!" Christa
looked at the information screen. 30 minutes until launch. She and her crew would never get out
in time before the explosion. Christa stared in horror as the fire rapidly feasted on [rapidly
consumed] the titanium, creeping towards the entrance of the room. Just in time, her crewmate
arrived, Daniel, [Daniel arrived,] scrambling towards Christa. "I'm here to-" His eyes were wide
with terror. "Oh no, the fire's going to go to the highly flammable external tank!" he cried. "I
KNOW THAT'S WHY THE CREW ARE AT THE EXTERNAL TANK YOU DOLT!" "HEY
DON'T CALL ME A DOLT!" "Whoa, guys this isn't a time to fight! We need to save our crew.
Fighting is wasting time, you're letting down everyone we love!" ["Stop it, both of you! Every
second we waste fighting puts our crew in danger!"] Jaden spoke with absolute truth, staring at



Daniel and Christa furiously with determination and anger. "It's time to work together as a team to
fix this mistake!"

As Daniel rushed off to alert the other crew members, Jaden and Christa stayed behind in the
engine room, where the fire was making its way slowly but surely to the exit. Jaden hoisted up a
fire extinguisher he had brought with him. Christa watched with worry, her anxiety palpable,
almost crystallising the air. [her breath catching in her throat.] Jaden's hand opened the fire
extinguisher. He pushed down on the lever, his eyes brimming with hopeful desperation. Nothing
but a helpless blob of white fell out. Jaden's head turned towards Christa, hopeless and depressed
with the very last candle of hope extinguished. [his face falling as their last hope sputtered
out.] "I'm so sorry, Christa! I tried everything I could yet…" "No, Jaden. You are an amazing
person with a heart worthy of gold. [We're not giving up.] Your life is worth fighting for, and so
are our crew's. So, we'll extinguish the fire, TOGETHER." Christa and Jaden's hands grasped the
fire extinguisher, channeling all the hope and strength into the fire extinguisher lever.

"We did it!" screamed Christa with pure joy. Together, they had saved the lives of the crew on the
Challenger Launch. After all, life's burdens aren't supposed to be carried on one person, it's
always for more people to carry!


