Section 1:
#1 "Rick's heart sank...linguistic ping-pong balls." Strengths:

e Vivid sensory details create an immersive atmosphere through descriptions of lights,
sounds, and reflections

e [Effective use of metaphors like "mechanical hummingbirds" and "linguistic ping-pong
balls"

Weakness: Overloaded Sensory Description — Your writing packs too many sensory details into
a single paragraph, overwhelming the reader. Phrases like "ethereal blue light," "bioluminescent

mnon

creatures,” "glossy surfaces,” and "pulsating crimson warnings" compete for attention rather

than building tension effectively.

Exemplar: "Rick's heart sank at the ominous gurgling of the rocket engines. The high-definition
screens cast an ethereal blue glow across the control room, reflecting the anxious faces of the

crew as crimson warnings pulsed above them."
#2 "Rick gritted his teeth...stay focused." Strengths:

e Strong physical description of heat's intensity

e Effective use of internal sensations to convey danger

Weakness: Repetitive Description — Your writing repeats the same idea about heat multiple
times without advancing the action. Phrases like "unbearable," "scorching," "stifling," and

"furnace" all communicate the same sensation without developing the scene.

Exemplar: "The heat pierced through Rick's protective suit like a volcano's breath, each pulse of
the flames making concentration nearly impossible as the metal layers around him began to

yield."
#3 "Rick's heart finally began...beyond the stars." Strengths:

o (lear resolution of conflict

e Emotional payoff after tension

Weakness: Rushed Conclusion — Your writing speeds through the resolution without giving it
the same detailed attention as the crisis. The shift from "silent celebration" to "final checks" feels

abrupt, and phrases like "proved their fortitude" feel generic rather than earned.



Exemplar: "Rick's heart steadied as the flames died away, leaving only cool darkness and the
collective exhale of his soot-streaked crew. They had done more than save the rocket — they had

proved themselves ready for the cosmos waiting above."

Actionable Task: Rewrite the conclusion paragraph focusing specifically on the emotional and
physical aftermath of the crisis, showing how the crew's triumph affects their preparation for

launch through specific details rather than general statements.
Score: 43/50
Section 2:

Rick's heart sank as he heard the ominous gurgling of the rocket engines. This was it. The
high-definition screens flickered with an eerie, otherworldly glow, casting an ethereal blue light
that danced across the control room like bioluminescent creatures from the depths. The glossy
surfaces of the monitors reflected the anxious faces of the crew, each bead of sweat glistening
under the pulsating crimson warnings that signalled an impending disaster. The room was a
cacophony of frenzied alerts, titanium cooling fans whirring incessantly like mechanical

hummingbirds, and the deep, resonant rumble of the rocket engines permeated the sterile air. #1

Commands were fired off in rapid succession, bouncing between Mandarin, English, and
Russian, creating a chaotic symphony of urgency that echoed through the space like linguistic
ping-pong balls. Rick felt the weight of impending doom press heavily on his chest. Every

molecule of the antiseptic air seemed charged with tension, the atmosphere thick with the

frantic energy of a team teetering on the brink of catastrophe. Suddenly Riek-saw [Rick spotted]
a miniature hole in the external tank, the hydrogen could create a massive fire. With-shaking
fingers-pressed—abutten [With shaking fingers, he pressed a button], with the words printed:
"P.A." "Crew!" Rick yelled, as if he could block out his fears with sound. "WE NEED TO HAVE
ALL HANDS ON DECK TO FIX THE EXTERNAL TANK! I REPEAT, FIX THE EXTERNAL
TANK! WE ONLY HAVE 1 HOUR UNTIL TAKE OFF!"

7 [Electrical tension

crystallised the air, creating an almost visible matrix of anxiety], while on the primary display,
the plasma's luminescent choreography devolved into chaos, a million-degree mirror of the
fragmenting human cooperation below, Rick watched a video tape of his crew whilst chewing
his nails anxiously belew—him—a—fermieary [below him as a formicary] of humans swarmed
towards the external tank in a flurry of confusion as people began to fix the tank. Rick burst out
of his room and went straight down to the engine room his-hands—shook [his hands shaking]
with pure trepidation as he watched a blazing inferno that spat erratic bursts of flame was about

to engulf the tankage and pipes of the rocket. The fuel was already inside the pipes and if it



reached it things would get messy. He quickly changed into his protective gearsuit, opening the
latch. He could practically feel the structure beneath him starting to melt as the unrestrained
flames licked and burned against the room. His breathing quickened, filling his head with the
sharp, anxious rhythm of survival instincts. If he didn't fix it, the entire rocket—and his life of
course—would disintegrate into a single, fiery burst against the endless fire. Rick's hands

palpitated as he screamed at his crew member to get fire extinguishers.

The heat had become unbearable, radiating from the engine with a force that seemed to pierce
through Rick's protective suit. It felt like he was on the edge of a volcano, its molten breath
scorching through the metal layers and turning the air around him into a furnace. The intense
heat pulsed in rhythm with the roaring flames, creating a stifling pressure that made
concentration nearly impossible. It was as if every wave of heat was a physical blow, pushing

against his very will to stay focused. #2

Rick gritted his teeth in sheer agony as his crew and himself tried to fight back the unwavering
force of the raging conflagration. They would need to suffocate the fire and take away its
oxygen. That was it Rick needed to take away its oxygen and he could do that by releasing the
tarmac that was supposed to cover the rocket. WHOOSH!

ThetarmacHoated-downand-easily-dispesed-ofthefire: [The tarmac floated down, smothering

the flames.] Rick's heart finally began to steady as the flames subsided, their fierce glow
replaced by the cool, dim light of the control room. He joined his crewmates, their faces
smeared with soot but glowing with triumph. "We did it," Rick repeated, his voice hoarse but
filled with relief. The team shared a moment of silent celebration, knowing they had overcome
the impossible. The rocket was saved, and with it, their mission to explore the cosmos. As the
final checks were completed and the countdown resumed, Rick took a deep breath, feeling a
renewed sense of purpose. The threat had been vanquished, and together they had proved their
fortitude. The engines roared to life once more, but this time, it was a symphony of progress, a

prelude to their journey beyond the stars. #3



